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THE VIRGINIANS. 



CHAFTES I. 



On Ike libiBi/ wall of one of tbe moit fit- 
mcNis writMi of America tbere hang two croM- 
eA iwords, whicb hia relatiTei wore in the grcM 
War of Indepcnilence. The one sword was gal- 
lontlj drown in tbe serrice of the King, tbe oth- 
er wu the weapon of a brave and honored re- 
pnblican soldier. The posseasor of the hann- 
leM ttophj has earned for himself a name alike 
honored in his ani;eBlor'a coantry and his own, 
where genina snch as hia has alwajrs a poacefiJ 
welcome. 

The ensaing history reminds me of jonder 
Bworda in the liialoriiin'a Study at Boston. In 
the ReTolndoDary War the Bnbjecti of this story 
— tutiTes of America, and children of the Old 
Dominion — found themselves engaged on dif- 
ferent sides in the quarrel, coming together 
peaceably at its conclnaion, as brethren should, 
their lore never having malerially diminished, 
however angrily the contest divided them. The 
cokjuel in scarlet, and the general in bine and 
bnflr, hang side by side in the wainscoted par- 
lor of the WarringtooB,' in &)gland, where a 
ileBceodant of one of the brotheri has shown 



their porb^ta to me, with many of the letten 
which they wrote, and the books and papers 
which belonged to them. In the Warrington 
family, and to distinguish them from other per- 
sonages of that respectable race, these effigies 
have always gone by tho name of "The Vir- 
ginians," hj which name their memoin ai« 
christened. . 

They both of them passed much time in En- 
rope. Tbej lived just on the verge of that Old 
World from which we are driftJog away so 
swiftly. They were familiar with many vari- 
eties of men and fortnne. Their lot brought 
them into contact with penooages of whom we 
read only in books, who seem alive as I read in 
the Virginians' letters regarding them — whose 
voices 1 almoat &ncy I bear, aa I read the yel- 
low pagea, written scores of years aince, blotted 
with the boyish tears of disappoioted passion, 
dutifully dispatched after fomous balls and cere- 
monies of the grand Old Worid, scribbled by 
camp-fires, or oat of prison ; nay, there is one 
that has a ballet thioagh it, and of which a 
greater portion of the test is blotted out with 
the blood of the bearer. 

These letters had, probably, never been pre- 
served but (or the affectionate thrift of one per- 
son, to whom they never failed in their dntifnl 
correspondence. Their mother kept all her 
sons' letters from the very first— in which Hen- 
ry, tbe roooger of tbe twins, aends hia love to 
his brother, then ill oF a aprain at his grand- 
father's house of Caatlewood, in Virginia, and 
thanks his grandpapa for a borte which he rides 
with his tutor — down to tho last, "from mybc- 
loved aon," which reached her but a few hours 
before her death. The venerable lady never 
visited Enrope, save once >iHth her parents in 
the reign of George the Second ; took refuge in 
Kichmond when the house of Caatlewood was 
burned down dnring the war ; and was called 
Madam Esmond ever afrer that event ; never 
caring much for the name or family of War- 
rington, which she held in very slight estima- 
tion as compared to her own. 

The letters of the Virginians, as the reader 
will presently see, from apecimena to be shown ■ 
to him, are by no means full. They are hints 
rather than descriptions — indications and out- 
linea chiefly. It may be that the preaent vrriter 
haa mistaken the forma, and filled in the color 
wrongly; hut, poring over the documents, I 
have tried to imagine the litnation of the writer 
— wheie ho was, and by what persons surronnd- 
cd. I have drawn the fignrea m I bncied they 
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were ; set down conyersations as I think I might 
hare heard them ; and so, to the best of my , 
ability, endeayored to reyiyify the by-gone times 
and people. With what success the task has 
been accomplished — ^with what profit or amuse- 
ment to himself— 4he kind reader wilLplease to 
determine. 

« 

One summer morning, in the year 1756, and 
in the reign of his Majesty King George the 
Second, the Young Rachel, Virginian ship, Ed- 
ward Franks master, came np the Atou riyer, 
on her happy return from her annual yoyage to 
the Potomac. She proceeded to Bristol with 
the tide, and moored in the stneam aa near as 
possible to Trail's wharf, to which she was con- 
signed. Mr. Tndl| her part owner, who oould 
snryey his ship, from his. oounting-houfle win- 
dqprs, straightway took boat, and came up her 
side. The owner of the Yotmg Bacheif a large, 
graye man in his own hair, and of a demure 
aspect, gaye the hand of welcome to. Qaptain 
Franks, who stood on his deck, and congratu- 
lated the captain upon the speedy and fortunate 
voyage which he had made ; and remarking that 
we ought to be thankful to Heaven for its mer- 
cies, he proceeded presently to business, by ask- 
ing particulars relative to cargo and passengers. 

Franks was a pleasant man, who loved a joke. 
"We have," says he, "but yonder ugly negro 
boy, who is fetching the trunks, and a passen- 
ger who has the state cabin to himself." 

Mr. Trail looked as if he would have pre- 
ferred more mercies from Heaven. " Confound 
you, Franks, and your luck! The Duke Will- 
iam, which came in last week, brought four- 
teen, and she is not hidf of our tonnage." 

<<And this passenger, who has the whole 
cabin, don't pay nothin'," continned the Cap- 
tain. "Swear, now ; it will do you good, Mr. 
Trail — ^indeed it will. I have tried the med- 
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icme. 

"A passenger take the whole cabin and not 
pay ! Gracious mercy ! are you a fool. Captain 
Franks?" 

"Ask the passenger himself, for here he 
comes." And, as the master spoke, a young 
man of some nineteen years of age came up the 
hatchway. He had a cloak and a sword under 
his arm, and was dressed in deep mourning, 
and called out, "Gumbo, you idiot, why don't 
you fetch the baggage out of the cabin ? Well, 
shipmate, our journey is ended. Ton will see 
all the little folks to-night whom you have been 
talking about. Give my love to Polly, and Bet- 
ty, and little Tommy, not forgetting my duty to 
Mrs. Franks. I thought, yesterday, the voyage 
• would never be done, and now I am almost sor- 
ry it is over. That little berth in my cabin 
looks very comfortable now I am going to 
leave it." 

Mr. Trail scowled at the young passenger 
who had paid no money for his passage. He 
scarcely nodded his head to the stranger, when 
Captain Franks said, " This here gentleman is 
Mr. Trail, Sir, whose name yon have a-heerd of." 



" It's pretty well known in Bristol, Sir," says 
Mr. Trail, majestically. 

"And this is Mr. Warrington, Madam E^ 
mond Warrington's son, of Castlewood," contin- 
ued the Captain. 

,The British merchant* shat was instantly off 
his head, an4 the owner of the beaver was mak- 
ing a prodigious number oi bows, as if a crown- 
prince were before him. 

"Gracious ixmers, Mr. Warrington! This 
is a delight, indeed ! What a crownihg mercy 
that your voyage should have been so prosper- 
ous ! Ton must have my boat to go on shore. 
Let me cordially and respectfully welcome you 
to England ; let me shake your hand as the son 
of my benefactress and patroness, Mrs. Esmond 
Warrington, whose name is known and honored 
on Bristol 'Change, I warrant you. Isn't it, 
Franks ?" 

"There's no sweeter tobacco comes from Vir- 
ginia, and no better brand than the Three Cas- 
tles," says Mr. Franks, drawing a great brass 
tobacco-box from his pocket, and thrusting a 
quid into his jolly mouth. "You don't know 
what a comfort it is, Sir ; you'll take to it, bless 
you, as you grow older. Won't he, Mr. Trail? 
I wish you had ten ship-loads of it instead of 
one. You might have ten ship-loads: I've 
told Madam Esmond so; I've rode over her 
plantation ; she treats me like a lord when I go 
to the house ; she don't grudge me the best of 
wine, or keep me cooling my heels in the count- 
ing-room as some folks does (with a look at Mr. 
Trail). She is a real bom Lady, she is ; and 
might have a thousand hogsheads as easy as her 
hundreds, if there were but hands enough." 

" I have lately engaged in the Guinea trade, 
and could supply her ladyship with any number 
of healthy young negroes before next £b11," said 
Mr. Trail, obsequiously. 

"We are averse to the purchase of negroes 
from Africa," said the young gentleman, coldly. 
"My grandfather and my mother have always 
objected to it, and I do not like to think of aeU- 
ing or buying the poor wretches." 

"It is for their good, my dear young Sir! 
for their temporal and their spiritual good I" 
cried Mr. TraU. "And we purchase the poor 
creatures only for their benefit ; let me talk this 
matter over with you at my own house. I can 
introduce you to a happy home, a Christian 
family, and a British merchant's honest £ue. 
Can't I, Captain Franks?" 

"Can't sav)" growled the Captain: "never 
asked me to take bite or sup at your table. 
Asked me to psahn-singing once, and to hear 
Mr. Ward preach : don't care for them sort of 
entertainments. " 

Not choosing to take any notice of this re- 
mark, Mr. Trail continued, in his low tone : 
"Business is business, my dear young Sir, and 
I know 'tis only my duty — the duty of all of us 
— ^to cultivate the fruits of the earth in their 
season. As the heir of Madam Esmond's estate 
— for I speak, I believe, to the heir of that great 
property?" 



THE VIRGINIANS. 



II 



The young genUeman mAde a bow* 

**I would luge upon you, at the yery earliest 
mom^nty the propriety, the duty, of increasing 
the ample means with which Heayen.has bless- 
ed you. As an honest £BM:tor, I could not do 
otherwise ; as a prudent man, should I scruple 
to speak of what will tend to your profit and 
mine? No^ my dear Mr. George.^ 

" My name is not (xeoige : my name is Hen- 
17," said the young man as he turned his head 
away, and his eyes filled with tears. 

*' Gracious powers I. what do you mean. Sir ? 
Did you not say you were my lady's heir? and 
is not George Esmond Warrington, Esq. — " 

" Hold your tongue, you fool !" cried Mr. 
Franks, striking the merchant a tough blow on 
his sleek sides, as the young lad turned away. 
<' Don't you see the young gentleman a-swab- 
bing his eyes, and note his black clothes ?" 

"What do you mean, Captain Franks, by 
lajring your hand on your owners ? Mr. Greorge 
is the heir; I know the Coloners will well 
enough." 

**Mr. Geoige is there," said the Captain, 
pointing with his thumb to the deck. 

<' Where ?'* cries the factor. 

*'Mr. Geoige is there!" reiterated the Cap- 
tain, again lifting up his finger toward the top- 
mast, or the sky beyond. *' He is dead a year, 
Sir, come next 9th of July. He would go out 
with General Braddock on that dreadful busi- 
ness to the Belle Biyi^re. He and a thousand 
more never came back again. Every man of 
them was murdered as he feU. You know the 
Indian way, Mr. Trail?" And here the Cap- 
tain passed his hand rapidly round his head. 
*' Horrible 1 ain't it, Sir? horrible ! He was a 
fine young man, the yeiy picture of this one ; 
only his hair was black, which is now hanging 
in a bloody Indian wigwam. He was often and 
often on board of the Younff Rachelf and would 
have his chests of books broke open on deck be- 
fore they was landed. He was a shy and silent 
young gent: not like this one, which was the 
merriest, wildest young fellow, full of his songs 
and fun. He took on dreadful at the news; 
went to his bed, had that fever which lays so 
many of 'em by the heels along that swampy 
Potomac, but he's got better on the voyage : tiie 
Toyage makes every one better ; and, in course, 
the young gentleman can't be forever a-ciying 
after a brother who dies and leaves him a great 
fortune. Ever since we sighted Ireland he has 
been quite gay and happy, only he would go off 
at times, when he was most merry, saying, ' I 
wish my dearest Georgy could eigoy this here 
eight along with me,' and when you mentioned 
the t'other's name, you see, he couldn't stand 
it." And the honest Captain's own eyes filled 
with tears, as he turned and looked toward the 
oljeet of his compassion. 

Mr. Trail assumed a lugubrious countenance 
befitting the tragic compliment with which he 
piepaced to greet the young Virginian ; but the 
latter answered him very curtly, declined his 
ofifers of hospitality, and only staid in Mr. 



Trail's house long enough to drink a glass of 
wine and to take up a sum of money of which 
he stood in need. But he and Captain Franks 
parted on the very warmest terms, and all the 
little crew of the Ycmnff Bachel cheered from 
the ship's, side as their passenger left it. 

Again and again Hairy Warrington and his 
brother had pored over the English map, and 
determined upon the course which they should 
take upon arriving at Home. All Americans 
who love the Old Country — and what gently- 
nurtured man or woman of Anglo-Saxon race 
does not? — ^have ere. this rehearsed their En- 
glish travels, and visited in fancy the spots with 
which their hopes, their parents' fond stories, 
their friends' descriptions, have rendered them 
familiar. There are few things to me more af- 
fecting in. the history of the quarrel which di- 
vided the two great nations than the recurrence 
of that word Home, as used by the younger to- 
ward the elder country. Harry Warrington had 
his chart laid out Before London, and its glo- 
rious temples of St. Paul's and St Peter's, its 
grim Tower, where the brave and loyal had shed 
their blood, from Wallace down to Balmerino 
and Kilmarnock, pitied by gentle hearts ; — ^be- 
fore the awful window of Whitehall, whence 
the martyr Charles had issued, to kneel once 
more, and then ascend to Heaven; — before 
Play-houses, Parks, and Palaces, wondrous re- 
sorts of wit, pleasure, and splendor; — beforo 
Shakspearo's resting-place under the tall spire 
which rises by Avon, amidst the sweet War- 
wickshiro pastures ; before Derby, and Falkirk, 
and Culloden, where the cause of honor and 
loyalty had fallen, it might be to rise no more ; 
— ^before all these points of their pilgrimage there 
was one which the young Virginian brothers 
held even more sacred, and that was the homo 
of their famDy, — that old Costlewood in Hamp- 
shire, about which their parents had talked so 
fondly. From Bristol to Bath, from Bath to 
Salisbury, to Winchester, to Hexton, to Home ; 
they knew the way, and had mapped the jour- 
ney many and many a time. 

We must fancy our American traveler to be 
a handsome young fellow, whose suit of sables 
only made him look the more interesting. The 
plump landlady firom her bar, surrounded by 
her china and punch-bowls, and stout gilded 
bottles of strong waters, and glittering rows of 
silver flagons, looked kindly after the young 
gentleman as he passed through the' inn-hall 
from his post-chaise, and the obsequious Cham- 
berlain bowed him up stairs to the Rose or the 
Dolphin. The trim chambermaid dropped her 
best courtesy for his fee, and Gumbo, in the inn- 
kitchen, where the townsfolk drank their mug 
of ale by the great fire, bragged of his young 
master's splendid house in Virginia, and of the 
immense wealth to which he was heir. The 
post-chaise whirled the traveler through the 
most delightful home-scenery his eyes had ever 
lighted on. If English landscape is pleasant to 
the American of the present day, who must needs 
contrast the rich woods and glowing pastures, and 
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picturesque ancient villages of the Old Coun- 
trj with the rough aspect of his own, how mnch 
pleasanter most Harry Warrington's course have 
been, whose journeys had lain through swamps 
and forest solitudes from one Yiiginian ordinary 
to another log-house at the end of the day's 
route, and who now lighted suddenly upon the 
busy, happy, splendid scene of English summer? 
And the high road, a hundred years ago, was 
not that grass-grown desert of the present time. 
It was aliye with constant travel and traffic: 
the country towns and inns swarmed with life 
and gayety. The ponderous wagon, with its 
bells and plodding team ; the light post-coach 
that achieved the journey from the White Hart, 
Salisbury, to the Swan with Two Necks, Lon- 
don, in two days; the strings of pack-horses 
that had not yet left the road ; my lord's gilt 
post-chaise and six, with the outriders gallop- 
ing on ahead ; the country squire's great coach 
and hea\7 Flanders' mares ; the farmers trot- 
ting to market, or the parson jolting to the ca- 
thedral town on Dampling, his wife behind on 
the pillion, -y-all these crowding sights and brisk 
people greeted the young traveler on his sum- 
mer journey. Hodge, the farmer^s boy, took 
off his hat, and Polly, the milk-maid, bobbed a 
courtesy, as the chaise whirled over the pleasant 
Village-green, and the white-headed children 
lifted their chubby faces and cheered. The 
church-spires glistened with gold, the cottage- 
gables glared in sunshine, the great elms mur- 
mured in summer, or cast purple shadows over 
the grass. Young Warrington never had such 
a glorious day, or witnessed a scene so delight- 
ful. To be nineteen years of age, with high 
health, high spirits, and a full purse, to be mak- 
ing your first journey, and rolling through the 
country in a post-chaise at nine miles an hour 
— oh happy youth I almost it makes one young 
to think of him I But Harry was too eager, to 
give more than a passing glance at the Abbey 
at Bath, or gaze with more than a moment's 
wonder at the mighty minster at Salisbury. 
Until he beheld Home it seemed to him .he had 
no eyes for any other place. 

At last the young gentleman's post-chaise 
drew up at the rustic inn on Castlewood Green, 
of which his grandsire had many a time talked 
to him, and which bears as its ensign, swinging 
from an elm near the inn-porch, the Three Cas- 
tles of the Esmond family. They had a sign, 
too, over the gateway of Castlewood House, 
liearing the same cognizance. This was the 
hatchment of Francis Lord Castlewood, who 
now lay in the chapel hard by, his son reigning 
in his stead. 

Har^ Warrington had often heard of Francis 
Lord Castlewood. It was for Frank's sake, and 
for his great love toward the boy, that Colonel 
Esmond determined to forego his claim to the 
English estates and rank of his family, and re- 
tired to Virginia. The young man had led 
a wild youth; he had fought with distinction 
nnder Marlborough ; he had married a foreign 
lady, and most lamentably adopted her relig- 



ion. At one time he had been a Jacobite (for 
loyalty to the sovereign was ever hereditaiy in 
the Esmond family), but had received some 
slight or ii\jury from the Prince, which had 
caused him to rally to King George's si^e. He 
had, on his second marriage, renounced the er- 
rors of Popeiy which he had temporarily em- 
braced, and returned to the Established Church 
again. He had, from his constant support of 
the King and the Minister of the time being, 
been rewarded by his Majesty George II., and 
died an English peer. An earl's coronet now 
figured on the hatchment which hung over Cas- 
tlewood gate — and there was an end of the joUy 
gentleman. Between Colonel Esmond, who 
had become his step-father and his lordship there 
had ever been a brief but affectionate corre- 
spondence — on the Colonel's part especially, who 
loved his step-son, and had a hundred stories 
to tell about him to his grandchildren. Madam 
Esmond, however, said she could see nothing 
in her half-brother. He was dull, except when 
he drank too much wine, and that, to be sure, 
was every day at dinner. Then he was bois- 
terous, and his conversation not pleasant. He 
was good-looking — ^yes — a fine tall stout ani- 
mal ; she had rather her boys should follow a 
different model. In spite of the grandfather's 
encomium of Viscount Francis, the boys had no 
very great respect for their kinsman's memory. 
The lads and their mother were stanch Jacob- 
ites, though having every respect for his pres- 
ent Majesty ; but right was right, and nothing 
could make their hearts swerve from their alle- 
giance to the descendants of the martyr Charles. 

With a beating heart .Harry Warrington 
walked iro^ the inn toward the house where 
his grandsire's youth had been passed. The 
little village-green of Castlewood slopes down 
toward the river, which is spanned by an old 
bridge of a single broad arch, and from this the 
ground rises gradually toward the house, gray 
with many gables and buttresses, and backed 
by a darkling wood. An old man sate at the 
wicket on a stone bench in front of the great 
arched entrance to the house, over which the 
earl's hatchment was hanging. An old dog 
was crouched at the man's feet. Immediately 
above the ancient sentry at the gate was an open 
casement with some homely flowers in the win- 
dow, from behind which good-humored girls' 
faces were peeping. They were watching the 
young traveler dressed in black as he walked 
up gazing toward the castle, and the ebony at- 
tendant who followed the gentleman's steps also 
accoutred in mourning. So was he at the gate 
in mourning, and the girls when they came out 
had black ribbons. 

To Harry's surprise, the old man accosted him 
by his name. ''Yon have had a nice ride to 
Hexton, Master Harry, and the sorrel carried 
you well." 

'' I think you must be Lockwood," said Harry, 
with rather a tremulous voice, holding out his 
hand to the old man. His grandfather had 
often told him of Lockwood, and how he had 
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accompaiiied the Colonel and (he jonng Vis- 
count in Marlborough's won fbitj years ago. 
The Tsteran Eeemed puzzled iiy the mark of af- 
fection which EaiTj' extended to him. The old 
dog gued at the new-comer, and then went 
pat liis hekd tietween hii Icnees. " 1 have heard 
of yon often. How did you know my name 7" 

"They Bay I forget inoit things," saya the 
old man, with a BToile ; "but 1 ain't lo bad as 
that qnice. Only this niornin', when yon ■ 
ont, my darter Bays, ' Fiither, do yon itnow why 
you have a bhw± coat on ?' * In coarse I know 
why I have a black coat," laya I. 'My lord is 
dead. They say 'twas a foul blow, and Maaier 
Frank i» my lord now, and Master Hany' — why 
what have you done since you've went out this 
morning? Why you have a grow'd taller and 
changed your hair — though 1 know — I know 
you." 

One of the young women had tripped ont by 
Ibis tjme from tbe porter's lodge, and dropped 
the stranger a pretty courtesy. "Grandfather 
sometimes does not recollect very well," she said, 
pointing to ber head. "Yonr honor seems to 
h&ve heard of Lockwood ?" 

"And yon, have yon never heard of Colonel 
Francis Earoond ?" 

" He was Captain and M^or in Webb's Foot, 
and I was witli him in two campaigns, snre 
enongh," ciiea Lockwood. "Wasn't 1, Pon- 
to?" 

"Tbe Colonel as married Tisconntess Ba- 
cbel, my late lord's mother, and went to live 
among the Indians? We have heard of him. 
Snre we have his picture in our gallery, and 
bisielf painted it." 

" Went to live iri Virginia, and died there 
■eren years ago, and I am his grandson." 

"Lord, your honorl Why, your honor's 
skin'* as white as mine," cries Molly. "Grand- 
father, do yon hear this 7 His honor is Colo- 
nel Esmond's grandson that used to send yon 
tobacco, and his honor hive come ail the way 
from Virginia." 

"To see yon, Lockwood," says the yonng 
man, "and tbe family. I only set foot on En- 
glidi gronnd yesterday, and my first visit is for 
home. I may see the house, though the fami- 
ly are from home?" Moity dared to say Mis. 
Barker would let bis honor see the honse, and, 
taking the old porter's arm, Hony Warrington 
made bis way across the conrt, seeming to 
know the place as well as if he had been bom 
there. Miss Molly thought, who followed, ac- 
companied by Mr. Gumbo making her a profu- 
sion of polite bows and speeches. 

CHAPTER IL 

IK WHICH HAKBT KAB TO FATC FOR HIB BUTPEB. 

CoLosn. EsMoKD's grandson rang for a 
while at his ancestors' house of Caatlewood, be- 
fore any one within condescended to notice bis 
■nmmoQS. Tbe servant, who at length issued 
from the door, seemed to be Tery little afllbcted 
by the annonncement tbat the visitor was 



lation of the family. Tho family was away, 
and in their absence John cared very little for 
their relatives, bat was eager to get bedc to 
his game Bt cards with Thomas in the win- 
dow-seat. The housekeeper was busy getting 
ready for my lord and my lady, who were ex- 
pected that evening. Only by strong entreat- 
ies could Harry gain leave to see my lady's sit- 
ting-room and the picture-room, where, sure 
enongh, was a portrait of his grandfather in 
periwig and breast-plate, the counlejpart of 
their picture in Virginia, and a likeness of his 
grandmother, as Lady Castlewood, in a yet ear- 
lier habit of Charles II. 's time ; ber neck bare, 
her lair golden hair waving over ber shoalders 
in ringlets which he remembered to have seen 
snowy white. Trora the contemplation of these 
sights the snlky hoasekceper drove him. Her 
faiaily was about to arrive. There was my 
lady tile Countess, and my lord and bis brother, 
and the yonng ladies, and the Baroness, who 
was to have the state bed-room . Who was the 
Baroness ? Tbe Baroness Bernstein, the young 
ladies' aunt. Harry wrote down his name on 
a paper from his own pocket-book, and laid it 
on a table in the hall. '■ Henry Esmond War- 
rington, of Casllewood, in Virginia, arrived in 
England yesterday— staying at the Three Cas- 
tles in the rillage." Tbe lackeys rose np from 
their cards to open tbe door to him, in order lo 
get their "vaib," and Gumbo quitted the 
bench at tbe gate, where he had been talking 
with old Lockwood, the porter, who took Har- 
ry's guinea, hardly knowing the meaning of the 
gill. During the visit to the home of his fa- 
thers, Harry had only seen little Polly's coon- 
tenance that was the leaxt unselfish or kindly ; 
he walked away, not caring to own how disap- 
pointed fae was, and what a damp had been 

■track npon him by the aspect of the place. 
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Thay onght to have known hini. Bad iny of 
them ridden up to his honse in Virginia, wfaeth- 
ei tbe muter irere present or sbaent, the gaewU 
wonld have been tntule irelcome, and, in Bight 
of bis anceators' hall, he had to go and ask for 
a diih of bacon and eggi at a conntij ale- 
After bii diaoer, he went to the bridge and 
sals on it, looking toward tbe old bouse, behind 
which the ton wm deecending bb the rooks 
came cawing borne to their nests in the elms. 
Hit jroong fancj pictured to itaelf manj of the 
ancetlots of whom hi* mother and grandure 
had told him. He fsncied knigbts and hunts- 
men crossing the ford — caralien of King 
Charlei't days J mj Lord Caatlewood, his gtund- 
mother's first hnsband, riding ont with hawk 
and honnd. Tbe recollection of his dearest 
lo«t brother came bsck to bim as he indnlged 
in these reveries, and smote him with a pang 
of exceeding t«ndeniess and longing, insomncb 
that the Tonng nun bnng his bead and wept 



with all his heart, and no donbt woiOd have 
made a prettj picture for a tentimcntal aitist 
to sketch, had there been sncb a person near ; 
but there was none such. As be sale plnnged 
in his own thonghCs, which were mingled np 
with the mechanical clinking of the blachemilh's 
forge hard by, the noises of tbe evening, the 
talk of tbe rooks, and the calling of tbe bird* 
romid about — a couple of young men od horse- 
back dashed over tiie bridge. One of them, 
with la oath, called bim a fool, and told him 
to keep out of the way; the other, who bncied 
he might have jostled the foot-passenger, and 
possibly might have sent him over tbe panq^t, 
pushed on more quickly when he reached the 
other side of the water, calling likewise to Tom 
to come on ; and the pair of young gentlemen 
were up the hill on their way to tbe honse be- 
fore Hairy had recovered himself from his enr- 
prise at tbdr appearance, and wrath at their 
behavior. In a minole or two, this advanced 
gnard wa« followed by two livery servants on 
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horseback, who scowled at the young traveler 
on the bridge a true British welcome of Curse 
yoo, who are you ? After these, in a minute 
or two, came a coach-and-six, a ponderous ve- 
hicle, luiving need of the horses which drew it, 
and containing three ladies, a couple of maids, 
and an armed man on a seat behind the car- 
riage. Three handsome pale faces looked out 
at Hairy Warrington as the carriage passed 
over the bridge* and did not return the salute 
which, recognising the family arms, he gave it. 
The gentleman behind the carriage glared at 
him haughtily. Harry felt terribly alone. He 
thought he would go back to Captain Franks. 
The Raehd and her little tossing cabin seemed 
a cheery spot in comparison to that on which 
he stood. The inn folks did not know his 
name of Warrington. They told him that was 
my lady in liie coach, with her step-daughter, 
my Lady Maria, and her daughter, my Lady 
Fanny ; and the young gentleman in Ihe gray 
frock was Mr. William, and he with powder on 
the chestnut was my lord. It was- the latter 
had 'sworn the loudest and called him a fool; 
and it was the gray frock which had nearly gal- 
loped Hany into the ditch. 

The landlord of the Three Castles had shown 
Harry a bed-chamber, but he )iad refused to 
have his portmanteaus unpacked, thinking 
that, for a certainty, die folks of the great house 
would invite him to theirs. One, two, three 
hoars passed, and there came no invitation. 
Hany was fain \6 have his trunks open at last, 
and to call for his slippers and gown. Just be- 
fore dark, about two hours after the arrival of 
the first carriage, a second chariot with four 
horses had passed over the bridge, and a stout, 
high-colored lady, with a very dark pair of eyes, 
had looked hard at Mr. Warrington. That 
was the Baroness Bernstein, the landlady said, 
my lord's aunt, and Harry remembered the first 
Lady Castlewood had come of a German fami- 
ly. Earl, and countess, and baroness, and 
postillions, and gentlemen, and horses, had all 
disappeared behind the castle gate, and Harry 
was fiun to go to bed at last, in the most mel- 
ancholy mood, and with a cruel sense of neglect 
and loneliness in his young heart He could 
not sleep, and, besides, ere long, heard a pro- 
digious noise, and cursing, and giggling, and 
screaming from my landlady's bar, which would 
have served to keep him awake. 

Then Gumbo's voice was heard without, re- 
monstrating, '*Tou can not go in, Sar; my mas- 
ter asleep, Sar!** but a shrill voice, with many 
oaths, which Harry Warrington recognized, 
cursed Gumbo for a stupid negro woolly pate, 
and he was pushed aside, giving entrance to a 
flood of oaths into the room, and a young gen- 
tleman behind them. 

"Beg yoidr pardon, Cousin Warrington," 
cried the young blasphemer, " are you asleep ? 
Beg yonr pardon for riding you over on the 
bridge. Didn't know you — course shouldn't 
have done it — thought it was a lawyer with a 
writ — dressed in black, you know. Gad! 



thought it was Nathan come to nab me." And 
Mr. William laughed, incoherently. It was ev- 
ident that he was excited with liquor. 

*' Tou did me great honor to mistake me for 
a sheriff's officer, cousin," sitys Harry, with 
great gravity, sitting up in his iall night-cap. 

"Gad! I thought it was Nathan, and was 
going to send you souse into the river. But I 
ask your pardon. Tou see I had been drinking 
at the Bell at Hexton, and the punch is good 
at the Bell at Hexton. Hullo I you, Davis I a 
bowl of punch ; d'you hear?" 

" I have had my share for to-night, cousin, 
and I should think you have," Hany continues, 
always in the dignified style. 

"Tou want me to go, Cousin WhatVyour- 
name, I see," Mr. William said, with gravity. 
"Tou want me to go, and they want me to 
come, and I didn't want to eome. I said, I'd 
see him hanged first — ^thaf s what I said. Why 
should I trouble myself 4o come down all alone 
of an evening, and look after a fellow I don't 
care a pin for? Zackly what I said. Zack- 
ly what Castlewood said. Why the devil should 
he go down ? Castlewood says, and so said my 
lady, but the Baroness would have you. It's 
all the Baroness's doing, and if she says a thing, 
it must be done ; so you may just get up and 
come.'* Mr. Esmond delivered these words 
with the most amiable rapidity and indistinct- 
ness, running them into one another, and tack- 
ing about the room as he spoke. But the young 
Virginiaa was in great wrath. ''I tell you 
what, coudn," he cried, "I won't move for the 
Countess, or for the Baroness, or for aU the 
cousins in Castlewood." And when the land- 
lord entered the chamber with the bowl of 
punch which Mr. Esmond had ordered, the 
young gentleman in bed called out fiercely to 
the host to turn that sot out of the room. 

* * Sot, you little tobacconist I Sot, you Chero- 
kee !" screams out Mr. William ; ''jump out of 
bed, and I'll drive my sword through your body. 
Why didn't I do it to-day when I took you for a 
bailiff— a confounded pettifogging bum-bailiff!" 
And he went on screeching more oaths and in- 
ooherendes, until the landlord, the drawer, the 
hostler, and all the folks of the kitchen were 
brought to lead him away. After which Harry 
Warrington closed his tent round him in sulky 
wrath, and, no doubt, finally went fast to sleep. 

My landlord wa9 very much more obsequious 
on the next morning when he met his young 
guest, having now fully learned his name and 
quality. Other messengers had come from the 
castle on the previous night to bring both the 
young gentlemen home, and poor Mr. William, 
it appeared, had returned in a wheel-barrow, 
being not altogether unaccustomed to uiat mode 
of conveyance. ' ' He never remembers nothin* 
about it the next day. He is of a real kind na- 
ture, Mr. William," the landlord vowed, '*and 
the men get crowns and half-crowns fh>m him 
by saying that he beat them overnight when he 
I was in liquor. He's the devil when he's tipsy, 
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Mr. William, but when he is sober he is the 
very kindest of young gentlemen." 

As nothing is unknown to writers of biogra- 
phies of the present kind, it may be as well to 
state what had occurred within the walls of Cas- 
tlewood House, while Harry Warrington was 
without, awaiting some token of recognition 
from his kinsmen. On their arrival at home 
the family had found the paper on which the 
lad*8 name was inscribed, and his appearance 
occasioned a little domestic council. My Lord 
Castlewood supposed that must have been the 
young gentleman whom they had seen on the 
bridge, and as they had not drowned him they 
must invite him. Let a man go down with the 
proper messages, let a servant carry a note. 
Lady Fanny thought it would be more civil if 
one of the brothers would go to their kinsman, 
especially considering the original greeting which 
they had given. Lord Castlewood had not the 
slightest objection to his brother William going 
— ^yes, William should go. Upon this Mr. Will- 
iam said (with a yet stronger expression) that 
he would be hanged if he would go. Lady 
Maria thought the young gentleman whom they 
had remarked at the bridge was a pretty fellow 
enough. Castlewood is dreadfully dull, I am 
sure neither of my brothers do any thing to 
make it amusing. He may be vulgar— ^no doubt, 
he is vulgar — ^but let us see the American. Such 
was Lady Marians opinion. Lady Castlewood 
was neither for inviting nor for refusing him, 
but for delaying. ' * Wait till your Aunt comes, 
children; perhaps the Baroness won't like to 
see the young man ; at least, let us consult her 
before we ask him.** And so the hospitality to 
be offered by his nearest kinsfolk to poor Harry 
Warrington remained yet in abeyance. 

At length the equipage of the Baroness Bern- 
stein' made its appearance, and whatever doubt 
there might be as to the reception of the Vir- 
ginian stranger, there was no lack of enthusiasm 
in this generous family regarding their wealthy 
and powerful kinswoman. The state-chamber 
had already been prepared for her. The cook 
had arrived the previous day with instructions 
to get ready a supper for her such as her lady- 
ship liked. The table sparkled with old plate 
and was set in the oak dining-room with the 
pictures of the &mily round the walls. There 
was the late Viscount, his father, his mother, 
his sister — ^these two lovely pictures. There 
was his predecessor by Vandyck, and his Vis- 
countess. There was Colonel Esmond, their 
relative in Virginia, about whose grandson the 
ladies and gentlemen of the Esmond family 
showed such a very moderate degree of sym- 
pathy. 

The feast set before their aunt, the Baroness, 
was a vCTy good one, and her ladyship enjoyed 
it. The supper occupied an hour or two, during 
which the whole Castlewood family were most 
attentive to their guest. The Countess pressed 
all the good dishes upon her, of which she free- 
ly partook : the butler no sooner saw her glass 
empty than he filled it with Champagne : the 



young folks and their mother kept up the con- 
versation, not so much by talking, as by listen- 
ing appropriately to their friend. She was full 
of spirits and humor. She seemed to know 
every body in Europe, and about thoai every 
bodies the wickedest stories. The Countess of 
Castlewood, ordinarily a very demure, severe 
woman, and a stickler for the proprieties, smiled 
at the very worst of these anecdotes : the girls 
looked at one another and laughed at the ma- 
ternal signal ; the boys giggled and roared with 
especial delight at their sisters' confrislon. They 
also partook freely of the wine which the butler 
handed round, nor did they, or their guest, dis- 
dain the bowl of smoking punch, which was laid 
on the table after the supper. Many and many 
a night, the Baroness said, she had drunk at 
that table by her father's side. ** That was his 
place," she pointed to the place where the 
Countess now sat. She saw none of the old 
plate. That was all melted to pay his gambling 
debts. She hoped, Toung gentlemen, that ^ou 
don't play. 

** Never, on my word,*' says Castlewood. 

" Never, 'pon honor," says Will — winking at 
his brother. 

The Baroness was very glad to hear they 
were such good boys. Her face grew redder 
with the punch ; and she became voluble, might 
have been thought coarse, but that times were 
different, and those critics were inclined to be 
especially favorable. 

She talked to the boys about their father, 
their grandfather — other men and women of 
the house. '* The only man of the family was 
that,^ she said, pointing (with an arm that was 
yet beautifully round and white) toward the 
picture of the military gentleman in the red 
coat and cuirass, and great black periwig. 

" The Virginian ? What is he good for? I 
always thought he was good for nothing but to 
cultivate tobacco and my grandmother," says 
*my lord, laughing. 

She struck her hand oipon the table with an 
energy that made the glasses dance. *' I say 
he was the best of you all. There never was 
one of the male Esmonds that had more brains 
than a goose except him. He was not fit for 
this wicked, selfish, old world of ours, and he 
was right to go and live out of it. Where 
would your father have been, young people, but 
for him ?" 

**Was he particularly kind to our papa?" 
says Lady Maria. 

''Old stories, my dear Maria!" cries the 
Countess. *' I am sure my dear Earl was ver}' 
kind to him in giving him that great estate in 
Virginia." 

** Since his brother's death, the lad who has 
been here to-day is heir to that. Mr. Draper 
told me sol Pestel I don't know why my 
father gave up such a property." 

*' Who has been here to-day ?" asked the 
Baroness, highly excited. 

"Harry Esmond Warrington, of Virginia," 
my Lord answered ; " a lad whom Will nearly 
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pitched into the river, and whom I pressed mj 
Lady the Countess to invite to stay here." 

i* You mean that one of these Virginian boys 
has been to Castlewood, and has not been asked 
to stay here?" 

*' There is bat one of them, my dear creat- 
ure,** interposes the EarL *^The other, yon 
know, has just been — *^ 

*- For shame, for shame !** 

'* Oh ! it ain't pleasant, I confess, to be sc — ** 

''Do you mean that a grandson of Henry 
Esmond, the master of this house, has been here, 
and none of you have offered him hospitality ?** 

*' Since we didn't know it, and he is 'staying 
at the Castles ?'* interposes Will. 

**That he is staying at the Inn, and yon are 
sitting there!** cries the old lady. '* This is too 
bad— call somebody to me. Get me my hood 
— 1*11 go to the boy myself. Come with me 
this instant, my Lord Castlewood.** 

The young man rose up, evidently in wrath. 
"Madame the Baroness of Bernstein,** he said, 
^^ your ladyship is welcome to go ; but as for 
me, I don*t choose to have such words as ' shame- 
ful' applied to my conduct. I wotCt go and 
fetch the young gentleman from Virginia, and 
I propose to sit here and finish this bowl of 
punch. Engene I Don*t Eugene me. Madam. 
I know her ladyship has a great deal of money, 
which you ore desirous should remain in our 
amiable family. Yon want it more than I do. 
Cringe for it — ^I won't.** And he sank back in 
his chair. 

The Baroness looked at the family, who held 
their heads down, and then at my Lord, but 
this time without any dislike. She leaned over 
to him and said rapidly, in German, '*! had 
unright when I said the Colonel was the only 
man of the family. Thou canst, if thou wili- 
est, Eugene.** To which remark my Lord only 
bowed. 

** If yon do not wish an old woman to go out 
at this hour of the night, let William, at least, 
go and fetch his cousin,** said the Baroness. 

** The very thing I proposed to him.** 

''And so did we — ^and so did we!** cried the 
daughters, in a breath. 

" I am sure I only wanted the dear Baron- 
ess's consent!'* said their mother, ''and shall 
be charmed for my part to welcome our young 
relative;" 

" Will ! Put on thy pattens, and get a lan- 
tern, and go fetch the Virginian,** said my lord. 

"And we will have another bowl of punch 
when he comes,** says William, who by this 
time had already had too much. And he went 
forth — ^how we have seen; and how he had 
more punch ; and how ill he succeeded in his 
cmbassT. 

The worthy lady of Castlewood, as she caught 
}«ight of young Hany Warrington by the river 
side, must have seen a very handsome and in- 
teresting youth, and very likely had reasons of 
her own for not desiring his presence in her 
family. . All mothers are not eager to encour- 
age th^ lisits of interesting youths of nineteen 
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in families where there are virgins of twenty. 
If Harry*s acres had been in Norfolk or Devon, 
in place of Virginia, no doubt the good Count- 
ess would have been rather more eager in her 
welcome. Had she wanted him she would 
have given him her hand readily enough. If 
our people of ton are selfish, at any rate they 
show they are selfish ; and, being cold-hearted, 
at least have no hypocrisy of affection. 

Why should Lady Castlewood put herself out 
of the way to welcome the young stranger? 
Because he was friendless? Only a simpleton 
could ever imagine such a reason as that. 
People of fashion, like her ladyship, are friendly 
to those who have plenty of friends. A poor 
lad, alone, from a distant country, with only 
very moderate means, and those not as yet in 
his own power, with uncouth manners very like- 
ly, and coarse provincial habits; was a great 
lady called upon to put herself out of the way 
for such a youth ? A lions done I He was quite 
as well at the alehouse as at the Castle. 

This, no doubt, was her ladyship's opinion, 
which her kinswoman, the Baroness Bernstein, 
who knew her perfectly well, entirely under- 
stood. The Baroness, too, was a wofnan of the 
world, and, possibly, on occasion, could be as 
selfish as any other person of fashion. She 
fully understood the cause of the deference 
which all the Castlewood family showed to her 
— mother, and daughter, and sons — and being 
a woman of great humor, played upon the dis- 
positions of the various members of this family, 
amused herself with their greedinesses, their 
humiliations, their artless respect for her money- 
box, and clinging attachment to her purse, 
lliey were not very rich; Lady Ca8tlewood*s 
own money was settled on her children. The 
two elder had inherited nothing but fiaxen 
heads from their Qerman mother, and a pedi- 
gree of prodigious distinction. But those who 
had money, and those who had none, were 
alike eager for the Baroness's; in this matter 
the rich are surely quite as greedy as the poor. 

So if Madam Bernstein struck her hand on 
the table, and caused the glasses and the per- 
sons round it to tremble at her wrath, it was be- 
cause she was excited with plenty of punch and 
Champagne, which her ladyship was in the habit 
of taking freely, and because she may have had 
a generous impulse when generous wine warmed 
her blood, and felt indignant as she thought of 
the poor lad yonder, sitting friendless and lonely 
on the outside of his ancestors* door ; not be- 
cause she was specially angry with her relatives, 
who she knew would act precisely as they had 
done. 

The exhibition of their selfishness and humil- 
iation alike amused her, as did Castlewood's act 
of revolt. He was as selfish as the rest of the 
family, but not so mean ; and, as he candidly 
stated, he could afford the luxury of a little in- 
dependence, having a tolerable estate to fall 
back upon. 

Madam Bernstein was an early woman, rest- 
less, resolute, extraordinarily active for her age. 
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She was up long before the languid Castlewood 
ladies (just home from their London routs and 
balls) had quitted their feather-beds, or jolly 
Will had slept off his various potations of punch. 
She was up, and pacing the green terraces that 
sparkled with the sweet morning dew, which lay 
twinkling, also, on a flowery wilderness of trim 
parterres, and on the crisp walls of the dark box 
hedges, under which marble fauns and dryads 
were cooling themselves, while a thousand birds 
sang, the fountains plashed and glittered in the 
rosy rooming sunshine, and the rooks cawed 
from the great wood. 

Had the well-remembered scene (for she had 
visited it often in childhood) a freshness and 
charm for her ? Did it recall days of innocence 
and happiness, and did its calm beauty soothe 
or please, or awaken remorse in her heart ? Her 
manner was more than ordinarily affectionate 
and gentle, when presently, after pacing the 
walks for half an hour, the person for whom she 
was waiting came to her. This was our young 
Virginian, to whom she had dispatched an early 
billet by one of the Lockwoods. The note was 
signed B. Bernstein, and informed Mr. Esmond 
Warrington that his relatives at Castlewood, and 
among them a dear friend of his grandfather, 
were most anxious that he should come to " Col- 
onel Esmonds house in England.** And now, 
accordingly, the lad made his appearance, pass- 
ing under the old Gothic door-way, tripping down 
the steps from one garden terrace to another, hat 
in hand, his fair hair blowing from his flushed 
cheeks, his slim figure clad in mourning. The 
hundsome and modest looks, the comely face 
and person of the young lad pleased the lady. 
He made her a low bow which would have done 
credit to Versailles. She held out a little hand 
to him, and, as his own palm closed over it, she 
laid the other hand softly on his ruffle. She 
looked very kindly and afiectionately in the hon- 
est blushing face. 

"I knew your grandfather very well, Harry," 
she said.^ **So you came yesterday to see his 
picture, and they turned you away, though you 
know the house was his of right ?" 

Harry blushed very red. " The servants did 
not know me. A young gentleman came to me 
last night," he said, **when I was peevish, and 
he, I fear, was tipsy. I spoke rudely to my 
cousin, and would ask his pardon. Your lady- 
ship knows that in Virginia our manners toward 
strangers are different. I own I had- expected 
another kind of welcome. Was it you, madam, 
who sent my cousin to me last night?" 

'^I sent him ; but you will find your cousins 
most friendly to you to-day. You must stay 
here. Lord Castlewood would have been with 
yon this morning, only I was so eager to see 
you. There will be breakfast in an hour ; and 
meantime you must talk to me. Wc will send to 
the Three Castles for your sen'ant and your bag- 
gage. Give me your arm. Stop, I dropped my 
cane when yon came. You shall be my cane." 

*' My grandfather used to call us his crutches," 
said Harry. 



You arc like him, though yon are fair." 
''Yon should tiave seen — von should have 
seen George," said the boy, and his honest eyes 
welled with tears. The recollection of his 
brother, the bitter pain of yesterday's humilia- 
tion, the affectionateness of the present greeting 
— all, perhaps, contributed to soften the lad's 
heart. He felt very tenderly and gratefully 
toward the lady who had received him so warm- 
ly. He was utterly alone and miserable a min- 
nte since, and here was a home and a kind hand 
held out to him. No wonder he clung to it. 
In the hour during which they talked together, 
the young fellow had poured out a great deal 
of his honest heart to the kind new-found friend ; 
when the dial told breakfast-time, ho wondered 
to think how much he had told her. She took 
him to the breakfast-room ; she presented him 
to his aunt, the Countess, and bade him embrace 
his cousins. Lord Castlewood was frank and 
gracious enough. Honest Will had a head- 
ache, but was utterly unconscious of the pro- 
ceedings of the past night. The ladies were 
very pleasant and polite, as ladies of their 
fashion know how to be. How should Harrv 
Warrington, a simple truth-telling lad from 
a distant colony, who had only yesterday 
put his foot upon English shore, know that 
my ladies, so smiling and easy in demeanor, 
were furious against him, and aghast at the fa- 
vor with which Madam Bernstein seemed to re- 
gard him ? 

She was folk of {lim, talked of no one else, 
scarce noticed the Castlewood young people, 
tjpotted with him over the house, and told him 
all its story, showed him the little room in the 
court-yard where his grandfather used to sleep, 
and a cnnning cupboard . over the fire-place 
which had been made in the time of the Cath- 
olic persecutions; drove ont with him in the 
neighboring country, and pointed out to him 
the most remarkable sites and houses, and had 
in return the whole of the young man*s story. 

This brief biography the kind reader will 
please to accept, not in the precise words in 
which Mr. Harry Warrington delivered it to 
Madam Bernstein, but in the form in which it 
has been cast in the Chapters next ensuing. 

CHAPTER IIL 

THE ESMONDS IS VIBGIKIA. 

Henbt Esmond, Esq., an officer who had 
served with the rank of Colonel during the wars 
of Queen Anne's reign, found himself, at its 
close, compromised in certain attempts for the 
restoration of the Queen's family to the throne 
of these realms. Happily for itself, the nation 
preferred another dynasty ; but some of the few 
opponents of the house of Hanover took refuge 
out of the three kingdoms, and; among others. 
Colonel Esmond was counseled bv his friends 

m 

to go abrpad. As Mr. Esmond sincerely re- 
gretted the part which he had taken, and as 
the august Prince who came to ruleuover En- 
gland was the most pacable of soverei^s, in a 



THE VIRGINIANS. 



19 



veiy little time the Coloners frienda found 
means to make his peace. 

Mr. Esmond, it has been said, belonged to 
the noble English family which takes its title 
from Castlewood, in the county of Hants ; and 
it was pretty generally known that King James 
II. and his son had offered the title of Marquis 
to Colonel Esmond and his father, and that the 
former might have assumed the (Irish) peerage 
hereditary in his family but for an informality 
which he did not choose to set right. Tired of 
the political struggles in which he had been en- 
gaged, and annoyed by family circumstances in 
Eorope, he preferred to establish himself in 
Virginia, where he took possession of a large 
estate conferred by King Charles I. upon his 
ancestor. Here Mr. Esmond's daughter and 
grandson were bom, and his wife died. This 
lady, when she married him, was the widow of 
the Colonel's kinsman, the unlucky Viscount 
Castlewood, killed in a duel by Lord Mohun at 
the close of King William's reign. 

Mr. Esmond called his American house Cas- 
tleton, from the patrimonial home in the old 
country. The whole usages of Viriginia, in- 
deed, were fondly modeled after the English 
customs. It was a loyal colony. The Virgin- 
ians boasted that Charles II. had been king in 
Virginia before he had been king in England. 
English king and English church were alike 
faithfully honored there. The resident gentry 
were allied to good English families. They 
held their heads above the Dutch traders of 
New York, and the money-getting Roundheads 
of Pennsylvania and New England. Never 
were people less republican than those of the 
great province which was soon to be foremost 
in the memorable revolt against ^he British 
Crown. 

The gently of Virginia dwelt on their great 
lands after a fashion almost patriarchal. For 
its rough cultivation each estate had a multi- 
tude of ha^nds — of pnrcliased and assigned serv- 
ants — ^who were subject to the command of the 
master. The land yielded their food, live stock, 
and game. The great rivers swarmed with fish 
for the taking. From their banks the passage 
home was clear. Their ships took the tobacco 
off their private wharves on the banks of the 
Potomac or the James River, and carried it to 
London or Bristol, bringing back English goods, 
and articles of home manufacture, in return for 
the only produce which the Virginian gentry 
chose to cultivate. Their hospitality was bound- 
less ; no stranger was ever sent away from their 
gates. The gentry received one another, and 
traveled to each other's houses, in a state al- 
most feudal. The question of Slavery was not 
bom at the time of which we write. To be the 
proprietor of black servants shocked the feelings 
of no Virginian gentleman, nor, in truth, was 
the despotism exercised over the negro race 
generally a savage one. The food was plenty; 
the poor black people lazy, and not unhappy. 
Yon might have preached negro emancipation 
to Madam Esmond of Castlewood, as you might 



have told her to let the horses run loose out of 
her, stables ; she had no doubt but that the whip 
and the corn-bag were good for both. 

Her father may have thought otherwise, be- 
ing of a skeptical turn on very many points ; 
but his doubts did not break forth in active de- 
nial, and he was rather disaffected than rebel- 
lious. At one period this gentleman had taken 
a part in active life at home, and possibly might 
have been eager to share its rewards ; but in 
latter days he did not seem to care for them. 
A something had occurred in his life which had 
cast a tinge of melancholy over all his existence. 
He was not unhappy — to those about him most 
kind — most affectionate, obsequious even to the 
women of his family, whom he scarce ever con- 
tradicted ; but there had been some bankruptcy 
of his heart, which his spirit never recovered. 
He submitted to life rather than enjoyed it, and 
never was in better spirits than in his last hours, 
when he was going to lay it down. 

Having lost his wife, his daughter took the 
management of the Colonel and his affairs, and 
he gave them up to lier charge with an entire 
acquiescence. So that he had his books and 
his quiet, he cared for no more. When com- 
pany came to Castlewood he entertained them 
handsomely, and was of a very pleasant, sarcas- 
tical turn. He was not in the least sorry when 
they went away. 

** My love, I shall not be sorry to go myself," 
he said to his daughter; ''and you, though the 
most affectionate of daughters, will console your- 
self after a while. Why should I, who am so 
old, be romantic? You may, who are still a 
young creature." This he said, not meaning 
all he said, for the lady whom he addressed was 
a matter-of-fact little person, with very little ro- 
mance in her nature. 

After fifteen years' residence upon his great 
Virginian estate, affairs prospered so well with 
the worthy proprietor, that he acquiesced in his 
daughter's plans for the building of a mansion 
much grander and more durable than the plain 
wooden edifice in which he had been content to 
live, so that his heirs might have a habitation 
worthy of their noble name. Several of Madam 
Warrington's neighbors had built handsome 
houses for themselves ; perhaps it was her am- 
bition to take rank in the country which in- 
spired this desire for improved quarters. Col- 
onel Esmond, of Castlewood, neither cared for 
quarters nor for quarterings. But hb daughter 
had a very high opinion of the merit and an- 
tiquity of her lineage ; and her sire, growing 
exquisitely calm and good-natured in his se- 
rene, declining years, humored his child's pe- 
culiarities in an easy, bantering way — nay, 
helped her with his antiquarian learning, which 
was not inconsiderable, and with his skill in the 
art of painting, of which he was a proficient. 
A knowledge of heraldry, a hundred years ago, 
formed part of the education of most* noble la- 
dies and gentlemen. During her visit to Eu- 
rope, Ml«s Esmond had eagerly studied the fam- 
ily history and pedigrees, and returned thence 
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to Virginia with t, itore of documenU relaiiTe 
to her family, on which ihe reiieil with implicit 
gniTity and credence, and with the most edi- 
fjinK volumes then pnblighed in Prsnce and 
England respectin); the noble science. These 
works, proved, to her perfect satiafaction, not 
only that the Esmonds were descended from 
noble Norman warriors, who cnme into England 
along with tbeir Tictorioiu chief, but from na- 
liTB English of royal dignity ; and two magnifi- 
cent heraldic trees, cunningly painted by the 
liand of the Colonel, represented llie family 
springing from the Enlperor Charlemagne on 
the one hand, who was drawn in plate-armor, 
with his imperial manlle and diadem, and on 
the other from Queen Boadicea, whom the Col- 
onel insisted upon painting in the liglit costume 
of an ancient British queen, with a prodigious 
gilded crown, a trifling mantle of fars, and a 
kivety symmetrical person, taatefally tattooed 
with figures of a briUiant blue tint. From theso 
two illustrious stocks the family-tree rose, nntil 
it anited in the thirteenth centui? somewhere 
in the person of the fortanale Esmond, who 
claimed to spring from both. 

Of the Warrington family, into which she 
married, good Madam Rachel thought but little. 
She wrote herself Esmond Warrington, bnt was 
universally called Madam Esmond of Castle- 
wood, when, after her father's decease, she came 
to rule over that domain. It is even to be fear- 
ed thai quanels for precedence in the colonial 
society occasionally disturbed her temper; for 
though her father had had a marquis's patent 
from King James, whiuh he had burned and 
disowned, she would frequently act as if that 
document existed, and was in full force. Hhe 
considered the English Esmonds of an inferior 
dimity to her own branch, and as for the colo- 
nial arislocraoy, she made no scruple of assert- 
ing her superiority overthe whole body of (hem. 
Hence quarrels and angry words, and even a 
sc,uffleortwo, as we gather from her notes, at the 
Governor's assemblies at Jamestown. Where- 
fore recall the memory of these squabbles 7 Are 
not the peiBons who engaged in theip beyond 
the teach of quarrels now, and has not the re- 
public pat an cud to these social ineqnalities ? 
ICre the eatablisbmenl of Independence there 
was no more aristocratic country in the world 
than Virginia; so the Virginians, whose his- 
tory we have lo narrate, were bred to have the 
fullest respect for the institutions of home, niid 
(he rinhlful king had not two more faithful lit- 
tie subjects than the young twins of Castlewood. 

When the boys' grandfaiher died, their moth- 
er, in great state, proclaimed her eldest son, 
George, her snccossor, and heir of the estate; 
and Harry, George's younger brother by half 
an hour, was always enjoined to respect his (en- 
ior. All the household was equally instructed 
to pay him honor ; the negroes, of whom there 
was a large and happy family, and the assigned 
servants from Europe, whose lot was made as 
bearable as it mi^ht be under the government 
of the Lady of Castlewood. In the whole fam- 



ily there scarcely was a rebel save Mrs. Esmond's 
faithful friend and companion, Madam Mount- 
ain, and Hany's foster-mother, a faithful negro 

woman, who never could be made to understand 
why her child should not be first, who was bind- 
Bouier, and stronger, and cleverer than his broth- 
er, as she vowed ; though, in truth, there was 
scareely any difference in the beauty, BtreDg;tli, 
or stature of the twins. In disposition, they 
were in many points exceedingly unlike ; but in 
feature Ihej resembled each other so closely, 
that, but for the color of their hair, it had been 
difficult todistingnish them. In their beds, and 
when their heads were covered with those vast 
ribboned nif^htcapa which onr great and little 
ancestonl wore, it was scarcely possible for any 
but a nurse or mother to lell the one from the 
other child. 

Howbeit alike in form, we have said that they 
differed in temper. The elder was peaceful, 
studious, and silent; the younger was warlike 
and noisy. He was quick at learning when he 
began, but very slow at beginning. No threats 
of the ferule wonld provoke Harry to learn in 
en -idle fit, or would prevent George from help- 
ing bis brother in his lesson. Harry was of a 
strong military turn, drilled the little negroes on 
the estate, and caned them like a corporal, hav- 
ing many good baxing-matrhes with them, end 
never bearing malice if he was worsted ; where- 
as Geoi^ was sparing of blows, and gentle with 
all about him. As the custom in all families 
was, each of the boys had a special little servnut 
assigned him; and it was a known fact that 
Cieorge. finding his little wretch of n blackamoor 
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asleep on his master's bed, sat down beside it 
and brushed the flies off the child with a feath- 
er-fan, to the horror of old Gumbo, the child's 
father, who found his young master so engaged, 
and to the indignation of Madam Esmond, who 
ordered the young negro off to the proper officer 
for a whipping. In vain George implored and 
entreated — burst into passionate tears, and be- 
sought a remission of the sentence. His mother 
was inflexible regarding the young rebePs pun- 
ishment, and the little negro went off beseech- 
ing his young master not to cry. 

A fierce quairel between mother and son en- 
sued oat of this eyent. Her son would not be 
pacified. He said the punishment was a shame 
— a shame ; that he was the master of the boy, 
and no one — ^no, not his mother — had a right to 
touch him ; that she might order kirn to be cor- 
rected, and that he would snfier the punishment, 
as he and Harry often had, but no one should 
lay a hand on his boy. Trembling with pas- 
sionate rebellion against what he conceired the 
injustice of the procedure, he Towed — actually 
shrieking out an oath, which shocked his fond 
mother and govemor, who had never before heard 
such language from the usually gentle child — 
that on the day he came of age he would set 
young Gumbo free— went to risit the child in 
the slares* quarters, and gare him one of his own 
toys. 

The young black martyr was an impudent, 
lazy, saucy little personage, who would be none 
the worse for a whipping, as the Colonel, no 
doubt, thought ; for he acquiesced in the child's 
punishment when Madam Esmond insisted upon 
it, and only laughed in his good-natured way 
when his indignant grandson called out, 

'*Yon let mamma rule you in every thing, 
grandpapa." 

" Why, so I do," says grandpapa. " Rachel, 
my lore, the way in which I am petticoat-ridden 
is so evident that even this baby has found it 
out." 

*' Then why don't you stand up like a man ?" 
says little Harry, who always was ready to abet 
his brother. 

Grandpapa looked queerly. 

*' Because I like sitting down best, my dear," 
he said. **I am an old gentleman, and stand- 
ing fatigues me." 

On account of a certain apish drollery and 
humor which exlubited itself in the lad, and a 
liking for some of the old man's pursuits, the 
first of the twins was the grandfather's favorite 
and companion, and would laugh and talk out 
all bia infantine heart to the old gentleman, to 
whom the younger had seldom a word to s&y. 
George was a demure, studious boy, and his 
senses seemed to brighten up in- the library, 
where his brother was so gloomy. He knew 
the books before he could well-nigh cany them, 
and read in them long beEbre he could under- 
stand them. Harry, on the other hand, was all 
alive in the stables or in the wood, eager for all 
parties of hunting and fishing, and promised to 
be a good sportsman from a very early aj^e. 



Their grandfather's ship was sailing for Europe 
once when the boys were children, and they were 
asked what present Captain Franks should bring 
them back ? George was divided between books 
and a fiddle ; Hany instantly declared for a lit- 
tle gun : and Madam Warrington (as she then 
was called) was hurt that her elder boy should 
have low tastes, and applauded the younger's 
choice as more worthy of his name and lineage. 
** Books, papa, I can fancy to be a choice," she 
replied to her father, who tried to convince her 
that George had a right to his opinion, ** though 
I am sure you must have pretty nigh all the 
books in the world already. But I never can 
desire — I may be wrong, but I never can desire 
— ^that my son, and the grandson of the Mar- 
quis of Esmond, should be a fiddler." 

** Should be a fiddlestick, my dear," the old 
Colonel answered. ' * ' Remember that Heaven's 
ways are not ours, and that each creatute bom 
has a little kingdom of thought of his own, which 
it is a sin in us to invade. Suppose George 
loves music ? You can no more stop him than 
yon can order a rose not to smell sweet, or a 
bird not to sing." 

''A bird! A bird sings from nature: George 
did not come into the world with a fiddle in his 
hand," says Mrs. Warrington, with a toss of her 
head. **I am sure I hated the harpsichord 
when' a chit at Kensington School, and onjy 
learned it to please my mamma. Say what you 
will, dear Sir, I can not believe that this fid- 
dling is work for persons of fashion." 

'' And King David who played the harp, my 
dear?" 

'' I wish my papa would read him more, and 
not speak about him in that way," said Mrs. 
Warrington. 

"Nay, my dear, it was but by way of illus- 
tration," the father replied, gently. It was Col- 
onel Esmond's nature, as he has owned in his 
own biography, always to be led by a woman ; 
and, his wife dead, he coaxed and dandled and 
spoiled his daughter ; laughing at her caprices, 
but humoring them ; making a joke of her prej- 
udices, but letting them have their way ; in- 
dulging, and'perhaps increasing, her natural im- 
periousness of character, though it was his max- 
im that we can't change dispositions by med- 
dling, and only make hypocrites of our children 
by cmnmanding them overmuch. 

At length the time came when Mr. Esmond 
was to have done with the affairs of this life, 
and he laid them down as if glad to be rid of 
their burden. We must not ring in an opening 
history with tolling bells, or preface it with a 
funeral sermon. All who read and heard that 
discourse, wondered where Parson Broadbent of 
Jamestown found the eloquence and the Latin 
which adorned it Perhaps Mr. Dempster knew, 
the boys' Scotch tutor, who corrected the proofs 
of the oration, which was printed by desire 
of his Excellency and many persons of honor 
at Mr. Keimer's press in Philadelphia. No 
such sumptuous funeral had ever been seen in 
the countiy as that which Madam Esmond War- 
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ringtaa ordained for her father, who would hare 
been the first to smile at .thai ponipous grief. 
The little lads of Castlewood, almosl smothered 
in blitck traba and bal-b^nds, headed the pro- 
ceaeion, and wete followed by my Lord Fairfax 
from Greonway Court, bj his Excellency the 
Governor of Virfjinia (with his coach), by the 
ElandolphB, the Careys, the Harrisons, the Wash- 
ington!, and many others, for the whole coun- 
try eateemed the departed gentleman, whose 
goodness, whose high talents, whose benevo- 
lence and unoblmsive urbanity had earned for 
him the jnsl respect of his neighbors. Wben 
informed of the ercnt. Colonel Esmond's step- 
son, the Lord Castlewood of Hampehite in En- 
gland, asked to be at the charges of the marble 
slab which recorded the names and virtqes of 
his lordship's mother and her husband; and 
after doe time of preparation, the monument 
was set up, exhibiting the arms and coronet of 
the Esmonds, supported by a lillle chubby group 
of weeping cherubs, and reciring an epitaph 
which, for once, did not tell any fabehoods. 

CHAPTER IT. 



KiKD friends, neighbors hospitable, cordial, 
eren respectful — A noble name, a large estate, 
and a sufficient fortune, a comfortable home, 
supplied with all the necesaaii^ and many of 
the luxuries of life, and a troop of servants, 
black and irhlte, eager to do your bidding ; good 
health, affectionate children, and, let us humbly 
add, a good cook, cellar, and library — ooglit 
not a person in the possewion of oil these ben- 
efits to be considered very decently happy? 
Madam Esmond Warrington possessed all these 
canses for happiness; she raminded herself of 



(hem daily in her mominft and evening prsyen. 
She was scrupulous in her devotions, good to 
the poor, nOTerknowinglydidanybodyawroDg, 
Yonder 1 fancy har enthroned in her {oincipal- 
ity of Casttewood, the country gentle-folks pay- 
ing her conrt, the eons dutiful to her, the do* 
mesties tumbling over each other's black heels 
to do her bidding, the poor whites grateful for 
her bounty and implicitly taking her doses when 
they were ill, the smaller gentry always acqui- 
escing in her remarks, and forever letting her 
win at backgammon — well, with all these ben- 
efits, which are more sure than fate allots to 
most mortals, I don't think the little Princess 
Pocahontas, as she was Called, was very bajqiy 
in the midst of her dominions. The Princess's 
husband, who was cat off in early lii«, was as 
well, perliBpa, oat of the way. Hail he survived 
his marriage by many years they would have 
quarreled fiercely, or, he nonid infallibly have 
been a henpecked husband, of which sort there 
were a few specimens still extant a hundred 
years ago. The truth is. little Madam Esmond 

to domineer over them. If people obeyed, she 
w.-B their very good friend ; if they reaistud, she 
fought and fought until she or they gavBiin. 
We are all miserable sinners : that's a fact we 
acknowledge in public every Sunday — no one 
announced it in a more clear, resolute voice than 
the little lady. As a mortal, she may have been 
in the wrong, of course; only she very seldom 
acknowledged the circumstance to herself, and 
to othere never. Her father, in his old age, used 
to watch her freaks of despotism, haughtiness, 
and stubbornness, and amu>e himself with them. 
She felt that his eye was upon her ; his humor, 
of which quality she possessed little herself, sub- 
dued and bewildered her. But, the Colonel gone, 
there was nobody else 
whom she was dis- 
posed to obey — and 
aa I am rather glad 
^-.^ for my part that 1 did 

not live a hundred 
years ago at Casile- 
wood in Wesimor- 
land County Id Vir- 
ginia.' I fancy one 
would not have been 
too happy there. — 
Happy, who is hap- 
py ? Was not thero 
a serpent in Paradise 
itself, and if Eve haU 
been perfectly hap- 
py beforehand, would 
she have listened to 
him? 
The 



of the house of Cag- 
tlewood had been Id 
the hands of tho ac* 
tive little lady loog 
before the Colonel 
alept th« sleep of tkv 
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jast. She now exercised a rigid sapenrision 
orer the estate; dismissed Colonel Esmond's 
English factor and employed a new one ; built, 
improved, planted, grew tobacco, appointed a 
new overseer, and imported a new tutor. Much 
as she loved her father there were some of his 
maxims by which she was not inclined to abide. 
Had she not obeyed her Papa and Mamma 
during all their lives, as a dutiful daughter 
should? So ought all children to obey their 
parents, that their days might be long in the 
land. The little Queen domineered over her 
little dominion, and the Princes her sons were 
only her first subjects. Ere long she discontin- 
ned her husband's name of Warrington and went 
by the name of Madam Esmond in the country. 
Her family pretensions were known there. She 
had no objection to talk of the Marquis's title 
which King James had given to her father and 
grandfather. Her Papa's enormous magnan imity 
might induce him to give up his titles and rank 
to the younger branch of the family, and to her 
half-brother, my Lord Castiewood and his chil- 
dren ; but she and her sons were of the elder 
branch of the Esmonds, and she expected that 
they should be treated accordingly. Lord Fair- 
fax was the only gentleman in the colony of 
Virginia to whom she would allow precedence 
over her. She insisted on the pas before all 
Lientenant-Govemors' and Judges' ladies ; be- 
fore the wife of the Governor of a colony she 
would, of course, yield, as to the representative 
of the Sovereign. Accounts are extant, in the 
family papers and letters, of one or two tre- 
mendous battles which Madam fought with the 
wives of colonial dignitaries upon these ques- 
tions of etiquette. As for her husband's family 
of Warrington, they were as naught in her eyes. 
She married an English baronet's younger son, 
out of Norfolk, to please her parents, whom she 
was always bound to obey. At the early age 
at which she married — a chit out of a boarding- 
■chool — she would have jumped overboard if her 
Papa had ordered. And that is always the way 
with the Esmonds, she said. 

The English Warringtons were not over- 
much flattered by the little American Princess's 
behavior to them, and her manner of speaking 
about them« Once a year a solemn letter used 
to be addressed to the Warrington family, and' 
to her noble kinsmen, the Hampshire Esmonds ; 
bnt a Judge's lady with whom Madam Esmond 
had quarreled returning to England out of Vir- 
ginia chanced to meet Lady Warrington, who was 
in London with Sir Miles attending Parliament, 
and this person repeated some of the speeches 
which the Princess Pocahontas was in the habit 
of making regarding her own and her husband's 
English relatives, and my Lady Warrington, I 
suppose, carried the stoiy to my Lady Castle- 
wood ; after which the letters from Virginia were 
not answered, to the surprise and wrath of Mad- 
am Esmond, who speedily left off writing also. 

So this good woman fell out with her neigh- 
bors, with her relatives, anJ, as it must be own- 
ed, with her sons also. 



A very early difference which occurred be- 
tween the Queen and Crown Prince arose out 
of the dismissal of Mr. Dempster, the lads' tu- 
tor and the late Colonel's secretary. In her fa- 
ther's life Madam £lsmond bore him with diffi- 
culty, or.it should be rather said Mr. Dempster 
could scarcely put up with her. She was jeal- 
ous of books somehow, and thought your book- 
worms dangerous folks, insinuating bad princi- 
ples. She had heard that Dempster was a 
Jesuit in disguise, and the poor fellow was 
obliged to go build himself a cabin in a clearing, 
and teach school and practice medicine where 
he could find customers among the sparse inhab- 
itants of the province. Master George vowed 
he never would forsake his old tutor, and kept 
his promise. Harry had always loved fishing 
and sporting better than books, and he and the 
poor Dominie had never been on terms of close 
intimacy. Another cause of dispute presently 
ensued. 

By the death of an aunt, and at his father's 
demise, the heirs of Mr. George Warrington be- 
came entitled to a sum of six thousand pounds, 
of which their mother was one of the trustees. 
She never could be made to understand that 
she was not the proprietor, and not merely the 
trustee of this money ; and was furious with 
the London lawyer, the other trustee, who re- 
fused to send it over at her order. **■ Is not all I 
have my sons' ?" she cried ; " and would I not 
cut myself into little pieces to serve them ? With 
the six thousand pounds I would have bought 
Mr. Boulter's estate and negroes, which would 
have given us a good thousand pounds a year, 
and made a handsome provision for my Harry." 
Her young friend and neighbor, Mr. Washing- 
ton, of Mount Vernon, could not convince her 
that the London agent was right, and must not 
give up his trust except to those for whom he 
held it. Madam Esmond gave the London • 
lawyer a piece of her mind, and, I am sony to 
say, informed Mr. Draper that he was an inso- 
lent pettifogger, and deser>'ed to be punished 
for doubting the honor of a mother and an Es- 
mond. It must be owned that the Viiginian 
Princess had a temper of her own. 

George Esmond, her first-bom, when this lit- 
tle matter was referred to him, and his mother 
vehemently insisted that ho should declare him- 
self, was of the opinion of Mr. Washington, and 
Mr. Draper, the Loudon lawyer. The boy said 
he could not help himself. He did not want 
the money ; he would be very glad to think oth- 
erwise, and to give the mqney to his mother, if 
he had the power. But Madam Esmond would 
not hear any of these reasons. Feelings were her 
reasons. Here was a chance of making Har- 
ry's fortune — dear Harry, who was left with 
such a slender younger brother's pittance — and 
the wretches in London would not help him ; 
his ow^n brother, who inherited all her Papa's 
estate, would not help him. To think of a child 
of hers being so mean Aijburteen years of eye I 
etc., etc. Add tears, scorn, fi^uent innuendo, 
long estrangement, bitter outbreak, passionate 
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appeals to Heaven, and the like, and we may 
fancj the widow's state of mind. Are there not 
beloved bein^ of the gentler sex who argne in 
the same waj nowadays ? The book of female 
logic is blotted all over with' tears, and Justice, 
in their courts, is forever in a passion. 

This occurrence set the widow resolutely sav- 
ing for her younger son, for whom, as in duty 
bound, she was eager to make a portion. The 
fine buildings were stopped which the Colonel 
had commenced at Castlewood, who had freight- 
ed ships from New York with Dutch bricks, and 
imported, at great charges, mantle-pieces, carved 
cornice-work, sashes and glass, carpets and cost- 
ly upholstery work from home. No more books 
were bought. The agent had orders to discon- 
tinue sending wine. Madam Esmond deeply 
regretted the expense of a fine carriage which 
she had had from England, and only rode in it 
to church groaning in spirit, and crying to the 
sons opposite her, ** Harry, Harry! I wish I 
had put by the money for thee, my poor, por- 
tionless child — three hundred and eighty guin- 
eas of ready money to Messrs. Hatchett I** 

'* Yon will give me plenty when yoa live, and 
George will give me plenty when you die," says 
Harry, gayly. 

*'Not unless he changes in spirit, my dear," 
says the lady, with a grim glance at her elder 
boy. '*Not unless Heaven softens his heart 
and teaches him charity, for which I pray day 
and night — as Mountain knows; do you not. 
Mountain ?" 

Mrs. Mountain, Ensign Mountain's widow, 
Madam Esmond's companion and manager, who 
took the fourth seat in the family coach on these 
Sundays, said, *' Humph I I know you are always 
disturbing yourself and crying out about this leg- 
acy, and I don't see that there is any need." 

'*0h nol no need!" cries the widow, rust- 
ling in her silks ; ** of course I have no need to 
be disturbed, because my eldest bom is a diso' 
hedient son and an unkind brother — ^because he 
has an estate, and my poor Harry, bless him, 
but a mess o/potage.** 

Geoiige looked despairingly at his mother un- 
til he could see her no more for eyes welled up 
with tears. *' I wish you would bless me, too, 
Oh my mother I" he said, and burst into a pas- 
sionate fit of weeping. Harry's arms were in a 
moment round his brother's neck, and he kissed 
George a score of times. 

" Never mind, George. / know whether you 
are a good brother or not. Don't mind what she 
says. She don't mean it." 

^*l do mean it, child," cries the mother. 
"Would to Heaven—" 

" Hold tocb tongue, I sat ! " roars out Har- 
ry. " It's a shame to speak so to him, ma'am." 

"And so it is, Harry," says Mrs. Mountain, 
shaking his hand. "You never said a truer ! 
word in your life." 

" Mrs. Mountain, do yon dare to set my chil- 
dren against me?" cries the widow. "From 
this very day, madam — " 

"Turn roe and my child into the street? 



Do," says Mrs. Mountain. "That will be a 
fine revenge, because the English lawyer won't 
give you the boys' money. Find another com- 
panion who will tell yon black is white, and 
flatter you : it is not my way, madam. When 
shall I go? I shan't be long a-packing. I 
did not brin^ much into Castlewood House, and 
I shall not take much out." 

" Hush ! the bells are ringing for church. 
Mountain. Let us try, if you please, and com- 
pose ourselves," said the widow, and she looked 
with eyes of extreme afiection, certainly at one 
— ^perhaps at both — of her children. George 
kept his head down, and Harry,, who was near, 
got quite close to him during the sermon, and 
sate with his arm round his brother's neck. 

Harry had proceeded in his narrative after 
his own fashion, interspersing it with many 
youthful ejaculations, and answering a number 
of incidental questions asked by his listener. 
The old lady seemed never tired of hearing him. 
Her amiable hostess and her daughters came 
more than once, to afk if she would ride, or 
walk, or take a dish of tea, or play a game at 
cards ; but all these amusements Madam Bern- 
stein^ declined, saying that she found inf:nite 
amusement in Harry's conversation. Especial- 
ly when any of the Castlewood family were pres- 
ent, she redoubled her caresses^ insisted upon 
the lad speaking close to her ear, and would 
call out to the others, " Hush, my dears ! I can't 
hear our cousin speak." And they would quit 
the room, striving still to look pleased. 

"Are yon my cousin, too?" asked the hon- 
est boy. "Yon seem kinder than my other 
cousins." 

Their talk took place in the wainscoted par- 
lor, where the family had taken their meals in 
ordinary for at least two centuries past, and 
which, as we have said, was hung with portraits 
of the race. Over Madam Bernstein's great 
chair was a Kneller, one of the most brilliant 
pictures of the gallery, representing a young 
lady of three or four and twenty, in the easy 
flowing dress and loose robes of Queen Anne*s 
time — a hand on a cushion near her, a quantity 
of auburn hair, parted off a fair forehead, and 
flowing over pearly shoulders and a lovely neik. 
Under this sprightly picture the lady sate with 
her knitting-needles. 

When Harry asked, "Are you my cousin, 
too?" she said, "That picture is by Sir God- 
frey, who thought himself the greatest painter 
in the world. But he was not so good ns Lely, 
who painted your grandmother — ^my — my Lsdy 
Castlewood, Colonel Esmond's wife ; nor he so 
good as Sir Anthony Vandyck, who painted 
your great grandfather, yonder — and who looks, 
Harry, a much finer gentleman than he was. 
Some of us are painted blacker than we are. 
Did yon recognize your grandmother in that 
picture? She had the loveliest fair hair and 
shape of any woman of her time." 

" 1 fancied I knew the portrait from instinct, 
perhaps, and a certain likeness to my mother/* 
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"TMd Mrs. Warritifjloii — ? I beg ber pm^ 
Sob, I think ahe calli herself Madam or mj 
I^T Eamond now." 

"Thcj call mj mother lo in onr prorince," 
■aid the bof. 

" Did ihe neTer tell yon of another daughter 
her mother had in England, before she muried 
yonr crandfiither ?" 

"She nerertpoke of one.*^ 



"Nor yonr (rrandfather ?" 

" Nfver. But in his pictnre-books, vhich ho 
constantly made for ns children, he used to 
draw a head very like that aboTe jonr Lady- 
ship. That, and Viscoant Francisj and Kin)t 
Jame* III., he drew a score of times, I am 

" And the picture over me reminds yon of 
no one, Hany ?" 
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" No, indeed." 

" Ob, here's a eermoQ I" lays the lady, with 
a »igb. "Harry, Ihat was my face once— yes, 
it was— and iben I was called Beatrix Esmond. 
And your motber is my balf-sister, child, and 
sbo bas never even mentioned my name I" 



CilAPTEB V. 



As Hnrry 'Warringlon related to his nen 
found relative (he simple slory of bis adven 
tures ai homo, no doabt Madam Bemaleii 
wlio possessed a great sense of hnmor and 
remarkable knowledge of the world, formed b( 
judEment respeeiing tbe persons and events (1< 
scribed ; and if her opinion wu not in all n 
specu favorable, what can be said but that me 

and women are imperfect, and buman life not Kachel Esmond had her educi 
entirely pleasant or profllable ? Tbe codrt and tortured the little American stn 
city-bred lady recoiled at the mere tbou);ht of ■ ■ ■ ■« . ■ 



her American siater'a countrylied exiit«nce. from a 
Such a life would be rather wearisome to most 
ciiy-bred ladies. But little Madam Warrinclon 
knew no better, and was satislied with her life, 
as indeed sbe was witli herself 
causf you 



ning, sbe saw tbe kitcben wenches at their 
work, sbe trotted afield on ber pony, and over- 
saw tbe overseers and tbe negro hands as they 
worked in the tobacco and corn-fields. If a 
alave was ill, (he would go 10 his quarters, in 
any weaiber, and doctor him with great resolu- 
tion. Sbe had a book full of recei|ils after the 
old fashion, and a closet where ^e distilled wa- 
ters and compounded elixirs, and a med- 
ieine-cbest which was the teuor of ber 
neighbors. They trembled to be ill, lest 
the ifttle lady should be upon ihera with 
her decoctions and her pills. 

A hundred years back there were scarce 
any towns in Virginia ; tbe establishments 
of tbe gentry were little villages, in vhich 
they and their vassals dwelt. Kachel Els- 
mond ruled like a little queen in Castle- 
wood J the princes, ber neigh1xit«, gov- 
erned their estates round about. Many of 
these were rather needy potentates, livittg 
plentifully but in the roughest fashion ; 
having numerous domestics whose liveries 
were often ragged ; keeping open houses, 
and turning away no stranger from their 
gales ; prond, idle, fond of all sorts of 
Held spoits, as became gentlemeD of good 
lineage. The widow of Castlewood was 
I as hospitable as ber neighbors, and a better 
\ economist than most of them. Mote than 
) one, no doubt, would have bad no olyec- 
' tion to share her life-intereal in the estate, 
and supjily the place of papa to her boys. 
But where was the man good enough for 
a person of her ladyship's exalted hinb ? 

There was a talk of making the Duke of 

Cumlierland viceroy, or even king, over 
America. Madam Waninglon'sgossipslaughed, 
I and said she was waiting for him. Sbe remarii- 
ed, with much gravity and dignity, that persona 
of OS high birth as bis Royal Highness had 
made offers of alliance to tbe Esmond family. 

Sbe had, as lieutenant under her, an officer's 
widow, who has been before named, and who 
had been Madam Esmoad's companion at school. 
as ber late husband bed been the reKimeuUl 
friend of the late Mr. Warrington. When the 
EngUsh girls at the Kensington Academy, where 
" ' ' " .... . ■ 1^ teased and 

:r, and langh- 
the princified airs wbicb she gave herself 



early age, Fanny Parker defended 
and befriended her. 'Tbey both married ensigns 
Kingslcy's. They became tenderly attached 
each other. It was "my Fanny" and "my 
1 general. Be- Kacbel" intlieleltersof theyoungladies. Then. 
dainty feeders, my Fanny's husband died in sad out-al-elbowed 
lUow tliat Hodga is miserable with circumstances, leaving no provision for Mi widow 
his homely meat of bread and bacon. Madam and ber infant ; and, in one of bis annual voy- 
WarringtoQ had a life of duties and employ- | ages. Captain Franks brought over Mrs. Mount- 
ments which might be bum-drum, but at any i ain, in the Yotai/ Radul, to Virginia, 
rate were pleasant to her. She was a brisk lil~ | There was plenty of room in Castlewood 
lie woman of business, and all the affairs of ber Ilouxe, and Mrs. Mountain served lo enliven 
large estate came under ber cogniiance. No tbe place. She played cards with the nustiess; 
pio was baked at Castlewood but her little Rn- she had some knowledge of music, and could 
ger was iii it. She tet the roaidt to their spin- help tbe eldest bor in that way ) sbe laughed 
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and was pleased with the gnests ; she saw to 
the stiangen* chambers, and presided orer the 
presses and the linen. She was a kind, brisk, 
jolly-looking widow, and more than one un- 
married gentleman of the colony asked her to 
change her name for his own. But she chose to 
keep that of Mountain, though, and perhaps be- 
cause, it had brought her no good fortui^e. One 
marriage was enough for her, she said. Mr. 
Mountain had amiably spent her little fortune 
and his own. Her last trinkets went to pay 
his funeral ; and as long as Madam Warring- 
ton would keep her at Castlewood, she preferred 
a home without a husband to any which as yet 
had been offered to her in Virginia. The two 
ladies quarreled plentifully; but they loved 
each other : they made up their differences : 
they fell out again, to be reconciled presently. 
When either of the boys was ill, each lady vied 
with the other in maternal tenderness and care. 
I& his last days and illness, Mr^j. Mountain's 
cheerfulness and kindness had been greatly ap- 
preciated by the Colonel, whose memory Ma- 
dam Warrington regarded more than that of any 
living person. So that, year after year, when 
Captain Franks would ask Mrs. Mountain, in his 
pleasant way, whether she was going back with 
iiim that voyage? she would decline, and say 
that she proposed to stay a year more. 

And when suitors came to Madam Warring- 
ton, as come they would, she would receive 
their compliments and attentions kindly enough, 
and asked more than one of these lovers wheth- 
er it was Mrs. Mountain he came after ? She 
would use her best offices with Mountain. Fan- 
ny was the best creature, was of a good English 
family, and would make any gentleman happy. 
IMd the Squire declare it was to her and not 
her dependent that he paid his addresses ? she 
would make him her gravest courtesy, say that 
she really had been utterly misUken as to his 
views, and let him know that the daughter of 
the Marquis of Esmond lived for her people and 
her sons, and did not propose to change her 
condition. Have we not read how Qaeen Eliza- 
beth was a perfectly sensible woman of business, 
and was pleased to inspire not only terror and 
awe, bu$ love in the bosoms of her subjects? 
So the little Virginian princess had her favorites, 
and accepted their flatteries, and grew tired of 
them, and was cruel or kind to them as suited 
her wayward imperial humor. There was no 
amount of compliment which she would not 
graciously receive and take as her due. Her 
little foible was so well known that the wags 
used to practice upon it. Battling Jack Fire- 
brace of Henrico county had free quarters for 
months at Castlewood, and was a prime favorite 
with the lady there, because he addressed Verses 
to her which he stole out of the pocket-books. 
Tom Humbold of Spotsylvania wagered fifty 
hogsheads against five that he would make her in- 
stitute an order of knighthood, and won his wager. 

The elder boy saw these freaks and oddities 
of his good mother's disposition, and chafed and 
nged at them privately. From veiy early 



days he revolted when flatteries and compli- 
ments were paid to the little lady, and strove to 
expose them with his juvenile satire ; so that 
his mother would say, gravely, ** The Esmonds 
were always of a jealous disposition, and my 
poor boy takes after my father and mother in 
this." George hated Jack Firebrace and Tom 
Humbold, and all their like; whereas Harry 
went out sporting with them, and fowling, and 
fishing, and cock-fighting, and enjoyed all the 
fun of the country. 

One winter, after their first tutor had.been 
dismissed, Madam Esmond took them to Will- 
iamsburg, for such education as the schools 
and college there afforded, and there it was the 
fortune of the family to listen to the preaching 
of the famous Mr. Whitfield, who had come into 
Virginia, where the habits and preaching of the 
established clergy were not very edifying. Un- 
like many of the neighboring provinces, Vir- 
ginia was a Church of England colony: the 
clergymen were paid by the State and had 
glebbs allotted to them ; and, there being no 
Church of England bishop as yet in America, 
the colonists were obliged to import their divines 
from the mother-country. Such as came were 
not, naturally, of the very best or most eloquent 
kind of pastors. Noblemen's hangers-on, in- 
solvent parsons who had quarreled with justice 
or the bailiff, brought their stained cassocks into 
the colony in the hopes of finding a living there. 
No wonder that Whitfield*s great voice stirred 
those whom harmless Mr. Broadbent, the Will- 
iamsburg chaplain, never could awaken. At 
first the boys were as much excited as their 
mother by Mr. Whitfield: they sang hymns, 
and listened to him with fervor, and, could he 
have remained long enough among them, Harry 
and George had both worn black coats probably 
instead of epaulets. The simple boys commu- 
nicated their experiences to one another, and 
were on the daily and nightly look-out for the 
sacred **call," in the hope or the possession of 
which such a vast multitude of Protestant En- 
gland was thrilling at the time. 

But Mr. Whitfield could not stay always with 
the little congregation of Williamsburg. His 
mission was to* enlighten the whole benighted 
people of the Church, and from the East to the 
West to trumpet the truth and bid slumbering 
sinners awaken. However, he comforted the 
widow with precious letters, and promised to 
send her a tutor for her sons who should be 
capable of teaching them- not only profane learn- 
ing, but of strengthening and confirming them 
in science much more precious. 

In due eourse, a chosen vessel arrived from 
England. Young Mr. Ward had a voice m 
loud as Mr. Whitfield's, and could talk almost 
as readily and for as long a time. Night and 
evening the hall sounded with his exhortations. 
The domestic negroes crept to the doors to lis- 
ten to him. Other servants darkened the porch 
windows with their crisp heads to hear him dis- 
course. It was over the black sheep of the 
Castlewood flock that Mr. Ward somehow had 
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the most influence. These woolly lomblings 
were immenselj affected by his exhortations, 
and when he gave oat the hymn, there was 
such a negro chorus about the house as might 
be heard across the Potomac — such a chorus as 
would never have been heard in the Colonel's 
time — for that worthy gentleman had a suspicion 
of all cassocks, and said he would never have 
any controversy with a clergyman but upon 
backgammon. Where money was wanted for 
charitable purposes no man Was more ready, 
and the good, easy Virginian clerg3rman, who 
loved backgammon heartily, too, said that the 
worthy Coloners charity must cover his other 
shortcomings. 

Ward was a handsome young man. His 
preaching pleased Madam Esmond from the 
first, and, I dare say, satisfied her as much as 
Mr. Whitfield's. Of course- it can not be the 
case at the present day when they are so finely 
educated, but women, a hundred years ago, 
were credulous, eager to admire and believe, 
and apt to imagine all sorts of excellences in 
the object of their admiration. For weeks, nay 
months. Madam Esmond was never tired of 
hearing Mr. Ward's great glib voice and yoluble 
commonplaces ; and, according to her wont, she 
insisted that her neighbors should come and 
listen to him, and ordered them to be converted. 
Her young favorite, Mr. Washington, she was 
especially anxious to influence ; and again and 
again pressed him to come and stay at Castle- 
wood and benefit by the spiritual advantages 
there to be obtained. But that young gentle- 
man found he had particular business which 
called him home, or away from home, and al- 
ways ordered his horse of evenings when the 
time was coming for Mr. Ward's exercises. 
And — what boys are just toward 'their peda- 
gogue? — the twins grew speedily tired, and even 
rebellious, under their new teacher. 

They found him a bad scholar, a dull fellow, 
and ill-bred to boot. George knew much more 
Latin and Greek than his master, and caught 
him in perpetual blunders and fiilse quantities. 
Harry, who could take much greater liberties 
than were allowed to his elder brother, mimicked 
Ward's manner of eating and talking, so that 
Mrs. Mountain, and even Madam Esmond, were 
forced to laugh, and little Fanny Mountain 
would crow with delight. Madam Esmond 
would have found the fellow out for a vulgar 
qnack but for her son's opposition, which she, 
on her part, opposed with her own indomitable 
will. ** What matters whether he has more or 
less of profane learning?" she asked; "in that 
which Is most precious, Mr. W. is able to be a 
teacher to all of us. What if his manners are 
a little rough? Heaven does not choose its 
elect from among the great and wealthy. I 
wish you knew one book, children, as well as 
Mr. Ward does. It is your wicked pride — the 
pride of all the Esmonds — which prevents you 
from listening to him. Go down on your knees 
in your chamber and pray to be corrected of that 
dreadful fault." Ward's discourse that evening 



was about Naaman the Syrian, and the pride 
he had in his native rivers of Abanah and Phar- 
phar, which he vainly imagined 'to be superior 
to the healing waters of Jordan — ^the moral be- 
ing that he. Ward, was the keeper and guardian 
of the undoubted waters of Jordan, and that the 
unhappy, conceited boys must go to perdition 
unless they came to hioL 

George now began to give way to a wicked 
sarcastic method, which, perhaps, he had inher- 
ited from his grandfather, and with w^ich, 
when a quiet skillful young person chooses to 
employ it, he can make a whole family uncom- 
fortable. He took up Ward's pompous remarks 
and made jokes of them, so that that young di- 
vine chafed and- almost choked over his great 
meals. He made Madam Esmond angry, and 
doubly so when he sent off Hany into fits of 
laughter. Her authority was defied, her oflicer 
scorned and insulted, her youngest child per- 
verted, by the obstinate elder brother. She 
made a desperate and unhappy attempt to main- 
tain her power. 

The boys were fourteen yean of age, Harry 
being taller and much more advanced than his 
brother, who was delicate and, as yet, almost 
child-like in stature and appearance. The bac^ 
uKne method was a quite common mode of argu- 
ment in those days. Sergeants, schoolmasters, 
slave-overseers, used the cane fireely. Our lit- 
tle boys had been horsed many a day by Mr. 
Dempster, their Scotch tutor, in their grand- 
father's time ; . and Harry, especially, had got 
to be quite accustomed to the practice, and 
made very light of it. Bat in the interregnnm 
after Colonel Esmond's death, the cane had been 
laid aside, and the young gentlemen of Castle- 
wood had been allowed to have their own way. 
Her own and her lieutenant's authority being 
now spumed by the youthful rebels, the unfor- 
tunate mother 'thought of restoring it by means 
of coercion. She took counsel of Mr. Ward. 
That athletic young pedagogue could easily find 
chapter and verse to warrant the course which 
he wished to pursue — ^in fact, there was no doubt 
about the wholesomeness of the practice in those 
days. He had begun by flattering the boys, 
finding a good berth and snug quarters^ at Cas- 
tlewood, and hoping to remain there. But 
they laughed at his flattery, they scorned his 
bad manners, they yawned soon at his sermons ; 
the more their mother favored him the more 
they disliked him ; and so the, tutor and the pn« 
piU cordially hated each other. Mrs. Mount- 
ain, who was the boys' friend — especially 
George's friend, whom she thought unjustly 
treated by his mother — ^warned the lads to be 
prudent, and that some conspiracy was hatchini; 
against them. ' ' Ward is more obsequious than 
ever to your mamma. It turns my stomach, it 
does, to hear him flatter, and to see him gobble 
—the odious wrotch I You must be on your 
guard, my poor boys — ^you must learn your les- 
sons, and not anger your tutor. A mischief will 
come — ^I know it will. Your mamma was talk- 
ing about you to Mr. Washington the other day 



THE VIRGINIANS. 



29 



when I came into the room. I don*t likfc that 
Major Washington — ^you know I don*t. Don't 
Baj — Oh, Mounty I Master Harry. Yon always 
stand up for your friends, you do. The Major 
is yeiy handsome and tall, and he may be very 
good, but he is much too old a young man for 
me. Bless you, my dears, the quantity of wild 
oats your father sowed, and my own poor Mount- 
ain, when they were Ensigns in Kingsley's, would 
fill sacks full ! Show me Mr. Washington's wild 
oats, I say — not a grain ! Well, I happened to 
atep in Ust Tuesday when he was here with your 
mamma, and I am sure they were talking about 
yon, for he said, * Discipline is discipline, and 
must be preserved. Theru can be but one com- 
mand in a house, ma*am, and you must be the 
mistress of yours.* " 

"The very words he used to me," cries Har- 
ry. '* He told me that he did not like to med- 
dle with other folks* affairs, but that our moth- 
er was very angry— dangerously angry, he said 
— ^and he begged me to obey Mr. Ward, and 
specially to press George to do so." 

"Let him manage his own house, not mine,** 
says George, very haughtily. And the caution, 
far from benefiting him, only rendered the lad 
more supercilious and refractory. 

On the next day the storm broke, and renge- 
ance fell on the little rebers head. Words pass- 
ed between George and Mr. Ward during the 
morning study. The boy was quite insubordi- 
nate and unjust : even his faithful brother cried 
out, and owned that he was in the wrong. Mr. 
Ward kept his temper — ^to compress, bottle up, 
cork down, and prevent your anger from pres- 
dnt furious explosion, is called keeping your 
temper — and said he should speak upon this 
business to Madam Esmond. When the fam- 
ily met at dinner Mr. Ward requested her lady- 
ship to* stay, and, temperately enough, laid the 
subject of dispute before her. 

He asked Master Harry to confirm what he 
had said, and poor Harry was obliged to admit 
all the Dominie*s statements. 

George, standing under his grandfather's por- 
trait by the chimney, said, haughtily, that what 
Mr. Ward had said was perfectly correct. 

*'To be a tutor to such a pupil is absurd,'* 
said Mr. Ward, making a long speech, inter- 
spersed with many of his usual Scripture 
phrases, at each of which, as they occurred, that 
%vicked young George smiled and pished scorn- 
fully, and, ait length, AVard ended by asking 
her honor's leave to retire. 

"Not before yon have punished this wicked 
and disobedient child,'* said Madam Esmond, 
who had been gathering anger during Ward's 
harangue, and especially at her son*B behavior. 

" Punish !" says George. 

"Yes, Sir, punish! If^means of love and 
entreaty fail, as they have with your proud heart, 
other means mnst be found to bring you to obe- 
dience. I punish yon now, rebellious boy, to 
f^uard you from greater punishment hereafter. 
The discipline of this family must be maintain- 
ed. There can-be bnt one conunand in a house. 



and I must be the mistress of mine. You will 
punish this refractory boy, Mr. Ward, as we 
have agreed that you should do, and if there is 
the least resistance on his part, my overseer and 
servants will lend you aid." 

In some such words the widow no doubt must 
have spoken, but with many vehement Scriptur- 
al allusions which it does not become this chron- 
icler to copy. To be forever applying to the 
Stftred Oracles, and accommodating their sen- 
tences to your purpose — to be forever taking 
Heaven into your confidence about your private 
affairs, and passionately calling for its interfer- 
ence in your family quarrels and difficulties — to 
be so familiar with its designs and schemes as 
to be able to threaten your neighbor with its 
thunders, and to know precisely its intentions 
regarding him and others who differ from your 
infallible opinion — this was the schooling which 
our simple widow had received from her impet- 
uous young spiritual guide, and I doubt whether 
it brought her much comfort. 

In the midst of his mother's harangue — in 
spite of it, perhaps — George Esmond felt he had 
been wrong. " There can be but one command 
in the house, and you mnst be mistress — I know 
who said those words before you," George said, 
slowly, and looking very white, "and — and I 
know, mother, that I have acted wrongly to 
Mr. Ward." 

" He owns it ! He asks pardon !" cries Hnr- 
ry. " That's right, George I That's enough : 
isn't it?" 

' * No, it is not enough !" cried the little woman. 
"The disobedient boy must pay the penalty of 
his disobedience. When I was headstrong;, as 
I sometimes was as a child before my spirit was 
changed and humbled, my mamma punished 
me, and I submitted. So must George. 1 de- 
sire you will do your duty, Mr. Ward." 

" Stop, mother! you don't quite know what 
yon are doing," George said, exceedingly agi- 
tated. 

"I know that he who spares the rod spoils 
the child, ungrateful boy!" says Madam Es- 
mond, with more references of the same nature, 
which George heard, looking very pale and des- 
perate. 

Upon the mantle-piece, under the Colonel's 
portrait, stood a china cup, by which the wid- 
ow set great store, as her father had always been 
accustomed to drink from it. George suddenly 
took it, and a strange smile passed over his pnle 
face. 

" Stay one minute. Don't go away yet," he 
cried to his mother, who was leaving the room. 
"You — ^yon are very fond of this cup, mother?" 
and Harry looked at him, wondering. "If I 
broke it, it could never be mended, could it? 
All the tinkers* rivets would not make it a whole 
cup again. My dear old grandpapa's cup ! I 
have been wrong* Bfr. Ward, I ask pardon. 
I will try and amend." 

The widow looked at her son indignantly, al- 
most scornfully. "I thought," she said, "I 
thought an Esmond had been more of a man 



THE VIBGINIANa 






tlian to bo Hfraid, Hnd"-~hera she Ra^^ a little 
Acream as HniTT bltcrecl «n exdamntion, nnd 
dashed forward with bis hnnds stretched oat to- 
ward bia brolher. 

Georjie, nft«r looking at the ciip, raised it, 
opened his hand, and let It fall on the mnrhle 
slab below him. Ilarrj had tried in Tain to 
CBlcb iL 

" It is too late, Hal," Geoi^ laid. " You 
will nover roend that apiiii — never. Noir, 
mother, I am Teadf, as it is jonr wish. Will 
joa come and see whether I am afmid ? Mr. 
Ward, I am yoar scrrant. Your serrant? 
Your slaTe t And the next time I meet Mr. 
Washini^on, madam, I will thanli him for the 
»d'ice which be gate j-ou," 

"I say, do jonr duty. Sir!' cried Mrs. Es- 



mond, stamping her little foot. And George, 
mailing a low bow to Mr. Ward, begged him to 
go first out ofUe room to the stady. 

" Stop-l For God's saiie, mother, atop !" 
cried poor Hat. Bui pasaiofi was boiling in the 
little woman's heart, and she woald not hear 
the boy's petition. "Yon only abet him, Sirl" 
she cried. " If I had to do it myself it xhoald 
be done !" And Harry, with sadness and wiath 
in his countenance, left the room by the door 
through nhich Mr. Ward and hie brother bad 
just issned. 

The widow sank down on a great chair near 
it, and sat a while vacantly looking at the frag- 
ments of the broken cup. Then slie inclined 
her head toward the door — one of half a doien 
of can'ed mahogany which the Colonel had 
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bronght from Europe. For a while there was 
silence: then a loud outcry, which made the 
poor mother start. 

In another minute Mr. Ward came ont bleed- 
ing, from a great wound on his head, and be- 
hind him Harry, with flaring eyes, and brand- 
ishing a little conteau-de-chasse of his grand- 
father, which hung with others of the Goloners 
weapons on the Library wall. 

"I don't care. I did it," says Harry. "I 
couldn't see this fellow strike my brother ; and, 
as he lifced his hand, I flung the great ruler at 
him. I couldn't help it. I won't bear it ; and, 
if one lifts a hand to me or my brother, I'll 
have his life,"* shouts Harry, brandishing the 
hanger. 

The widow gare a great gasp and a sigh as 
she looked at the yonng champion and his vic- 
tim. She must hare snflared terribly during 
the few minntes of the boys* absence ; and the 
stripes which she imagined had been inflicted 
on the elder had smitten her own heart She 
long3d to take both boys to it. She was not 
an^y now. Very likely she was delighted 
with the thought of the younger's prowess and 
generosity. ** Yon are a very naughty disobe- 
dient child," she said, in an exceedingly peace- 
able roice. ** My poor Mr. Ward ! What a 
rebel, to strike yon ! Papa's gr3at ebony ruler, 
was it ? Lay down that hanger, child. 'Twas 
General Webb gave it to my papa after the 
siege of Lille. Let me bathe your wound, nly 
good Mr. Ward,. and thank Heaven it was no 
worse. Mountain ! Gro fetch me some court- 
phister ont of the middle drawer in the japan 
cabinet. Here comes Greorge. Put on your 
coat and waistcoat, child ! Yon were going to 
take your punbhment, Sir, and that is sufficient. 
A^k pardon, Harry, of good Mr. Ward, for your 
wicked rebellious spirit — I do, with all my heart, 
I am snre. And guard against your passionate 
nature, child — and pray to be foigiven. My 
son. Oh, my son !" Here, with a burst of tears 
which she could no longer control, the little 
woman threvi; herself on the neck of her eldest 
bom ; while Harry, laying the hanger down, 
went up very feebly to Mr. Ward, and said, 
" Indeed, I ask your pardon. Sir. I couldn't 
help it ; on my honor I couldnit ; nor bear to 
see my brother struck." 

The widow was scared, as after her embrace 
she looked up at George's pale face. In reply 
to her eager caresses, he coldly kissed "her on 
the forehead, and separated from her. ''You 
meant for the best, mother," he said, "and I 
was in the wrong. But the cup is broken ; and 
all the king's horses and all the king's men can 
not mend it. There — ^Put the fair side out- 
ward on the mantle-piece, and the wound will 
not show." 

Again Madam Esmond looked at the lad, as 
he placed the fragments of the poor cup on the 
ledge where it had always been nsed to stand. 
Her power over him was gone. He had dom- 
inated her. She was not sorry for the defeat ; 
for women like not only to conquer, but to be 



conquered ; and from that day the young gentle- 
man was master at CiEistlewood. His mother 
admired him as he went up to Harry, graciously 
and condescendingly gave Hal his hand, and 
said, *' Thank you, brother!" as if he were a 
prince, and Harry a general who had helped 
him in a great battle. 

Then George went up to Mr. Ward, who 
was still piteously bathing his eye and forehead 
in the water. ''I ask pardon for Hal's vio- 
lence, Sir," George said, in great state. '* You 
see, though we are very young, we are gentle- 
men, and can not brook an insult from stran- 
gers. I should have submitted, as it was mam- 
ma's desire ; but I am glad she no longer enter- 
tains it." 

** And pray, Sir, who is to compensate mef" 
says Mr. Ward, *'who is to repair the insult 
done to mef" 

"We are very young," says George, with 
another of bis old-fashioned bows. " SVe shall 
be fifteeu soon. Any compensation that is 
usual among gentlemen" 

"This, Sir, to a minister of the word!" 
bawls out Ward, starting up, and who knew 
perfectly well the lads' skill in fence, having a 
score of times been foiled by the pair of them. 

** You are not a clergyman yet. We thought 
you might like to be considered as a gentleman. 
We did not know." 

"A gentleman! I am a Christian, Sir!" 
says Ward, glaring furiously, and clenching his 
great fists. 

" Well, well, if you won't fight, why don't 
you forgive!" says Harry. "If you don't for- 
give, why don't yon fight? That's what I call 
the horns of a dilemma ;" and he laughed his 
frank, jolly laugh. 

But this was nothing to tho lanph a few 
days afterward, when, the quarrel liaving been 
patched up, along with poor Mr. Ward's eye, 
the unlucky tutor was holding forth according 
to his custom. He tried to preach the boys 
into respect for him, to reawaken the enthusiasm 
which the congregation had felt for him; he 
wrestled with their manifest indifference, he 
implored Heaven to warm their cold hearts 
again, and to lift up those who were falling 
back. All was in vain. The fwidow wept no 
more at his harangues, was no longer excited 
by his loudest tropes and similes, nor appeared 
to be much frightened by the very hottest 
menaces with which he peppered his discourse. 
Nay, she pleaded headache, and would absent 
herself of an evening, on which occasion the re- 
mainder of the little congregation was very cold 
indeed. One day then. Ward, still making des- 
perate efforts to get back his despised authority, 
was preaching on the beauty of subordination, 
the present lax spirit of the age, and the neces- 
sity of obeying our spiritual and iemporal rulers. 
"For why, my dear friends," he nobly asked 
(he was in the habit of asking immensely dull 
questions, and straightway answering them with 
corresponding platitudes), "why are governors 
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appoJDied, but that we ibould be coremed? 
Why are talon eagaijed, but tliM children 
■hould be taught?" (here ■ look at the boja) 
" Why are rulers — " Here he pauied, looking 
with a Md, puuled face at the yaaog gentle- 
men. He aaw in their countenunces the doable 
lueaning of the unlucky word he had uttered, 
and Btammered, and thumped tbe table with bii 
flit. " Why, 1 lay, are rulera — " 

" RtUri I" layi Geoi^, lookiug at Hany. 

"Rolen I" aayi Hal, putting hi< hand to hi* 
eye, where the poor tutor atiU bore marlu of 
the late acuSle. Rulent, o-ho I It was too 
much. The boja bunt out in an expiation of 
laufthter. Mn. Mouatain, who wai fnll of fan, 
could not help joining in the chorus ; and little 
Fanny, who had always behaved Tcry demurely 
Bud eilenlly at thete ceremonici, crowed again, 
and clapped her little hands at the others laugh- 
ing, not in the leait knowing the reason why. 

This could not be borne. Ward shut down 
the book before him ; in a few angry, but elo- 
quent and manly words, said he would speak no 
more in that place, and left Cssllewood not in 
the least regretted by Aladam Etmond, who bad 
doled on him three montlis befote. 



CHAPTER VI. 



ArTBB tbe depertni« of her nnfortnnate spii^ 
itoil adrtser and chaplain. Madam Esmond and 
her son seemed to be quite reconciled. Bat al- 
though George never spoke of the qnarrel with 
his mother, it masi have weighed npnn the boy's 
mind very painfully, for he had a ferer soon aft- 
er the last recoaated domestic ocrnrrences, dur- 
ing which illness his hrnin once or twice wan- 
dered, when he shrieked oat, "Broken! broken 1 
It never, never can be mended!" to the silent 
terror of his mother, who sale walching the poor 
child as he tossed wakeful upon bis midnight 
bed. His malady defied her skill, and increased 
in spite of all the noalmms which tbe good wid- 



ow kept in her closet and administered so freely 
to her people. She had to undergo another hn- 
miliation, and one day liitle Mr. Dempster be- 
held her at his door on horseback. She had rid-- 
den through the snow on ber pony, to implore 
him to give his aid to ber poor bo/. " I shall 
bary my resentment, Madam," said he, "as your 
ladyship buried your pride. Please God, t may 
be time enough to help my dear young papil !" 
So be put np his lancet and his little proviirion 
of medicaments ; called bis only negro hoy aft- 
er him, shut up his lonely hut, and once more 
returned to Castlewood. lliat night, and for 
some days afterward, it seemed very likely that 
poor Harry would become heir of Castlewood ; 
but by Mr. Dempster's slull the ferer was got 
□rer, the intermittent attacks diminished in tn- 
tenBity,Bnd George was restored almost to henllh 
again. A change of air, a voyage even to En- 
gland, was recommended, but the widow had 
quarreled with her children's relatives there, 
and owned, with contrition, that she had been 
too hasty. A journey to the north and east was 
determined on, and the two yonng gentlemen, 
with Mr. l^empster as their tutor, and a couple 
of servants to attend them, took a royage 10 
New York, and thence up the beantiful Hudson 
River to Albany, where they were received by 
the first gentry of the province, end thence into 
the French provinces, where they had the best 
recommendations, and were hospitably enter- 
tained by the French genlnr. Hairy camped 
«rilh tbe Indians, and look fun and shot bears. 
George, who never cared for field-sports, and 
whose health was still delicate, was a special 
favorite with the French Udics, who were ac- 
eostomed to see very few young English gentle- 
men speaking the French language so readily 
as our young gentlemen. George, especially, 
perfected his accent so as to be able to pass for 
a Frenchman. He had the bel air completely. 
every person allowetl. He danced the minuet 
el^antly. He learned the latest imported 
French catches and songs, and played them 
beautifully on his violin, and would have sang 
them, too, but that his voice broke at this time, 
and changed from treble to bass ; and, to the 
envy of poor Harry, who was absent on a bear- 
hunt, he eien had an affair of honor wilh a 
young ensign of the regiment of Auvergne, the 
Chevalier de la Sabotiere, whom he pinked in 
the shoulder.and with whom he afterward swore 
an eternal friendship. Madame de Mouchy, the 
superintendent's lady, said the mother was bless- 
ed who had such a sou, end wrote a compli- 
mentary letter to Madam Esmond upon Mr. 
Geo^e's behavior. I fear Mr. W'hitfleld would 
not have been over-pleased with the widow's 
elation on hearing of her son's prowess. 

When the tads returned home at the end of 
ten delightful months, their mother was surprised 
at their growfh and improvement. George, ea- 
pectalty, was so grown aa to come np to his 
yonngar-bom brother. The boys could hardly 
be distinguished one from another, especially 
when their hair was powdered i but that cere* 
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mony being too cambrons for country life, each 
of the gentlemen commonly wore hj^ own hair, 
Geoi)^ his raven black, and Harry his light 
locks tied with a ribbon.. 

The reader who has been so kind as to look 
OTer the first pages of the lad'^ simple biogra- 
phy, most have observed that Mr. George Es- 
mond was of a jealons and suspicions disposi- 
tion, most generous and gentle and incapable 
of an untruth, and though too magnanimous 
to revenge, almost incapable of forgiving any 
injoiy. George left home with no good-will 
toward an honorable gentleman, whose name 
afterward became one of the most famous in the 
world ; and he returned from his journey not in 
the least altered in his opinion of his mother's 
and grandfather's friend. Mr. Washington, 
though then but just of age, looked and felt 
much older. He always exhibited an extraor- 
dinary simplicity and gravity : he had managed 
his mother^s and his family's affairs from a veiy 
early age, and was trusted by all his friends and 
the gentry of his country more than persons twice 
his senior. 

Mrs. Mountain, Madam Esmond's friend and 
companion, who dearly loved the two boys and 
her patroness, in spite of many quarrels with the 
latter, and daily threats of parting, was a most 
amusing, droll letter-writer, and used to write 
to the two boys on their travels. Now Mrs. 
Mountain was of a jealous turn likewise; espe- 
cially she had a great turn for match-making, 
and fancied that every body had a design to 
many every body else. There scarce came an 
unmarried man to Castlewood but Mountain 
imagined the gentleman had an eye toward the 
mistress of the mansion. She was positive that 
odious Mr. Ward intended to make love to the 
widow, and pretty sure the latter liked him. 
She knew that Mr. Washington wanted to be 
married, was certain that such a shrewd young 
gentleman would look out for a rich wife, and, 
as for the differences of ages, what matter that 
the Major (major was his rank in the militia) 
was fifteen years younger than Madam Esmond ? 
They were used to such marriages in the fam- 
ily ; my lady her mother was how many years 
older than the Colonel when she married him ? 
when she married him, and was so jealous that 
she never wo^ld let the poor Colonel out of her 
sight. The poor Colonel ! after hb wife, he had 
been henpecked by his little daughter. And she 
would take after her mother, and marry again, 
be sure of that. ' Madam was a little chit of a 
woman, not five feet in her highest head-dress 
and shoes, and Mr. Washington a great tall man 
of six feet two. Great tall men always married 
little chits of women : therefore, Mr. W. must 
be looking after the widow. What could be 
more clear than the deduction ? 

She communicated these sage opinions to her 
boy, as she called Geoi^e, who begged her, for 
Heaven's sake, to hold her tongue. This she 
said she could do, but she could not keep her 
eyes always shut; and she narrated a hundred 
circumstances which had occurred in the yoUng 
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gentleman's absence, and which tended, as shs 
thought, to confirm her notions. Had Mount- 
ain imparted these pretty suspicions to his bro- 
ther? George asked, sternly. No. George was 
her boy; Harry was his mother's boy. "She 
likes him best, and I like you best, Greorge," cries 
Mountain. * ^ Besides, if I were to speak to him, 
he would tell your mother in a minute. Poor Har- 
ry can keep nothing quiet, and then there would 
be a pretty quarrel between Madam and me I" 

"I beg you to keep this quiet. Mountain," 
said Mr. George, with great dignity, "or you 
and I shall quarrel too. Neither to me nor to 
any one else in the world must yon mention 
such an absurd suspicion.** 
. Absurd! Why absurd? Mr. Washington 
was constantly with the widow. His name was 
forever in her mouth. She was never tired of 
pointing out his virtues and examples to her 
sons. She consulted him on every question re^ 
specting her estate audits management. She 
never bought a horse or sold a barrel of tobacco 
without his opinion. There was a room at 
Castlewood regularly called Mr. Washington's 
room. He actually leaves his clothes here and 
his portmanteau when he goes aiway. *<Ah! 
George, George I One day will come when he 
wonU go away," groaned Mountain, who, of 
course, always returned to the subject of which 
she was forbidden to speak. Meanwhile Mr. 
Greorge adopted toward his mother's favorite a 
frigid courtesy, al which the honest gentleman 
chafed but did not care to remonstrate, or a 
stinging sarcasm, which he would break through 
as he would burst through so many brambles on 
those hunting excursions in which he and Harr)' 
Warrington rode so constantly together : while 
George, retreating to his tents, read mathemat- 
ics, and French, and Latin, and sulked in his 
book-room more and more lonely. 

Harry was away from home with some other 
q}orting friends (it is to be feared the young 
gentleman's acquaintances were not all as eligi- 
ble as Mr. Washington),, when the latter came 
to pay a visit at Castlewood. He was so pecu- 
liarly tender and kind Co the mistress there, and. 
received by her with such speefal cordiality, that 
George Warrington's jealousy had well-nigh 
broken out in open rupture. But the visit was 
one of adieu, as it appeared. Major Washing- 
ton was going on a long and dangerous journey, 
quite to the western Virginian frontier and be- 
yond it. The French had been for some time 
past making inroads into our territory. The 
government at home, as well as those of Vir- 
ginia and Pennsylvania, were alarmed at this 
aggressive spirit of the Lords of Canada and 
Louisiana. Some of our settlers had already 
been driven from their holdings by Frenchmen 
in arms, and the governors of the British prov- 
inces were desirous to stop their incursions, or 
at any rate to protest agunst their invasion. 

We chose to hold our American colonies by a 
law that was at least convenient for its framers. 
The maxim was, that whoever possessed the 
coast had a right to all the territory inland as 
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far as the Pacific ; so that the British charters 
only Uid down the limits of the colonies from 
north to sonth, leaving them quite free from east 
to west. The French, meanwhile, had their 
colonies to the north and sonth, and aimed at 
connecting them hy the Mississippi and the St. 
Lawrence and the great intermediate lakes and 
waters lying to the westward of the British pos- 
sessions. In the year 1748, though peace was 
signed between the two European kingdoms, 
the colonial question remained unsettled, to be 
opened again when either party should be strong 
enough to urge it. In the year 1753, it came 
to an issue, on the Ohio River, where the Brit- 
ish and French settlers met. To be sure, there 
existed other people besides French and British, 
who thought they had a title to the territory 
about which the children of their White Fathers 
were battling, namely, the native Indians and 
proprietors of the soil. But the logicians of St. 
James's and Versailles wisely chose to consider 
the matter in dispute as a European and not a 
Red-man*s question, eliminating him from the 
argument, but employing his tomahawk as it 
might serve the turn of either litigant. 

A company, called the Ohio Company, hav- 
ing grants from the Virginia government of 
lands along that river, found themselves in- 
vaded in their settlements by French military 
detachments, who roughly ejected the Britons 
from their holdings. These latter applied for 
protection to Mr. Dinwiddie^ Lieutenant-Gov- 
ernor of Virginia, who determined upon send- 
ing an embassador to the French commanding 
officer on the Ohio, demanding that the French 
should desist from their inroads upon the terri- 
tories of his Majesty Bang George. 

Young Mr. Washington jumped eagerly at 
the chance of distinction which this service af- 
forded him, and volunteered. to leave his home 
and his ruial and professional pursuits in Vir- 
ginia, to carry the governor's message to the 
French officer. Taking a guide, an interpreter, 
and a few attendants, and following the Indian 
tracks in the fall of the year 1758, the intrepid 
young envoy made his way from Williamsburg 
almost to the shores of Lake Erie, and found 
the French commander at Fort le Boeuf. That 
officer's reply was brief: his orders were to hold 
the place and drive all the English from it. 
The French avowed their intention of taking 
possession of the Ohio. And with this rough 
answer the messenger from Virginia had to re- 
turn through danger and difficulty, across lonely 
forest and frozen river, shaping his course by 
the compass, and camping at night in the snow 
by the forest fires. 

Harry Warrington cursed his ill-fortune that 
he had been absent from home on a cock-fight, 
when he might have had chance of sport so 
much nobler ; and on his return from his expe- 
dition, which he had conducted with a heroic 
energy and simplicity. Major Washington was 
a greater £avorite than ever with the lady of 
Castlewood. She pointed him out as a model 
to both her sons. '* Ah, Harry !" she would 



say, " think of yon, with your cock-fighting and 
your racing-matches, and the Major away there 
in the wilderness, watching the French, and 
battling with the frozen rivers! Ah, George! 
learning may be a very good thing, but I wish 
my eldest son were doing something in the 
service of his country !" 

*' I desire no better than to go home and seek 
for employment. Ma'am," says Greorge. '^ Yon 
surely will not have me serve under Mr. Wash- 
ington, in his new regiment, or ask a commis- 
sion from Mr. Dinwiddle ?" 

*' An Esmond can only serve with the king's 
commission," says Madam, **and as for asking 
a favor from Mr. Lieutenant-Governor Din- 
widdle, I would rather beg my bread." 

Mr. Washington was at this time raising such 
a regiment as, with the scanty pay and patron- 
age of the Virginian government, he could get 
tc^ether, and proposed, with the help of these 
men-of-war, to put a more peremptory veto 
upon the French invaders than the solitary em- 
bassador had .been enabled to lay. A small 
force under another officer, Colonel Trent, had 
been already dispatched to the west, with orders 
to fortify themselves so as to be able to resist 
any attack of the enemy. The French troops, 
greatly outnumbering ours, came up with the 
English outposts, who were fortifying them- 
selves at a place on the confines of Pennsylva- 
nia where the great city of Pittsburg now stands. 
A Virginian officer with but forty men was in 
no condition to resist twenty times that number 
of Canadians, who appeared before his incom- 
plete works. He was suffered to draw back 
without molestation ; and the French, taking 
possession of his fort, strengthened it, and chris- 
tened it by the name of the Canadian governor, 
Duquesne. Up to this time no actual blow of 
war had been struck. The troops representing 
the hostile nations were in presence — the guns 
were loaded, but no one as yet had cried ^* Fire." 
It was strange, that in a savage forest of Penn- 
sylvania, a young Virginian officer should fire a 
shot, and waken up a war which was to last for 
sixty years, which was to cover his own country 
and pass into Europe, to cost France her Ameri- 
can colonies, to sever ours from us, and create 
the great Western republic ; to rage over the 
Old World when extinguished in the New ; and. 
of all the myriads engaged in the vast contest, 
to leave the prize of the greatest fame with him 
who struck the first blow ! 

He little knew of the fate in store for him. 
A simple gentleman, anxious to serve his king 
and do his dutv, he volunteered for the first 
service, and executed it with admirable fideli- 
ty. .In the ensuing year he took the command 
of the small body of provincial troops, with 
which he marched to repel the Frenchmen. 
He came up with their advanced guard and 
fired upon them, killing their leader. After 
this he had himself to fall back with his troops, 
and was compelled to capitulate to the superior 
French force. On the 4th of July, 1764, the 
Colonel marched out with his troops from the 
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little fart nhere be had hastily en- 
irenched himself (and which they 
culled Fort Neceasitf), gave Dp the 
place (o tbe conqueror, aud took bis 
«>j home. 

Hii commaDd WM over ; hia Tef(i- 
ment disbanded after the Auiiless, 
infslorioas roarcb and defeat. Sad- 
dened md humbled in apirit, (be 
;oung ofGcer presented faimaelf after 
a while lo his old friends at Caslle- 
■ood. Ua was Terj joang; before 
he set forth on his Hrst campaign he 
mar hare indalged in exaggerated 
hopes of snccess, and uttered them. 
"I was angrj wben I parted from 
fon," he said to George Warrington, 
hulding ont his baud, which the other 
eagerl J took, ' ' Yoa seemed (o scorn 
me and m; regiment, George. I 
thought ;oo langhed at as, and your 
ridicule m*de me angij. I boasted 
too moeh of what ire vonld do." 

"Naj, jou have done jour best, 
George," aayi the other, who quite 
forgot his prerious jealousj in bis old comntdc's 
misfortune. ' ' Eveij body knows that a hundred 
and fifty Bt&rriiig men with scarce a round of 
ammanilioo left, coald not face five times their 
number perfectly armed, and every body who 
knows Mr. Washington knows that he would do 
his dnty. Hany and I saw the French in Can- 
ada last year. They obey bat one will : in our 
provinces each governor bas his own. Tbej were 
loyal troops the French sent against yon." 

"Ob bat that some of oars were here !" cries 
Hadam Esmond, toning her head up. "Iprom- 
i>e yon a few good English regiments would 
make the white-coats run." 

" You think nothing of the provincials : and 
I must say nothing now we have been so un- 
lucky," said the Colonel, gloomily. " You 
mode much of me when I was here before. 
Don't you rBinember what victories yon proph- 
esied for me — how much I boasted myself very 
likely over jonr good wine ? All those fine 
dreams are over now. Tis kind of your ladr- 
■hip to receive a poor beaten fellow as yoti do :" 
and the yonng soldier hung down his head. 

George Warrington, with his extreme ocnte 
sensibility, was tooched at the other's emotion 
and simple testimony ol sorrow under defeat. 
He was about to say something friendly to Mr. 
Washington, had not his mother, to whom the 
Coloael had been speaking, replied herself: 
" Kind of ns to reeeive you. Colonel Washing- 
ton!" said the widow. "I never heard that 
when men were nnhappj, our sex were less their 
friends." 

And she made the Colonel a T«ry fine contle- 
■j, which straightway caused her ton to be 
more jealoos of bim than ever. 



SoKELT no man can have better claims to 
sympathy tlian brnvery, youth, good looks, and 
misfortune. Madam Esmond might have had 
twenty sons, and yet bad a right lo admire her 
yonng soldier. Mr. Washington's iTMm was 
more than ever Mr. Washington's room now. 
She raved about bim and praised him in alt 
companiei. She more than ever pointed ont 
his excellences to her sons, contrasting his ster> 
ling qoalities with Harry's love of pleasure (the 
wild boy!) and George's listless musings over 
his books, Geoi^e was not disposed to like Mr. 
Washington any better for his ti]other's ejitrav- 
ogant praises. He coaxod the jealous demon 
within him until he must hai-e become a per- 
fect pest to himself and all the friends round 
about him. Ho utiered jokes so deep that his 
simple mother did not knov their meaning, bat 
sate bewildered at his sarcasms, and powerless 
what (o think of his moody, saturnine humor. 

Meanwhile, pnblic events were occnrring 
which were to influence the fortunes of all our 
homely family. The ([unirel between the French 
and English North Americans from being a pro- 
vincial had grown to be a national quarrel, 
Reinforcements from France had already ar- 
rived in Canada, and English troops were ex- 
pected in Virginia. " Alas ! my dear friend !" 
wrote Madame la Fr^sidente de Mouchy, from 
Quebec, to her young friend George Warring- 
ton. "How contrary is the destiny to ns. I 
see you quitting the embrace of an adored mother 
to precipitate yourself in the arms of Bellona. 
I see you peas wounded after combata. I hesi- 
tate almost to wish victories to our lilies when 
I behold you ranged under the banners of the 
Leopard. There are enmities which the heart 
does not recognize — out* assuredly are at peace 
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among these tumults. All here love and salute 
you as well as Monsieur the Bear-hunter, your 
brother (that cold Hippolyte who preferred the 
chase to the soft conversation of our ladies!). 
Your friend, your enemy, the Chevalier de la 
Sabotiere bums to meet on the field of Mars his 
generous rival. M. Du Quesne spoke of you 
last night at supper. M. Du Quesne, my hus- 
band send affeetuous remembrances to their 
young friend, with which are ever joined those 
of your sincere Presidento de Mouchy." 

"The banner of the Leopard," of which 
George's fair correspondent wrote, was, indeed, 
flung out to the winds, and a number of the 
King^s soldiers were rallied round it. It was 
resolved to wrest from the French all the con- 
quests they had made upon British dominion. 
A couple of regiments were raised and paid by 
the King in America, and a fleet with a couple 
more was dispatched from home under an ex- 
perienced commander. In February, 1755, 
Commodore Keppel, in the famous ship Centu- 
rion^ in which Anson had made his voyage round 
the world, anchored in Hampton Roads, with 
two ships of war under his command, and hav- 
ing on board General Braddock, his staff, and 
a part of b^s troops. Mr. Braddock was ap- 
pointed by the Duke. A hundred years ago 
the Duke of Cumberland was called The Duke 
. par excellence in England — as another famous 
warrior has since been called. Not so great a 
Duke certainly was that first-named Prince as 
his party esteemed him, and surely not so bad a 
one as his enemies have painted him. A fleet 
cf transports speedily followed Prince William's 
general, bringing stores, and men, and money 
in plenty. 

The great man landed his. troops at Alexan- 
dria, on the Potomac River, and repaired to 
Annapolis, in Maryland, where he ordered the 
governors of the different colonies to meet him 
in council, urging them each to call upon their 
respective provinces to help the common cause 
in this strait. 

The arrival of the General and his little army 
caused a mighty excitement all through the 
provinces, and nowhere greater than at Castle- 
wood. Harry was off forthwith to see the troops 
under canvas at Alexandria. The sight of their 
lines delighted him, and the inspiring music of 
their fifes and drums. He speedily made ac- 
quaintance with the officers of both regiments ; 
he longed to join in the expedition upon which 
they were bound, and was a welcome guest at 
their mess. 

Madam Esmond was pleased that her sons 
should have an opportunity of eiijoying the so- 
ciety of gentlemen of good fashion from En- 
gland. She had no doubt their company was 
improving, that the English gentlemen were 
very different from the horse-racing, cock-fight- 
ing Virginian squires, with whom Master Harry 
would associate, and the lawyers, and pettifog- 
gers, and toad-eaters at the Lieutenant-Gover- 
nor's table. Madam Esmond had a veiy keen 
eye for detecting flatterers in other folks' houses. 



Against the little knot of official people at Will- 
iamsburg she was especially satirical, and had 
no patience with their etiquettes and squabbles 
for precedence. 

As for the company of the King's officers, 
Mr. Harry and his elder brother both smiled at 
their mamma's compliments to the elegance and 
propriety of the gentlemen of the camp. If the 
good lady had but known all, if she could but 
have heard their jokes and the songs which 
they sang over their wine and punch, if she 
could have seen the condition of many of them 
as they were carried away to their lodgings, she 
would scarce have been so ready to recommend 
their company to her sons. Men and officers 
swaggered the country round, and frightened 
the peaceful farm and village folk with their 
riot: the General raved and stormed against 
his troops for their disorder ; against the pro- 
vincials for their traitorous niggardliness; the 
soldiers took possession almost as of a conquered 
country, they scorned the provincials, they in- 
sulted the wives even of their Indian allies, who 
had come to join the English warriors upon their 
arrival in America, and to march with them 
against the French. The General was com- 
pelled to forbid the Indian women his camp. 
Amazed and outraged their husbands retired, 
and but a few months afterward their services 
were lost to him, when their aid would have 
been most precious. 

Some stories against the gentlemen of the 
camp Madam Esmond might have heard, hot 
she would have none of them. Soldiers would 
be soldiers, that every body knew; those offi- 
cers who came over to Castlewood on her son's 
invitation were most polite gentlemen, and such 
indeed was the case. The widow received them 
most graciously, and gave them the best sport 
the country afforded. Presently the General 
himself sent polite messages to the niistress of 
Castlewood. His father had served with hers 
under the glorious Marlborough, and Colonel 
Esmond's name was still known and respected 
in England. With her ladyship's permission. 
General Braddock would have the honor of 
waiting upon her at Castlewood, and paying his 
respects to the daughter of so meritorious an 
officer. 

If she had known the cause of Mr. Braddock*8 
politeness, perhaps his compliments would not 
have charmed Madam Esmond so much. The 
Commander-in-Chief held levees at Alexan- 
dria, and among the gentry of the country, who 
paid him their respects, were our twins of Cas- 
tlewood, who mounted their best nags, took 
with them their last London salts, and, with 
their two negro-boys, in smart liveries behind 
them, rode in state to wait upon the great man. 
He was sulky and angry with the provincial 
gentry, and scarce took any notice of the young 
gentlemen, only asking, casually, of his aid-de- 
camp at dinner, who the young Squire Gawkeys 
were in blue and gold and red waistcoats ? 

Mr. Dinwiddle, the Lieutenant-Governor of 
Virginia, the Agent from Pennsylvania, and a 
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fjw more gentlemen^ happened to be dining with 
liis Excellencj. "Oh!" says Mr. Dinwiddie, 
** those are the sons of the Princess Pocahon- 
tas/* on which, with a tremendous oath, the 
General asked, "Who the deuce was she?" 

Dinwiddie, wha did not love her, having in- 
deed undergone a hundred pertnesses from the 
imperious little lady, now gave a disrespectful 
and ridiculous account of Madam Esmond, made 
ineny with her pomposity and immense preten- 
sions, and entertained General Braddock with 
anecdotes regarding her, until his Excellency 
fell asleep. 

When he awoke Dinwiddie was gone, but the 
Philadelphia gentleman was still at table, deep 
in conversation with the officers there present. 
The General took up the talk where it had been 
left when he fell asleep, and spoke of Madam 
Essmond in curt, disrespectful terms, such as 
soldiers were in the habit of using in those days, 
and asking, again, what was the name of the old> 
fool about whom Dinwiddie had been talking ? 
He then broke into expressions of contempt and 
wrath against the gentry and the country in 
general. 

Mr. Franklin of Philadelphia repeated the 
widow's name, took quite a different view of 
her character from that Mr. Dinwiddie had 
pven, seemed to know a good deal about her, 
her father, and her estate ; as, indeed, he did 
about every man or subject which came under 
discussion ; explained to the'General that Mad- 
am Esmond had beeves, and horses, and stores 
in plenty, which might be very useful at the 
present juncture, and recommended him to con- 
ciliate her by all means. The General had al- 
ready mada up his mind that Mr. Franklin was a 
veiy shrewd, intelligent person, and graciously 
ordered an aid-de-camp to invite the two young 
men to the next day's dinner. When they ap- 
peared he wasxery pleasant and good-natnfed ; 
the gentlemen of the General's family i^ade 
much of them. They behaved, as became per- 
sons of their name, with modesty and good- 
breeding; they returned home delighted with 
their entertainment, nor was their mother less 
pleased at the civilities which his Excellency 
had shown to her boys. In reply to Braddock's 
message, Madam Esmond penned a billet in her 
best style, acknowledging his politeness, and 
begging his Excellency to fix the time when she 
might have the honor to receive him at Castle- 
wood. 

We may be sure that the arrival of the army 
and the approaching campaign formed the sub- 
ject of continued conversation in the Castle- 
wood family. To make the campaign was the 
dearest wish of Harry's life. He dreamed only 
of war and battle ; he was forever with the offi- 
cers at Williamsburg ; he scoured and cleaned 
and polished all the guns and swords in the 
house ; he renewed the amusements of his child- 
hood, and had the negroes under arms. His 
mother, who had a gallant spirit, knew that the 
time was come when one of her boys must leave 
her and serve the King. She scarce dared to 



think on whom the lot should fall. She ad- 
mired and respected the elder, but she felt that 
she loved the younger boy with all the passion 
of her heart. 

Eager as Harry was to be a soldier, and with 
all his thoughts bent on that glorious scheme, 
he, too, scarcely dared to touch on the subject 
nearest his heart. Once or twice when he ven- 
tured on it with George, the latter's countenance 
wore an ominous look. Hariy had a feudal at- 
tachment for his elder brother, worshiped him 
with an extravagant regard, and in all things 
gave way to him as the chief. So Harry saw, 
to his infinite terror, how George, too, in his 
grave way, was occupied with military matters. 
George had the wars of Eugene and Marl- 
borough down from his. book-shelves ; all the 
military books of his grandfather, and the most 
warlike of Plutarch's Lives. He and Dempster 
were practicing with the foils again. The old 
Scotchman was an adept in the military art, 
though somewhat shy of saying where he learn- 
ed it. 

Madam Esmond made her two boys the bear- 
ers of the letter in reply to his Excellency's 
message, accompanying her note with such 
large and handsome presents for the General's 
staff and the officers of the two Royal Regi- 
ments, as caused the General more than once 
to thank Mr. Franklin for having been the 
means of bringing this welcome ally into the 
camp. " Would n6t one of the young gentle- 
men like to see the campaign ?" the General 
asked. " A friend of theirs, who often spoke 
of them — Mr. Washington, who had been un- 
lucky in the affair of last year — had already 
promised to join him as aid-de-camp, and his 
Excellency would gladly take another young 
Virginian gentleman into his family." Harry's 
eyes brightened and his face flushed at this of- 
fer. *' He would like with all his heart to go !" 
he cried out. George said, looking hard at his 
younger brother, that one of them would be 
proud to attend his Excellency, while it would 
be the other's duty to take care of their mother 
at home. Harry allowed his senior to speak. 
His will was even still obedient to George's. 
However much he desired to go, he would not 
pronounce until George had declared himself. 
He longed so for the campaign that the actual 
wish made him timid. He dared not speak on 
the matter as he went home with George. They 
rode for miles in silence, or strove to talk ui>on 
indifierent subjects; each ki^owing what was 
passing in the other's mind, and afraid to bring 
the awful question to an issue. 

On their arrival at home the boys told their 
mother of General Braddock's offer. ** I knew 
it must happen," she said. '* At such a crisis 
in the country our family must come forward. 
Have you — have yon settled yet which of you 
is to leave me?" And she looked anxiously 
from one to another, dreading to hear either 
name. 

VThe youngest ought to go, mother. Of 
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coarse I ought to go !*' cries Hanr, turning yery 
red. 

*^ Of course he ought,** said Mrs. Mountain, 
^vho was present at their talk. 

** There ! Mountain says so ! I told yon 
so !'* again cries Hairy, with a sidelong look at 
George. 

"The head of the family ought to go, moth- 
er,*' says Geoiige, sadly. 

" No ! no ! you are ill, and hare nerer recor- 
ered your ferer. Ought he to go, Mountain ?** 

** You would make the best soldier — I know 
that, dearest Hal. Ton and George Washing- 
ton are great friends, and could travel well to- 
gether, and he does not care for me, nor I fur 
him, however much he is admired in the fam- 
ily. But, you see, *tis the law of Honor, my 
Harry.** (He here spoke to his brother .with 
a voice of extraordinary kindness and tender- 
ness.) **The grief I have had in this matter 
has been that I must refuse thee. I must go. 
Had Fate given you the benefit of that extra 
half hour of life which I have had before yon, 
it would have been your lot, and you would 
have claimed your right to go first — yon know 
you would.** 

" Yes, George,** said poor Harry, " I own I 
should.** 

** You will stay at home, and take care of 
Castlewood and our mother. If any thing hap- 
pens to me, you are here to fill my place. I 
would like to give way, my dear, as yon, I 
know, would lay down your life to serve me. 
But each of us must do his duty. What would 
our grandfather say if he were here ?*' 

The mother looked proudly at her two sons. 
" My papa would say that his boys were gentle- 
men,'* faltered Madam Esmond, and left the 
young men — not choosing, perhaps, to show the 
emotion which was filling her heart. It was 
speedily ^known among the servants that Mr. 
George was going on the campaign. Dinah, 
George's foster-mother, was loud in her lament- 
ations at losing him ; Phillis, Harry's old nurse, 
was as noisy because 'Master George, as usu- 
al, was preferred over Master Harry. Sady, 
George's servant, made preparations to follow 
his master, bragging incessantly of the deeds 
which he would do ; while Gumbo, Harry*s boy, 
pretended to whimper at being left behind, 
though, at home, Gumbo was any thing but a 
fire-eater. 

But, of all in the house, Mrs. Mountain was 
the most angry at George's determination to go 
on the campaign. She had no patience with 
him. He did not know what he was doing by 
leaving home. She begged, implored, insisted 
that he should alter his determination; and 
vowed that nothing but mischief would come 
from his departure. 

George was surprised at the pertinacity of the 
good lfldy*s opposition. ** I know, Mountain,** 
said he, ** that Harry would be the better sol- 
dier ; but, after oil, to go is my duty.** 

"To stay is your duty!" says Mountain, 
with a stamp of her foot. 



" Why, did not my mother own it when we 
talked of the matter just now T' 

*' Your mother !'* says Mrs. Mountain, with a 
most gloomy, sardonic laugh; ''your mother, 
my poor child !*' 

'^What is the meaning of that moomfal 
countenance, Mountain ?** 

'*It may be that your mother wishes you 
away, George!*' Mrs. Mountain continued, 
wagging her head. ** It may be, my poor, de- 
luded boy, that yon will find a father-in-law 
when you come back.'* 

"What in Heaven do yon mean?" cried 
George, the blood rushing into his face. 

" Do yon suppose I have no eyes, and can 
not see what is going on? I tell yon, child, 
that Colonel Washington wants a rich wife. 
When you are gone he will ask your mother to 
marry him, and yon will find him master here 
when you come back. This is why yon ought 
not to go away, you poor, unhappy, simple boy! 
Don't you see how fond she is of him? how 
much she makes of him? how she is alwavs 
holding him up to you, to Harry, to every body 
who comes here ?** 

**But he is going on the campaign, too,** 
cried George. 

"He is going on the marrying campaign, 
child !** insisted the widow. 

"Nay; General Braddock himself told mc 
that Mr. Washington had accepted the appoint- 
ment of aid-de-camp.** 

"An artifice! an artifice to blind you. my 
poor child!** cries Mountain. "He will be 
wounded and come back — ^you will see if he dues 
not. I have proofs of what I say to yon — proofs 
under his own hand — look here!** And she 
took from her pocket a piece of paper in Mr. 
Washington's well-known handwriting. 

"How came you by this paper?*' asked 
Ge6rge, turning ghastly pale. 

"I — I found it in the Major*s chamber!" 
says Mrs. Mountain, with a shamefaced look. 

" You read the private letters of a guest stay- 
ing in our house ?'* cried George. '* For shame ! 
I will not look at the paper I** And he flung it 
from him on to the fire before him. 

** I could not help it, George ; 'tuias by chance, 
I give you my word, by the merest chance. You 
know Grovemor Dinwiddie is to have the Ma- 
jor's room, and the state-room is got ready for 
Mr. Braddock, and we are expecting ever so 
much company, and I had to take the things 
which the Major leaves here — he treats the house 
just as if it was his own already — into his new 
room, and this half-sheet of paper fell out of 
his writing-book, and I just gave one look at it 
by the merest chance, and when I saw what it 
was it was my duty to read it.** 

" Oh, you are a martyr to duty. Mountain !" 
George said, grimly. "I dare say Mrs. Blue- 
beard thought it was her duty to look through 
the key-hole." 

"I never did look through the key-hole, 
George. It's a shame you should sny so ! 1, 
who have watched, and tended, and nursed you 
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like a mother. Who hare ute ap 
whole weeks with yon in feiera, 
And carried jou from your bed to 
the M>fB in these amu. There, 
Sir, I doD't want jon there no*. 
My dear Mountain, indeed! — 
Don't tell met Yon Oj into a 
passion, and call namea, and 
woand my feelings, who bavo 
lored you like jonr mother — liko 
your mother? — I only hope abc 
may love you half as well. I sa,v 
you are aU ungrateful. My Mr. 
Monotain was a wretch, and ev- 
eiy ono of yon is as bad." 

There was but a smoalderiiii: 
log or two ia the fire-place, and 
nadoabt Moanlain saw that the 
paper was in do danger as it lay 
among the lahea, or she would 
have aeiied it at the risk of burn- 
ing her own fingers, and ere she 
littered the abore passionate de- 
fense of her conduct. Perhaps 
George was absorbed in hU dis- 
mal tbonghU) perhaps his jeal- 
oniy overpowered him, for he did 
not resist any further «bea she 
stooped down and picked up tbo paper. 

"Yon should thank jour iiars, child, that I 
sared the letter," cried she. " See ! here are 
his own words, in his great big handwriting like 
a clerk. It was not my fault ihaC he wrote 
them, or that I found them. Read for yonreelf, 
I say, George Warrington, and be thankful that 
your poor dear old Mounty is watching over 

Every word and letter apon the nnlucky paper 
was perfectly clear. George's eyes could not 
help tailing in the contents of the document be- 
fore him. "Not a won! of this. Mountain," 
he said, giving her a frightful look. ' I^ — I will 
retnm Ibis paper to Mr. Washington." 

Mountain was scared at his face, at the idea 
of what she had done, and what might ensue- 
When hi* mother, with alarm in her connte- 
nance, asked bim at dinner what ailed him that 
he looked BO psie? "Do joa suppose, mad- 
am," says he, filling himself a great bumper 
of wine, "that to leave such a tender mother 
as yon does not cause me cruel grief?" 

The good lady conid not anderHand hii 
word*, hi> stnnge, fierce looks, and stranger 
langhter. He bantered all at the table called 
to the servants and laughed at them, and dnnk 
more and more. Each time the door was open- 
ed be tnmed toward it: and so did Mountain, 
with a goilty notion that Mr. Washington would 
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tiewood was set out with the greatest splendor ; 
and Madam Esmond annyed herself in a much 
more magnificent dress than she was accus- 
tomed to wear. Indeed, she wished to do 
evecy honor to her guest, and to make the eit- 
tertaintnent — which, in reality, was a sad one 
to her — as pleasant as might be for her com- 
pany. The General's new aid-de-camp was 
the first to arrive. The widow received him 
in the covered gallery before the house. He 
dismounted at the steps, and his servants led 
away his horses lo tbe well known quarter!. 
No young gentleman in the colony was better 
monnled or a better honeinan than Mr. Wash- 

For a while, ere the Major retired to divest 
himself of his riding-boots, he and his hostess 
paced the gallery in talk. She had much to say 
to him ; she had to hear fivm him a confirma- 
tion of his own appointment as aid-de-camp to 
GonersI Braddock, and (o speak of her son's ap- 
proaching departure. The negro servants, bear- 
ing the dishes for the approaching fesst, were 
pe&sing perpetually u they talked. They de- 
scended the steps down to the rough lawn in 
front of the house, and paced a while in the 
shade. Mr. Washington announced his Excel- 
lency's speedy approach, with Mr. Franklin of 
Pennsylvania in his coach. 

This Mr. Franklin had been a common print- 
er's boy, Mrs. Esmond had heard ; a pretty pass 
things were coming to when such persons rode 
in the coach of the Commander-in-Chief! Mr. 
Washington ^said, a tnore shrewd and sensible 
gentleman never rode in coach or walked on 
foot. Mrs. Esmond thought the Major was too 
liberally disposed toward this gentleman ; hut 
Mr. Washington stoutly maintained, against tbe 
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iridow, that the printer wu a moit ingenious, 
uuful, and meritoriodj man. 

"I am glad, at least, that, aa mj bojia going 
to make the campaign, lie nil] not be with trades- 
men, bat with KOD^emen — with gentlemen of 
honor and fiuhion," saya Madam Gamond, in 
her moat alalelj manner. 

Hr. WMhington had aeen the gentlemen of 
honor and faahion over their cupa, and perhaps 
thought that all their aayingi and doinR* were 
not preciiely aoch aa would tend to instruct or 
sdifya young manonhiienCrance into life; bni 
he wiaely choae to tell no taUa out of school, and 
said that Harry and Gieorge, now they were com- 
ing into the world, mml take their ahare of good 
and bad, and hear what both sort! had to lay. 

"To be with a veteran officer of the fineet 
army in the world," faltered the widow ; " with 
genUemca who have been bred in the midst of 



the Conrt ; with fnenila of his Royal Highness, 
the Dnke— " 

The widow's friend only inclined hi* bead. 
He did not choose to allow his countenance to 
depart from its usual handaome grarity. 

" And with you, dear Colonel Washington, 
by whom my father always set such store. You 
don't know bow much he trusted in yon. Yon 
will take care of my boy, Sir, will not you? 
Yon Bie bat Ave years older, yet I tmst lo yon 
mora than to his seniors ; my father always told 
the children, I always bade them, to look np to 
Mr. Washington." 

"Yon know I would have done any thing to 
win Colonel Esmond's faior. Madam, how 
much would I not venture to merit his dangh- 
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the lowest courtesies. (Madam £8inond*B court- 
esy was considered unrivaled over the whole 
province.) "Mr. Washington," she said, "will 
he always sure of a mother's affection while he 
gires so much of his to her children.'* And so 
saying she gave him her hand, which he kissed 
with profound politeness. The little lady pres- 
ently re-entered her mansion, leaning upon the 
tall young officer's arm. Here they were joined 
by Geoiige, who came to them, accurately pow- 
dered and richly attired, saluting his parent and 
his friend alike with low and respectful bows. 
Nowadays a young man walks into his moth- 
er's room with hobnailed high-lows, and a wide- 
awake on his head ; and instead of making her 
a bow, puf& a cigar into her face. 

But George, though he made the lowest pos- 
sible bow to Mr. Washington and his mother, 
was by no means in good-humor with either of 
them. A polite smile played round the lower 
part of hb countenance, while watchfulness and 
wrath glared out from the two upper windows. 
What had been said or done ? Nothing that 
might not have been performed or uttered be- 
fore the most decent, polite, or pious company. 
Why, then, should Madam Esmond continue to 
blush, and the brave Colonel to look somewhat 
red, as he shook his young friend's hand? 

The- Colonel asked Mr. George if he had 
had good sport? ''No,'* says George, curt- 
ly. " Have you ?** And then he looked at 
the picture of his father, which hung in the 
parlor. 

The Colonel, not a talkative man ordinarily, 
straightway entered into a long description of 
his sport, and described where he had been in 
the morning, and what woods he had hunted 
with the king's officers — how many birds they 
had shot, and what game they had brought 
down. Though not a jocular man ordinarily, 
the Colonel made a long description of Mr. 
Braddock's heavy person and great boots, as he 
floundered through the Virginian woods, hunt- 
ing, as they called it, with a pack of dogs gath- 
ered from various houses, with a pack of ne- 
groes barking as loud as the dogs, and actually 
shooting the deer when they came in sight of 
him. *' Great God, Sir I*' says Mr. Braddock, 
puffing and blowing, '* what would Sir Robert 
have said, in Norfolk, to see a man hunting 
with a fowling-piece in his hand, and a pack of 
dogs actually laid on to a turkey !*' 

'* Indeed, Colonel, you are. vastly comical 
this afternoon 1** cries Madam Esmond, with a 
neat little laugh, while her son listened to the 
story, looking more gkun than ever. '' What 
Sir Robert is there at Norfolk ? I^ he one of 
the newly-arrived army gentlemen ?^* 

*' The General meant Norfolk at home, mad- 
am, not Norfolk in Virginia," said Colonel 
Washington. ** Mr. Braddock had been talk- 
ing of a visit to Sir Robert Walpole, who lived 
in that county, and df the great hunts the old 
minister kept there, and of his grand palace, 
and his pictures at Houghton. I should like to 
see a good field and a good fox-chase at home 



better than any sight in the world,*' the honest 
sportsman added, with a sigh. 

" Nevertheless there is good sport here, as I 
was saying,'* said young Esmond, with a sneer. 

" What sport ?** cries the other, looking at 
him. 

" Why, sure you know, without looking at me 
so fiercely, and stamping your foot, as if you 
were going to charge me with the foils. Are 
you not the best sportsman of the country-side ? 
Are there not all the fish of the field, and the 
beasts of the trees, and the fowls of the sea — no 
— the fish of the trees, and the beasts of the sea 
— and the — bah I You know what I mean. I 
mean shad, and salmon, and rock-fish, and roe- 
deer, and hogs, and buffaloes, and bisons, and 
elephants, for what I know. I'm no sportsman.** 

''No, indeed," said Mr. Washington, with a 
look of scarcely suppressed scorn. 

" Yes, I understand you. I am a milksop. 
I have been bred at my mamma's knee. Look 
at these pretty apron-strings, Colonel! Who 
would not like to be tied to them ? See of 
what a charming color they are ! I remember 
when they were black — that was for my grand- 
father." 

" And who would not mourn for such a gen- 
tleman ?** said the Colonel, as the wido^, sur- 
prised, looked at her son. 

"And, indeed, I wish my grandfather were 
here, and would r^urge, as he promises to do 
on his tombstone, and would bring my father, 
the Ensign, with him." 

"Ah, Harry!" cries Mrs. Esmond, bursting 
into tears, as at this juncture her second sou 
entered the room, in just such another suit — 
gold-corded frock, braided waistcoat, silver-hilt- 
ed sword, and solitaire — as that which his elder 
brother wore. * * Oh, Harry, Harry !" cries Mad* 
am Esmond, and flies to her younger son. 

" What is it, mother ?** asks Harry, taking her 
in his arms. " What is the matter. Colonel ?" 

" Upon my life, it would puzzle me to say,'* 
answered the Colonel, biting his lips. 

"A mere question, Hal, about pink ribbons, 
which I think vastly becoming to our mother ; 
as, no doubt, the Colonel does.*' 

" Sir, will you please to speak for yourself?** 
cried the Colonel, bustling up, and then sinking 
his voice again. 

" He speaks too much for himself," wept the 
widow. 

" I protest I don't anymore know the source 
of these tears than the source of the Nile," said 
George ; " and if the picture of my father were 
to begin to cry, I should almost as much won- 
der at the paternal tears. What have I utter- 
ed ? An allusion to ribbons ! Is there some 
poisoned pin in them, which has been stuck into 
my mother's heart by a guilty fiend of a London 
mantua-maker ? I professed to wish to be led 
in these lovely reins all my life long." And he 
turned a pirouette on his scarlet heels. 

" George Warrington, what devil's dance are 
you dancing now ?" asked Harry, who loved his 
mother, who loved Mr. Washington, but who, 
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of all creatures, loTed and admired his brother 
George. 

** My dear child, jovl do not understand danc- 
ing — ^you care not for the politer arts — ^jou can 
get no more music out of a spinnet than by pull- 
ing a dead hog by the ear. By nature you were 
made for a man — a man of war — ^I do not mean 
a seventy-four, Colonel Greorge, like that hulk 
which hrought the hulking Mr. Braddock into 
our river. His Excellency, too, is a man of 
warlike turn, a follower of the sports of the 
field. I am a milksop, as I have had the honor 
to say." 

" You never showed it yet. You beat that 
great Maryland man, who was twice your size," 
breaks out Hany. 

*' Under compulsion, G^rge. 'Tis tupto, my 
lad, or else 'tis tuptomai, as thy breech well knew 
when we followed school. But 1 am of a quiet 
turn, and would never lift my hand to pull a 
trigger — no, nor a nose, nor any thing but a 
rose." And here he took and handled one of 
Madam Esmond's bright pink apron ribbons. " I 
hate sporting, which you and the Colonel love ; 
and I want to shoot nothing alive — not a tur- 
key, nor a titmouse, nor an ox, nor an ass, nor 
any thing that has ears. Those curls of Mr. 
Washington's are prettily powdered." 

The militia colonel, who had been oiTended 
by the first part of the talk, and very much puz- 
cled by the last, had taken a modest draught 
from the great china bowl of apple toddy which 
stood to welcome the guests in this as in all 
Virginia houses, and was further cooling him- 
self by pacing the balcony in a very stately 
manner. 

Again almost reconciled with the elder, the^ 
appeased mother stood giving a hand to each 
of her sons. George put his disengaged hand 
on Harry's shoulder. ** I say one thing, George," 
says he, with a flushing face. 

*^ Say twenty things, Don Enrico," cries the 
other. 

**If you are not fond of sporting and that, 
and don't care for killing game and hunting, 
being cleverer than me, why shouldst thou not 
stop at home and be quiet, and let me go out 
with Colonel George and Mr. Braddock — that's 
what I say," says Harry, delivering himself of 
his speech. 

The widow looked eagerly from the dark- 
haired to the fair-haired boy. She knew not 
from which she would like to part. 

** One of our family must go because honneur 
oblige, and my name being number one, number 
one must go first," says George. 

"Told you so," said poor Harry. 

"One most stay, or who is to look after 
mother at home ? We can not afford to be both 
scalped by Indians or fricasseed by French." 

"Fricasseed by French," cries Harry, "the 
best troops of the world ! Englishmen I I 
should like to see them fricasseed by the French I 
What a mortal thrashing you will give them !" 
and the brave lad sighed to think he should not 
be present at the battue. 



George sate down to the harpsichord and 
played and sang " Ma&rook s^en va fen gtterrt 
Mironton mironton mirontainey^ at the sonnd of 
which music the gentleman from the balcony 
entered. " I am playing * God save the King,' 
Colonel, in compliment to the new expedition."* 

" I never know whether thou art laughing or 
in earnest," said the simple gentleman, "but 
surely methinks that is not the air." 

George performed ever so many trills and 
quavers upon his harpsichord, and their guest 
watched him, wondering, perhaps, that a gen- 
tleman of Greorge's condition could set himself 
to such an effeminate business. Then the Col- 
onel took out his watch, saying that His Excel- 
lency's coach would be here almost immediate- 
ly, and asking leave to retire to his apartment, 
and put himself in a fit condition to appear be- 
fore her Ladyship's company. 

" Colonel Washington knows the way to his 
room pretty well !" said George, from the harp- 
sichord, looking over his shoulder, but never 
offering to stir. 

"Let me show the Colonel to his chamber," 
cried the widow, in great wrath, and sailed out 
of the apartment, followed by the enraged and 
bewildered Colonel, as Greorge continued crash- 
ing among the keys. Her high-spirited guest 
felt himself insulted, he could hardly say how ; 
he was outraged, and he could not speak; he 
was almost stitfing with anger. 

Harry Warrington remarked their friend's 
condition. "For Heaven's sake, George, what 
does this all mean?" he asked his brother. 
" Why shouldn't he kiss her hand ?" (George 
had just before fetched out his brother from 
their library, to watch this harmless salute.) 
"I tell you it is nothing but common kind- 
ness." 

"Nothing but common kindness!" shrieked 
out George. "Look at that, Hal! Is that 
common kindness?" and he showed his junior 
the unlucky paper over which he had been 
brooding for some time. It was but a fragment, 
though the meaning was indeed clear without 
the preceding text 

The paper commenced **t9 older than nty- 

aelfy but /, offainy am older than my years ; and 
you know, dear brother, have ever been considered 
a sober person. All children are better Jar a /it- 
therms superintendence, and her two, I trust, will 
find in me a tender fiiend and guardian." 

'^ Friend and guardian I Curse him ! " shriek- 
ed out Greorge, clenching his fists — ^and his broth- 
er read on : 

" .... The flattering offer which General Brad' 
doclc hath made me will, of course, oblige me to 
postpone this m€Uter until after the' campaign. 
When we have given the French a sufficient drtUt- 
bmg, I shall return to repose under my own vine 
and fig-tree.^ 

"He means Castlewood. These are his vines," 
Greorge cries again, shaking his fist at the creep- 
ers sunning themselves on the wall. 

" Under my own vine and fig-tree ; where 

I hope soon to present my dear brother to his new 
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(iifer-tn-iw. Sht hai a prelly ScripUtre name, 

ichich it " — and here \hv documeDt ended. 

"Which is Ruhel,'' George wenl on, bitter- 
ly. " Bachel is bj no means weeping for her 
children, and hu ereij desire to be comlbned. 
Now, Hairy! Lei na op itaira at once, kneel 
down aa becomes ns, and aa;, ■ Dear papa, wel- 
come to yoQT house of Caiiletvood.' " 



CHAPTER rx. 

HOSPITALITIES. 

Hia ExciLLESCT the CommandeT-in-Chier 
set forth to paj hig visit to Madam Esmond 
in aacli a Mate and splendor as became the 
first personaf^ in all hia Majesty's colonies, 
pluDlations, and possession! of North America. 
HU guard of disgoons preceded him out of 
Williiimabiii:g In the midst of an immense shout- 
ing and yelling of a loyal, and principally negro 
popnlatioa. The General rode in his Own coach. 
Captain Talmadge, hia Excellency's Master of 
the Horse, attended him at the door of the pon- 
derous emblazoned vehicle, and riding by the 
side of the carriage daring the joamey from 
Williamsbarg to Madam Eamond's bouse. Ma- 
jor Dknvers, aid-de-camp, late in the front of 
the carriage with the little postmaster from 
Philadelphia, Mr. Franklin, who, printer's boy 
as he had been, was a wonderful ahrewd per- 
■oQ, as his EzcelleDcy and the gentlemen of his 
timily were fain Co acknowledge, hariagaqaan- 
tity of the most cnrione information respecting 
the colony, and r^^acding England too, whereM: 
Franklin had been more than once. '"Twas 
extiBordinaiy how a person oftnch humble ori- 
gin should have acquired snch avariety of learn- 
ing and such a politeness of breeding, too, Mr. 



The poBtmiater bowed, said it hod been his 
occauonal good fortune to fall into the company 
of ifentiemen like his Excellency, and that he 
bad taken advantage of his opponanily to study 
their honors' manners, and adapt himself to 
them as far as he might. As for education, he 
could not boast much of that — his father being 
a Bliaitened circumslaccea, and the advant- 
ages sniall in his native country of New En- 
gland : but he had done to the ntmost of his 
power, and gathered what he could — he knew 
nothing like what they had in England. 

Mr. Rraddock burst out laughing, and said, 
" As for education, there were gentlemen of the 
army, by George, who didn't know whether thev 
should spell bull with two b's or one. He had 
heard the Duke of Marlborough was no special 
good penman. He had not the honor of serv- 
ing under that noble commander — his Grace 
was before his time — but he thrashed the French 
soundly, although he was no scholar." 

Mr. 'Franklin said he was aware of both those 
facts. 

"Nor is my Duke a scholar," wenl on Mr. 
Braddock — "aha, Mr. tostma^ter, you have 
heard that, too^ — I see by the wink in your eye." 

Mr. Franklin instunity withdrew the obnox- 
ious or satirical wink in his eye, and looked in 
the Genenil's jolly round face with a pair of 
orbs as inQocealasababy's. " He's no scholar, 
but he is a match for any French general that 
ever swallowed the English for fricast^e rfe crxt- 
jiaud. He saved the crown for the best of kings, 
his royal father, his Most Gracions Majesty King 
George." 

Off went Mr. Franklin's hai, and Irom his 
large buckled wig escaped a great halo of pow- 

"He is the soldier's best friend, and has been 
the uncompromising enemy of all beggarly red- 
■hankcd Scotch rebels and inltigning Komish 
Jesuits who would take our liberty from us, and 
our religion by George. His royal highness, 
my gracious niasler, is not a scholar neither, 
but he is one of the finest gentlemen in iha 

" I have seen his royal bigbnesa on horse- 
back, at a review of the Guards, in Hyde I'art," 
says Mr. Franklin. "The Duko is indeed a 
very line gentlemau on boraeback." 

"You shell drink hia. health to-day. Post- 
master. He is the beat of masters, the best of 
friends, the heat of aona to hia royal old blher; 
the best of gentlemen that ever wore an epaulet." 

" Epaolets are quite oot of my way. Sir," 
says Mr. Franklin, Innghing. "You know I 
live in a Quaker city. " 

' ' Of cotirse they are out of your way, ray 
good friend. Every man to his business. You, 
and gentlemen of your class, to your books, and 
welcome. We don't forbid yon ; we encourage 
you. We, to fight the enemy and govern the 
country. Hey, gentlemen? Lord! whalroads 
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you have in this colony, and how this con- 
founded coach plunges! Who have we here, 
with the two negro boys in livery? He rides 
R good gelding." 

**It is Mr. Washington," says the aid-de- 
camp. 

*' I would like him for a corporal of the Horse 
Grenadiers," said the General. **He has a 
good figure on a horse. He knows the country, 
loo, Mr. Franklin.'* 

"Yes, indeed." 

"And is a monstrous genteel young man, 
considering the opportunities he has had. I 
hhould have thought he had the polish of Eu- 
rope, by George I should." 

** He does his best," says Mr. Franklin, look- 
ing innocently at the stout chief, the exemplar 
of English elegance, who sat swagging from one 
side to the other of the carriage, his face as scar- 
let as his coat — ^swearing at every other word ; 
ignorant on every point off parade, except the 
merits of a bottle and the looks of a woman ; 
not of high birth, yet absurdly proud of his no- 
ancestry; brave, as a bull-dog; savage, lustful, 
prodigal, generous ; gentle in soft moods ; easy 
of love and laughter ; dull of wit ; utterly un- 
read ; believing his country the first in the 
world, and he as good a gentleman as any in it. 
"Yes, he is mighty well for a provincial, upon 
my word. He was beat at Fort What-d*ye-call- 
nm last year, down by the Thingamy river. 
What's the name on't, Talmadge ?" 

"The Lord knows, Sir,** says Talmadge; 
"and I dare say the Postmaster, too, who is 
laughing at us both." 

"Oh Captain!" 

"Was caught in a regular trap. He had 
only militia and Indians with him. Good-day, 
Mr. Washington. A pretty nag, Sir. That 
was your first affair last year." 

"That at Fort Necessity? Yes, Sir," said 
the gentleman, gravely saluting as he rode up, 
followed by a couple of natty negro grooms, in 
smart livery coats and velvet hunting-caps. ''I 
began ill. Sir, never having been in action un- 
til that unlucky day." 

"You were all raw levies, my good fellow. 
You should have seen our militia run from the 
Scotch, and be cursed to them. You should 
have had some troops with you." 

"Your Excellency knows *tis my passionate 
desire to see and serve with them," said Mr. 
Washington. 

"By George we shall try and gratify you, 
Sir," said the General, with one of his usual 
huge oaths ; and on the heavy carriage rolled 
toward Castlewood; Mr. Washington asking 
leave to gallop on ahead, in order to announce 
his Excellency's speedy arrival to the lady there. 

The progress of the Commander-in-Chief was 
80 slow that several humbler persons who were 
invited to meet his Excellency came up with 
his carriage, and, not liking to pass the great 
man on the road, formed quite a procession in 
the dusty wake of his chariot-wheels. First 
came Mr. Dinwiddle, the Lieutenant-Governor 



of his Majesty's province, attended by his negro 
servants, and in company of Parson Broadbent, 
the jolly Williamsburg chaplain. These were 
presently joined by little Mr. Dempster, the young 
gentleman's schoolmaster, in his great Ramillies 
wig, which he kept for occasions of state. Anon 
appeared Mr. Laws, the judge of the court, with 
Madam Laws on a pillion behind him, and their 
negro man carrying a box containing her lady- 
ship's cap, and bestriding a mule. The proces- 
sion looked so ludicrous, that Major Danvers 
and Mr. Franklin espying it, laughed outright, 
though not so loud as to disturb his Excellency, 
who was asleep by this time, bade the whole of 
this queer rear-guard move on, and leave the 
Commander-in-Chief and his es<!ort of Dragoons 
to follow at their leisure. There was room for 
all at Castlewood when they came. There was 
meat, drink, and the best tobacco for his JViajes- 
ty's soldiers, and laughing and jollity for the ne- 
groes, and a plenteous welcome for their mas- 
ters. 

The honest General required to be helped to 
most dishes at the table, and more than once, 
and was forever holding out his glass for drink ; 
Nathan's sangaree he pronounced to be excel- 
lent, and had drunk largely of it on arriving 
before dinner. There was cider, ale, brandy, 
and plenty of good Bordeaux wine, some which 
Colonel Esmond himself had brought home with 
him to the colony, and which was fit for jHm- 
ieeficis cctnis, said little Mr. Dempster, with a 
wink to Mr. Broadbent, the cleigyman of the 
adjoining parish. Mr. Broadbent returned the 
wink and nod, and drank the wine without car- 
ing about the Latin, as why should he, never 
having hitherto troubled himself about the lan- 
guage ? Mr. Broadbent was a gambling, guz- 
zling, cock-fighting divine, who had passed much- 
time in the Fleet prison, at Newmarket, at 
Hockley in the Hole ; and having gone of all 
sorts of errands for his friend Lord Cinqbars, 
Lord Ringwood's son (my lady Cinqbars's wait- 
ing-woman being Mr. B.'s mother — ^I daresay, 
the modem reader had best not be too particu- 
lar regarding Mr. Broadbent's father's pedigree), 
had been of late sent out to a church-living in 
Virginia. He and young George had fought 
many a match of cocks together, taken many a 
roe in company, hauled in countless quantities 
of shad and salmon, slain wild geese and wild 
swans, pigeons and plovers, and destroyed myr- 
iads of canvas-backed ducks. It was said by 
the envious that Broadbent was the midnight 
poacher on whom Mr. Washington set his dogs, 
and whom he caned by the river side at Mount 
Vernon. The fellow got away from his captor's 
grip, and scrambled to his boat in the dark ; but 
Broadbent was laid up for two Sundays after- 
ward, and when he came abroad again bad the 
evident remains of a black eye and a new col- 
lar to his coat. All the games at the cards had 
George Esmond and Parson Broadbent played 
together, besides hunting all the birds in the 
air, the beasts in the forest, and the fish of the 
sea. Indeed, when the boj-s rode together to 
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get their reading with Mr. Dempster, I suspect 
that Hariy staid behind and took lessons from 
the other professor of European learning and 
accomplishments — George going his own way, 
reading his own books, and, of coarse, telling 
no tales of his yoanger brother. 

All the birds of the Virginia air, and all the 
fish of the sea in season were here laid on Mad- 
am Esmond's board to feed his Elxcellency and 
the rest of the English and American gentle- 
men. The gumbo was declared to be perfection 
(young Mr. George's black servant was named 
after this dish, being discovered behind the 
door with his head in a bowl of this delicious 
hotch-potch by the late Colonel^ and grimly 
christened on the spot), the shad were rich and 
fresh, the stewed terrapins were worthy of Lon- 
don aldermen — ^before Creorge, he would like the 
Duke himself to taste them, his Excellency 
dei^ed to say — and, indeed, stewed terrapins 
are worthy of any duke or even emperor. The 
negro women have a genius for coojcery, and in 
Castlewood kitchens there were adepts in the art 
brought up under the keen eye of the late and 
the present Madam Esmond. Certain of the 
dishes, especially the sweets &nd. Jiansj Madam 
Esmond prepared herself with great neatness 
and dexterity ; carving several of the principal 
pieces, as the kindly cumbrous fashion of the 
day was, putting up the laced lappets of her 
sleeves, and showing the prettiest round arms 
and small hands and wrists as she performed 
this ancient rite of a hospitality not so languid 
as ours. The old law of the table was that the 
mistress was to press her guests with a decent 
eagerness, to watch and see whom she could en- 
courage to fiuther enjoyment, to know culinary 
anatomic secrets, and execute carving opera- 
tions upon fowls, fish, game, joints of laeett, and 
* so forth ; to cheer her guests to fresh efforts, to 
whisper her neighbor, Mr. Braddock : " I have 
kept for your Excellency the jowl of this sal- 
mon. — ^I will take no denial ! Mr. Franklin, 
you drink only water. Sir, though our cellar has 
wholesome wine which gives no headaches. — 
Mr. Justice, you love wood-cock pie ?" 

(< Because I know who makes the pastry,*' 
says Mr. Laws, the Judge, with a profound 
bow. *' I wish, Madam, we had such a happy 
knack of pastry at home as you have at Castle- 
wood. I often say to my wife, *My dear, I 
wish you had Madam Esmond's hand.' " 

<*It is a very pretty hand; I am sure others 
would like it too," says Mr. Postmaster of Bos- 
ton — ^at which remark Mr. Esmond looks but 
half-pleased at the little gentleman. 

" Such a hand for a light pie-crust," contin- 
ues the Judge, "and my service to you, Mad- 
am.*' And he thinks the widow can not but 
be propitiated by this compliment. She says 
simply that she had lessons when she was at 
home in England for her education, and that 
there were certain dishes which her mother 
taught her to make, and which her father and 
s>ons both liked. She was very glad if they 
pleased her company. More such remarks fol- 



low : more dishes ; ten times as much meat as 
is needful for the company. Mr. Washington 
does not embark in the general conversation 
much, but he and Mr. Talmadge, and Major 
Danvers, and the Postmaster, are deep in talk 
about roads, rivers, conveyances, sumpter-horses, 
and artillery train ; and the provincial militia 
Colonel has bits of bread laid at intervals on the 
table before him, and stations marked out, on 
which he has his finger, jind regarding which he 
is talking to his brother aids -de -camp, till a 
negro-servant, changing the courses, brushes 
off the Potomac with a napkin, and sweeps up 
the Ohio in a spoon. 

At the end of dinner, Mr. Broadbent leaves 
his place and walks up behind the Lieuten- 
ant-Governor's chair, where he says Grace, re- 
turning to his seat and resuming his knife and 
fork when this work of devotion is over. And 
now the sweets and puddings are come, of which 
I can give you a list, if you like; but what 
young lady cares for the puddings of to-day, 
much more for those which were eaten a hun- 
dred years ago, and which Madam Esmond had 
prepajred for her guests with so much neatness 
and skill ? Then, the table being cleared, Na- 
than, her chief manager, lays a glass to every 
person, and fills his mistress's. Bowing to the 
company, she says she drinks but one toast, but 
knows how heartily all the gentlemen present 
will join her. Then she calls "His Majesty," 
bowing to Mr. Braddock, who with his aids- 
de-camp and the colonial gentlemen all loyally 
repeat the name of their beloved and gracious 
Sovereign. And hereupon, having drunk her 
glass of wine and saluted all the company, the 
widow retires between a row of negro-servants, 
performing one of her very handsomest courte- 
sies at the door. 

The kind Mistress of Castlewood bore her part 
in the entertainment with admirable spirit, and 
looked so gay and handsome, and ^loke with 
such cheerfulness and courage to all her com- 
pany, that the few ladies who were present at 
the dinner could not but congratulate Madam 
Esmond upon the elegance of the feast, and es- 
pecially upon her manner of presiding at it. 
But they were scarcely got to her drawing-room 
when her artificial courage failed her, and she 
burst into tears on the sofa by Mrs. Laws's side, 
just in the midst of a compliment from that 
lady. ".Ah, Madam!" she said, "it may be 
an honor, as you say, to have the King's repre- 
sentative in my house, and our family has re- 
ceived greater personages than Mr. Braddock. 
But he comes to take one of my sons away from 
me. Who knows whether my boy will return, 
or how ? I dreamed of him last night as wound- 
ed, and quite white with blood streaming from 
his side. I would not be so ill-mannered as to 
let my grief be visible before the gentlemen ; 
but, my good Mrs. Justice, who has parted with 
children, and who has a mother's heart of her 
own, would like me none the better if mine 
were very easy this evening." 

The ladies administered such consolations ai 
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seemed proper or palatnblc to their hostegs, who 
tried not to give way farther to her melancholy, 
and remembered that she had other duties to 
perform before yielding to her own sad mood. 
**It will be time enongh, Madam, to be sorry 
when they are gone/' she said to the Justice's 
wife, her good neighbor. **My boy must not 
see me following him with a wistful face, and 
have our parting made more dismal by my weak- 
ness. It is good that gentlemen of his rank and 
station should show themselves where their coun- 
try calls them. That has always been the way 
of the Esmonds, and the same Power which 
graciously preserved my dear father through 
twenty great battles in the Queen's time, I trust 
and pray will watch over my son now his turn is 
come to do his duty." And now, instead of la- 
menting her fate, or farther alluding to it, I dare 
say the resolute lady sate down with her female 
friends to a pool of cards and a dish of coffee, 
while the gentlemen remained in the neighbor- 
ing parlor, still calling their toasts and drinking 
their wine. When one lady objected that these 
latter* were sitting rather long. Madam Esmond 
said : ** It would improve and amuse the boys to 
be with the English gentlemen. Such society 
was very rarely to be had in their distant prov- 
ince, and though their conversation sometimes 
was free, she was sure that gentlemen and men 
of fashion would have regard to the youth of 
her sons, an4 say nothing before them which 
young people should not hear." 

It was evident that the English gentlemen 
relished the good cheer provided for them. 
AVhile the ladies were yet at their cards, Na- 
than came in and whispered Mrs. Mountain, 
who at first cried out, " No I she would give no 
more — the common Bordeaux they might have, 
and welcome, if they still wanted more — ^but she 
would not give any more of the ColonePs." It 
appeared that the dozen bottles of particular 
claret had been already drunk up by the gentle- 
men, ** besides ale, cider. Burgundy, Lisbon, and 
Madeira," says Mrs. Mountain, enumerating the 
supplies. 

But Madam Esmond was for having no stint 
in the hospitality of the night. Mrs. Mountain 
was fain to bustle away with her keys to the sa- 
cred vault where the Colonel's particular Bor- 
deaux lay, surviving its master, who, too, had 
long passed underground. As they went on 
their journey, Mrs. Mountain asked whether 
any of the gentlemen had had too much ? Na- 
than thought Mister Broadbent was tipsy — he 
always tipsy ; he then thought the Greneral gen- 
tleman was tipsy ; and he thought Master George 
was a lilly drunk. 

'* Master George!" cries Mrs. Mountain, "why, 
he will sit for days without touching a drop." 

Nevertheless, Nathan persisted in his notion 
that Master Geoi^ge was a lilly drunk. He was 
always filling his glass, he had talked, he had 
sung, he had cut jokes, especially against Mr. 
Washington, which made Mr. Washington quite 
red and angry, Nathan said. "Well, well!" 
Mrs. Mountain cried, eagerl)^, "it was right a 



gentleman should make himself merry in gcol 
company, and pass the bottle along with hi» 
friends." Ani^ she trotted to the particular 
Bordeaux cellar with only the more alacrity. 

The tone of freedom and almost impertinence 
which young George Esmond had adopted of 
late days toward Mr. Washington had very 
deeply vexed and annoyed that gentleman. 
There was scarce half a dozen years' difference 
of age between him and the Castlewood twins ; 
but Mr. Washington had always been remark- 
ed for a discretion and sobriety much beyond 
his time of life, while the boys of Castlewood 
seemed younger than theirs. They had always 
been till now under their mother's anxious tu- 
telage, and had looked up to their neighbor of 
Mount Vernon as their guide, director, friend — 
as, indeed, almost every body seemed to do who 
came in contact with the simple and upright 
young man. Himself of the most scrupulous 
gravity and good-breeding, in his communica- 
tion with other folks he appeared to exact, or, 
at any rate, to occasion, the same behavior. 
His nature was above levity and jokes : they 
seemed out of place when addressed to him. 
He was slow of comprehending them, and they 
slunk, as it were, abashed out of his society. 
" He always seemed great to me," says Harry 
Warrington, in one of his letters, many yeare 
after the date of which we are writing, " and I 
never thought of him otherwise than of a hero. 
When he came over to Castlewood, and taught 
us boys surveying, to see him riding to hounds 
was as if he was charging an army. If he fired 
a shot, I thought the bird must come down ; and 
if he flung a net, the largest fish in the river 
were sure to be in it. His words were alwavs 
few, but they were always wise ; they were not 
idle, as our words are — they were grave, sober, 
and strong, and ready on occasion to do their 
duty. In spite of his antipathy to him, my 
brother respected and admired the General as 
much as I did — > that is to say, more than any 
mortal man." 

Mr. Washington was the first to leave the 
jovial party which were doing so much honor 
to Madam Esmond's hospitality. Young Greorge 
Esmond, who had taken his mother's place when 
she left it, had been free with the glass and with 
the tongne. He had said a score of things to 
his guest which wounded and chafed the latter, 
and to which Mr. Washington could give no re- 
ply. Angry beyond all endurance, he left the 
table at length, and walked away through the 
open windows into the broad veranda or porch 
which belonged to Castlewood, as to all Vir- 
ginian houses. * 

Hero Madam Esmond caught sight of her 
friend's tall frame as it strode up and down be- 
fore the windows ; and, the evening being warm, 
or her game over, she gave up her cards to one 
of the other ladies, and joii\,ed her good neigh- 
bor out of doors. He tried to compose his 
countenance as well as he could ; it was impos- 
sible that he should explain to his hostess ^vhy 
and with whom he was angry. 
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'* The gentlemen are long over their wine/* 
she said ; " gentlemen of the armj are always 
fond of it." 

** If drinking makes good soldiers, some yon^ 
der are distingoishing themselves greatly, mad- 
am," said Mr. Washington. , 

" And I dare say the General is at the head 
of his troops ?" 

*^ No doabt, no doubt, " answered the Colonel, 
who always received this lady's remarks, play- 
fal or serious, with a peculiar softness and kind- 
ness. ** But the General is the General, and it 
is not for me to make remarks on his Excellen- 
cy's doings at table or elsewhere. I think very 
likely that military gentlemen bom and bred at 
home are different from us of the colonies. We 
have such a hot sun that we need not wine to 
fire oar blood as they do. And drinking toasts 
seems a point of honor with them. Talmadge 
hiccoughed to me — I should say, whispered to me 
— just now, that an officer could no more re- 
fuse a toast than a challenge, and he said that 
it was after the greatest difficulty and dislike at 
first that he learned to drink. He has certain- 
ly overcome his difficulty with uncommon reso- 
lution." 

* * What, I wonder, can yon talk of for so many 
hours ?** asked the lady. 

" I don't think 1 can tell you all we talk of, 
madam, and I must not tell tales out of school. 
We talked about the war, and of the force Mr. 
ContrecoBur has, and how wo are to get at him. 
The General is for making the campaign in his 
coach, and makes light of it and the enemy. 
That we shall beat them, if we meet them, I 
trust there is no doubt." 

'* How can there be ?" says the lady, whose 
father had served under Marlborough. 

** Mr. Franklin, though he is only from New 
England,'* continued the gentleman, ** spoke 
l^reat good sense, and would have spoken more 
if the English gentlemen would let him ; but 
they reply invariably that we are only raw pro- 
vincials, and don't know what disciplined British 
troops can do. Had they not best hasten for- 
ward and make turnpike-roads, and have com.- 
fortable inns ready for his Excellency at the end 
of the day's march. * There's some sort of inns, 
I suppose,* says Mr. Dan vers, * not so comforta- 
ble as we have in England; we can't expect 
that.* 'No, you can't expect that,' says Mr. 
Franklin, who seems a very shrewd and face- 
tious person. He drinks his water, and seems 
to laugh at the Englishmen, though I doubt 
whether it is fair for a water-drinker to sit by 
and spy out the weaknesses of gentlemen over 
their wine." 

" And my boys ? I hope they are prudent ?** 
said the widow, lanng her hand on her guest's 
arm. '* Hany promised me, and when he gives 
his word I can trust him for any thing. George 
is always moderate. Why do you look so grave ?" 

" Indeed, to be firank with you, I do not know 
what has come over Grcorge in these last days," 
says Mr. Washington. "He has some griev- 
ance against me which I do not understand, and 



of which I don't care to ask the reason. He 
spoke to me before the gentlemen in a way 
which scarcely becaine him. We arc going the 
campaign together, and 'tis a pity we begin such 
ill friends." 

**He has been ill. He is always wild and 
wayward, and hard to understand. But he has 
the most affectionate heart in the world. You 
will bear with him, you will protect him — ^prom- 
ise me you will." 

"Dear lady, I will do so with ray life," Mr. 
Washington said, with great fervor. " You 
know I would lay it down cheerfully for you or 
any you love." 

" And my father's blessing and mine go with 
you, dear friend!" cried the widow, full of thanks 
and affection. 

As they pursued their conversation, they had 
quitted the porch under which they had first be- 
gun to talk, and where they could hear the laugh- 
ter and toasts of (he gentlemen over their wine, 
and were pacing a walk on the rough lawn be- 
fore the house. Young George Warrington, from 
his place at the head of the table in the dining- 
room, could see the pair as they passed to and 
fro, and had listened for some time past, and re- 
plied in a very distracted manner to the remarks 
of the gentlemen round about him, who were too 
much engaged with their own talk, and jokes, and 
drinking, to pay much attention to. their young 
host's behavior. Mr. Braddock loved a song aft- 
er dinner, and Mr. Danvers, his aid-de-camp, 
who had a fine tenor voice, was delighting his 
General with the latest ditty from Marybone 
Gardens, when George Warrington, jumping up, 
ran toward the window, and then returned and 
pulled his brother Harry by the sleeve, who sate 
with his back toward the window. 

" What is it ?" says Harry, who, for his part, 
was charmed too with the song and chorus. 

*' Come !" cried Greorge, with a stamp of his 
foot, and the younger followed obediently. 

"What is it?" continued George, with a bitter 
oath. " Don't you see what it is ? They were 
billing and cooing this morning ; they are bill- 
ing and cooing now before going to roost. Had 
we not better both go into the garden, and pay 
our duty to- our mamma and papa?" and he 
pointed to Mr. Washington, who was taking the 
widow's hand very tenderly in his. 

CHAPTER X. 

A ROT AFTERNOON. 

General Braddock and the other guests of 
Castlewood being duly consigned to their re- 
spective quarters, the boys retired to their own 
room, and there poured out to one another 
their opinions respecting the great event of the 
day. They would not bear such a marriage — 
no. Was the representative of the Marquises 
of Esmond to marry the younger son of a colo- 
nial family, who had been bred up as a land- 
surveyor ! Castlewood, and the boys at nine- 
teen years of age, handed over to the tender 
mercies of a step-father of three-and-twenty ! 
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I "Thot ire can, by GaorRe!" cries IImtv, 

pTBBping his brotber's hand, " and (hat we will. 
I too. I BBf , Georgy . . ." Here the lad'i (act 
I became ver; red, and ha brolhec asked bim 
' whet he would taj? 
; "This is vig turn, brother," Hanr pleaded. 

"Ifyoa go to tbe campai(pi, I on>;hI lo have the 
other affair. Indeed, indeed, I ought j" and 
he prayed for this hit of promotion. 

"Again the head of the house mnst take the 
id, my dear," George said, wiih a superb air. 
"If I fall, my Harry will avenge me. But I 
t fight Georf^ Waahington, Ual: and 'lis 
best I choald ; for, indeed, I hale him the 
rorst. Was it not he who counseled my mo- 
[ler lo order that wrelcb. Ward, to lay hands 
nme?" 



Oh, it was monetroaa! Harry was for going 
Biraighiway to his mother in her bed-room — 
where her black maidens wenj divesting her 
ladj'sliip of the simple jewels and Rneriea which 
she had assumed in compliment to tbe feast — 
protesting against the odious match, and an- 
nouncing that they would go home, live upon 
iheir liiile property there, and leave her forever, 
if tbe unnatural uniou took place. 

George advocated another way of Stop- 
ping it, and explained his plan to his ad- 
miring brother. "Our mother," he said, 
"can't marry a man with whom one or 
both of us has been oat on the field, and 
who has wounded us or killed ns, or whom 
wo have wonndcd or killed. Wo must 
have liim out, Hatiy." 

Harry taw the profonnd trath convey- 
ed in George's statement, and admired 
his brother's immense sagacity. "No, 
George," says bo, "you are right. Mo- 
ther c:iu'C marry oar murderer ; she won't 
lie as hod as that. And if we pink him, 
he is done for. ' Cndil qwrtiio,' oi Mr. 
Dempster nsod to sny. Shall I send my 
lioy with a challeago lo Colonel George 
now?" 

"My dear Hany," the elder replied. 
thinking with some complacency of his af- 
fair of honor at Quebec, "you are not ac- 
customed to alfuirs of this sort." 

"Ko," owned Harry, wilh a sigh, look- 
ing with envy and admirolion on his sen- 

*'We can't insnlt a gentleman in onr 
own house," continued George, with great 
. majesty, "the laws of honor forbid such 
inhospitable treatment. But, Sir, we can 
ride out with him, and, as soon as Ihc 
park gates are closed, we can lell bttn our 



Vou can't order remembmnce oat of a 

's mind ; and a wrong that whs a wrong 

yesterday must be a wrong to-morrow. I never, 

of my knowledge, did one to any man, and I 

□ever wilt sulTer one, if I can help it. I thinb 

very ill of Mr. Ward, but I don't think so badly 

of hint 06 to suppose be will ever forgive thee 

that blow with the ruler. Colonel Washington 

our enemy, mine especially. He baa advised 

le wrong against me, and ho meditates agreal- 

I tctt you brother, we must punish him." 

Tho gmndsiro's old Boordoanx had set 
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Gtorgc^'s ordinarily pale countenance into a 
flame. Harrjr, his brother*8 fondest worshiper, 
conld not but admire Geoi:ge*s haughty bearing 
and rapid declamation, and prepared himself, 
with his usual docility, to follow his chief. So 
the hoys went to their beds, the elder conyeying 
fipecial injunctions to his junior to be civil to all 
the guests so long as they remained under the 
maternal roof on the morro^. 

Good manners and a repugnance to telling 
tales oat of school, forbid us from saying which 
of Madam Esmond's gnests was the first to fall 
under the weight of her hospitality. The re- 
spectable descendants of Messrs. Talmadge and 
DauTers, aids-de-camp to his Excellency, might 
not care to hear how their ancestors were intoxi- 
cated a hundred years ago ; and yet the gentle- 
men themselres took no shame in the fact, and 
there is little doubt they or their comrades were 
tipsy twice or thrice in the week. Let us fancy 
them reeling to bed, supported by sympathizing 
negroes ; and their vinous General, too etout a 
toper to have surrendered himself to a half-dozen 
bottles of Bordeaux, conducted to his chamber 
by the young gentlemen of the house, and 
speedily sleeping the sleep which friendly Bac- 
chas gives. The good lady of Castlewood saw 
the condi|ion of her gnests without the least sur- 
) rise or horror ; and was up early in the morning, 
providing cooling drinks fur their hot palates, 
which the servants carried to their respective 
chambers. At breakfast, one of the English 
ufflcers rallied Mr. Franklin, who took no wine 
stt all, and therefore refused the morning cool 
draught of toddy, by showing how the Philadel- 
phia gentleman lost two pleasures, the drink and 
the toddy. The young fellow said the disease 
was pleasant and the remedy delicious, and 
laaghingly proposed to continue repeating them 
both. The Genorars new American aid-de- 
camp, Colonel Washington, was quite sober and 
serene. The British officers vowed they must 
take him in hand and teach him what the ways 
of the English army were ; but the Virginian 
Kcntleman gravely said he did not care to learn 
t^iat part of the English militaqr education. 

The widow, occupied as she had been with 
the cares of a great dinner, followed by a great 
i)rcakfA8t on the morning ensuing, had scarce 
leiiUK to remaiiL the behavior of her sons very 
closely, but at least saw that George was scru- 
pulously polite to her favorite. Colonel Wash- 
ington, as to all the other guests of the house. 

Before Mr. Braddock took his leave, he had 
n private audience of Madam Esmond, in which 
his Excellency formally ofSsred to take her son 
into his family ; and when the arrangements for 
(jeorge*s departure were settled between his mo- 
ther and future chief, Madam Esmond, though 
«he might feel them, did not show any squeamish 
terrors about the dangers of the bottle, •which 
she saw were among the severest and most cer- 
tain which her son would have to face. She 
knew her boy must take his part in the world, 
and encounter his portion of evil and good. 
**Mr. Braddock is a perfect fine gentleman in 
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the morning," she said, stoutly, to her aid-de- 
camp, Mrs. Mountain ; ** and though my papa 
did not drink, *tis certain that many of the best 
company in England do." The jolly general 
good-naturedly shook hands with George, who 
presented himself to his Excellency ufter the 
maternal interview was over, and bade George 
welcome, and to be in attendance at Frederick 
three days hence ; shortly after which time the 
expedition would set forth. 

And now the great, coach was again called 
into requisition, the General's escort pranced 
round it, the other guests and their servants 
went to horse. The lady of Castlewood attend- 
ed his Excellency to the steps of the veranda 
in front of her house, the young gentlemen fol- 
lowed, and stood on each side of his coach-door. 
The guard trumpeter blew a shrill blast, the 
negroes shouted **Huzzay, and God sabe dc 
King I'* as Mr. Braddock most graciously took 
leave of his hospitable entertainers, and rolled 
away on his road to head-quarter^ 

As the boys went up the steps, there was the 
Colonel once more taking leave of their mother. 
No doubt she had been once more recommend- 
ing George to his namesake's care ; for Colonel 
Washington said: **With my life. You may 
depend on me," as the lads returned to their 
mother and the few guests still remaining in 
the porch. The Colonel was booted and ready 
to depart. '* Farewell, my dear Harry," he 
said. ** With you, George, 'tis no adieu. We 
shall meet in three days at the camp." 

Both the young men were going to danger, 
perhaps to death. Colonel Washington was tak- 
ing leave of her, and she was to see him no 
more before the campaign. No wonder the 
widow was yery much moved. 

George Warrington watched his mother's emo- 
tion, and interpreted it with a pang of malig- 
nant scorn. *' Stay yet a moment, and console 
our mamma," he said, with a steady counte- 
nance, **only the time to get ourselves booted, 
and my brother and I will ride with yon a little 
way, George." George Warrington had already 
ordered his horses. The three young men were 
speedily under way, their negro grooms behind, 
them, and Mrs. Mountain, who knew she, had: 
made mischief between them and trembled for 
the result, felt a vast relief that Mr. Washing- 
ton was gone without a quarrel with the brothers, 
without, at any rate, an open declaration of love 
to their mother. 

No man could be more courteous in demean- 
or than Geoige Warrington to hia neighbor and 
namesake, the Colonel. The latter was pleased 
and surprised at his young friend's altered be- 
havior. The community of danger, the neces- 
sity of future fellowship, the softening influence 
of the long friendship which, bound him to the 
Esmond fairly, the tender adieux whidi had 
just passed between him and the mistress of 
Castlewood, inclined the €olonel to forget the 
unpleasantness of the past days, and made him 
more than usually friendly with his young com- 
panion. George was quite gay and ensy : it was 
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Harry who waa melancholy now ; he rode si- 
lently and wistfully by his brother, keeping away 
from Colonel Washington, to whose side he used 
always to press eagerly before. If the honest 
Colonel remarked his yonng friend^s conduct, 
no donbt he attributed it to Harry's known af- 
fection for his brother, and liis natural anxiety 
to be with George now the day of their parting 
was so near. 

They talked further about the war, and the 
probable end of the campaign ; none of the three 
doubted its successful termination. Two thou- 
sand veteran British troops with their com- 
mander must get the better of any force the 
French could bring against them, if only they 
moved in decent time. The ardent young Vir- 
ginian soldier had an immense respect for the 
experienced valor and tactics of the regular 
troops. King George II. had no more loyal 
subject than Mr. Braddock's new aid-de-camp. 

So the party rode amicably together, until 
they reached a certain rude log-house, called 
Benson's, of which the proprietor, according to 
the custom of the day and country, did not dis- 
dain to accept money from his guests in return 
for hospitalities provided. There was a recruit- 
ing station here, and some officers and men of 
Halkett*s regiment assembled, and here Colonel 
Washington supposed that his young friend 
would take leave of him. 

While their horses were liaited, they entered 
the public room, and found a rough meal pre- 
pared for such as wera disposed to partake. 
George Warrington entered the place with a 
particularly gay and lively air, whereas poor 
Harry's face was quite white and wo-begone. 

*'One would' think, Squire Harry, 'twas you 
who was going to leave home and fight the 
French and Indians, and not Mr. George," says 
Benson. 

** I may be alarmed about danger to my broth- 
er," said Hany, '* though I might bear my own 
share pretty welL 'TIS not my fault that I stay 
at home." 

**No, indeed, brother," cries George. 

** Harry Warrington's courage does not need 
any proof!" cries Mr. Washington. 

**You do the fiimily honor by speaking so 
well of us, Colonel," says Mr. George, with a 
low bow. '* I daresay we can hold our own, if 
need be." 

While his friend was vaunting his courage, 
Harry looked, to say the truth, by no means 
courageous. As his eyes met his brother's ho 
read in George's look an announcement which 
alarmed the fond, faithful lad. ^' You are not 
going to do it now ?" he whispered his brother. 

" Yes, now ;" says Mr. George, very steadily. 

** For God's sake let me have the turn. You 
are going on the campaign, you ought not to 
have eveiy thing — and there may be an expla- 
nation, Greorge. We may be all wrong." 

' ' Psh aw, how can we ? It must be done now 
^on't be alarmed. No names shall be men- 
tioned — I shall easily find a subject.'" 

A couple of Halkett's officers, whom our 



young gentlemen knew, were sitting under the 
porch, with the Virginian toddy-bowl before 
them. 

'* What are you conspiring, gentlemen ?** cried 
one of them. < ' Is it a drink ? *" 

By the tone of their voices and their flushed 
cheeks it was clear the gentlemen had already 
been engaged in drinking that morning. 

**The very thing, Sir," George said, gayly. 
" Fresh glasses, Mr. Benson I What, no glasses ? 
Then we must have at the bowl." 

*^ Many a good man has drunk from it," says 
Mr. Benson ; and the lads one after another, 
and bowing first to their militaxy acquaintance, 
touched the bowl with their lips. The liquor 
did not seem to be much diminished for the 
boys* drinking, though George especially gave 
himself a toper's airs, and protested it was de- 
licious after their ride. He called out to Colonel 
Washington, who was at the porch, to join hi* 
friends, and drink. 

The lad's tone was offensive, and resembled 
the manner lately adopted by him, and which 
had so much chafed Mr. Washington. He 
bowed, and said he was not thirsty. 

**Nay, the liquor is paid for," says Geor^go. 
"never fear. Colonel." 

" I said I was not thirsty. I did not say the 
liquor was not paid for," said the young Colonel, 
drumming with his foot. 

"When the King's health is proposed, an of- 
ficer can hardly say no. ■ I drink the health of 
hi s Majesty, gentlemen, " cried George. • * Col- 
onel Washington can drink it or leave it. The 
King I" 

This was a point of military honor. The two 
British officers of Halkett's, Captain Grace, and 
Mr. Waring, both drank the King. Harty War- 
rington drank the King. Colonel Wasbingtcm. 
with glaring eyes, gulped, too, a slight draught 
from the bowl. 

Then Captain Grace proposed "The Duke 
and the Army," which toast there was likewise 
no gainsaying. Colonel Washington had u* 
swallow the Duke and the Army. 

"You don't seem to stomach the toast, Col- 
onel," said George. 

** I tell you again, I don't want to drink," re- 
plied the Colonel. " It seems to me the Duke 
and the Army would be served all the better if 
their healths were not drunk so often." 

" You are not up to the ways of regular troopy 
as yet," said Captain Grace, with rather a thick 
voice. 

"Maybe not, Sir." 

"A British officer," continues Captain Grace, 
with great energy but doubtful articulation, 
"never neglects a toast of that sort, nor any 
other duty. A man who refuses to drink the 
health of the Duke — hang me, such a man 
shoulfl be tried by a court-martial !" 

"What means this language to me? Y^on 
are drunk. Sir !" roared Colonel Washington, 
jumping up, and striking the table with hit 
fist. 

" A cursed provincial officer say I'm drunk !" 
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shrieks oat Captain Grace. *' Waring, do yon 
hear that?*' 

** / heard it» Sir !** cried George Warrington. 
^ We all heard it. He entered at my invitation 
— ^the Kqnor called for was mine : the table was 
mine — and I am shocked to hear snch monstrous 
langnage used at it as Colonel Washington has 
just employed toward my esteemed guest, Cap- 
tain Waring." 

** Confound your impudence, you infernal 
young jackanapes!" bellowed out Colonel 
Washington. **You dare to insult me before 
British officers, and* find fault with my lan- 
guage? For months past I have homer with 
such impudence from you, that if I had not 
loved your mother — ^3re8, Sir, and your good 
grandfather and your brother — I would — 'I 
would — ^" Here his words failed him, and the 
irate Colonel, with glaring eyes and purple face, 
and every limb quivering with wrath, stood for 
a moment speechless before his young enemy. 

"You would what. Sir?" says George, very 
quietly, " if you did not love my grandfather, 
and my brother, and my mother? You are 
making her petticoat a plea for some conduct of 
yonn — you would do what, Sir, may I ask 
again ?** 

** I would put you across my knee and whip 
you, you snarling little puppy, that's what I 
would do !" cried the Colonel, who had found 
breath by this time, and vented another explo- 
sion of fory. 

"Because you have known us all our lives, 
and made our house your own, that is no rea- 
mm you should insult either of us !" here cried 
Hanry, starting up. "What you have said, 
George Washington, is an insult to me and my 
brother alike. You will ask our pardon. Sir 1** 

"Pardon?" 

"Or give us the reparation that is due to 
gentlemen,** continues Harry. 

The stout ColonePs heart smote him to think 
that he should be at mortal quarrel or called 
upoi\ to shed the blood of one of the lads he 
loved. As Harry stood facing him, with his 
fair hair, flushing cheeks, and quivering voice, 
an immense tenderness and kindness filled the 
bosom of the elder man. " I — I am bewilder- 
ed," he said. "My words, perhaps, were very 
hasty. What has been the meaning of George's 
behavior to me for months back ? Only tell roe, 
and, perhaps — " 

The evil spirit was awake and victorious in 
young George Warrington : his black eyes shot 
out scorn and hatred at the simple and guileless 
(^tteman before him. "Yon are shirking 
from the question. Sir, as yon did from the toast 
just now," he said. " I am not a boy to suffer 
under your arrogance. You have publicly in- 
sulted me in a public place, and I demand a 
reparation." 

" In Heaven's name be it !" says Mr. Wash- 
ington, with the deepest grief in his face. 

" And you have insulted me,** continues Cap- 
tain Grace, reeling toward him. "What was 
it he said ? Confound the militia captain — col- 
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onel, what is he ? You've insulted me ! Oh, 
Waring ! to think I should be insulted by a cap- 
tain of militia I" And tears bedewed the noble 
Captain's cheek as this harrowing thought cross- 
ed his mind. 

"I insult voti, you hog!** the Colonel again 
yelled out, ^r he was little affected by humor, 
and had no disposition to laugh as the others 
had at the scene. And, behold, at this minute 
a fourth adver8ai7 was upon him. 

"Great Powers, Sir!" said Captain Waring, 

are three aifain not enough for you, and must 
I come into the quarrel, too ? You have a quar- 
rel with these two young gentlemen." 

" Hasty words, Sir !" cries poor Harry, once 
more. 

"Hasty words, Sir!" cries Captain Waring. 
" A gentleinan tells another gentleman that he 
will put him ^ross his knees and whip him, 
and you call those hasty words ? Let me tell 
yon if any man were to say to me, ' Charles 
Waring, ' or ' Captain Waring, I'll put you across 
my knees and whip yon,' Pd say, * Pll drive my 
cheese-toaster through his body,' if he were as 
big as Goliath, I would. That's one afiair with 
young Mr. Greorge Warrington. Mr. Harry, of 
course, as a young man of spirit, will stand by 
his brother. That's two. Between Grace and 
the Colonel apology is impossible. And, now 
— ^run me through the body ! You call an ofii> 
cer of my regiment — of Halkett's, Sir ! — a hog 
before my face! Great Heavens, Sir! Mr. 
Washington ! are you all like this in Virginia ? 
Excuse me, I would use no offensive personal- 
ity, as, by Greorge ! I will suffer none from any 
man ! but, by Gad, Colonel ! give me leave to 
tell yon that you are the most quarrelsome man 
I ever saw in my life. . Call a disabled oflicer 
of my regiment — for he is disabled, ain't you. 
Grace ?— call him a hog before me ! You with- 
draw it, Sir — you withdraw it ?" 

" Is this some infernal conspiracy in which 
yon are all leagued against me ?" shouted the 
Colonel. "It would seem as if I was drunk, 
and not you, as you all are. I withdraw no- 
thing. I apologize for nothing. By Heavens ! 
I will meet one or half a dozen of you in your 
turn, young or old, drunk or sober." 

" I do not wish to hear myself called more 
names," cried Mr. George Warrington. " This 
affair can proceed, Sir, without any further in- 
sult on your part. When will it please you to 
give me the meeting ?" 

"The sooner the better, Sir!" said the Col- 
onel, fuming with rage. 

" The sooner the better, "hiccoughed Captain 
Grace, with many oaths needless to print (in 
those days oaths were the customaiy garnbh of 
all gentlemen*s conversation); and he rose 
staggering from his seat, and reeled toward his 
sword, which he had laid by the door, and fell 
as he reached the weapon. "The sooner the 
better!" the poor tipsy wretch again cried out 
from the ground, waving his weapon and knock- 
ing his own hat over his eyes. 

"At any rate, this gentleman's business will 
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keep cool till to-morrow/' the Militia Colonel 
fRi^ taming to the other King's officer. ** You 
will hardly hring your man out to-day, Captain 
Waring?" 

*'I confess that neither his hand nor mine 
are particularly steady,*' said Waring. 

" Mine is !*' cried iSi, Warrington, glaring at 
his enemy. 

** His comrade of former days was as hot and 
as savage. Be it so— with what weapon, Sir ?" 
.Washington said, sternly. 

** Not with small-swords, ColoneL We can 
beat yon with them. Yon know that from oar 
old bouts. Pistols had better be the word." 

'>As you please, Greorge Warrington— ^nd 
God forgive you, Geoi^e ! God pardon you, Har- 
17 1 for bringing me into this quarrel,'' said the 
Colonel, with a face full of sadness ^nd gloom. 

Harry hting his head, but George continued 
with perfect calmness. *' I, Sir ? It was not I 
who called names, who talked of a cane, who 
insulted a gentleman in a public place before 
gentlemen of the army? It is not the first 
time you have chosen to take me for a negro, 
and talked of the whip for me." 

The Colonel started back, turning very^ted, 
and as if struck by a sudden remembrance. 

*^ Great Heavens, Geoi^! is it that boyish 
quarrel you are still recalling ?" 

" Who made yon the overseer of Castlewood ?" 
said the boy, grinding his teeth. ** I am not your 
slave, Greorge Washington, and I never will be. 
I hated you then, and I hate you now. And 
you have insulted me, and I am a gentleman, 
and so are you. Is that not enough ?'* 

''Too much, only too much," said the Colonel, 
with a genuine grief on his face, and at his heart 
*'^ Do you bear malice too, Harry ? I had not 
thought this of thee !" 

VI stand by my brother," said Harry, turn- 
ing away from the Colonel's look, and grasping 
George's hand. The sadness on their ndversar 
ry's face did not depart. *' Heaven be good to 
us] 'TIS all clear now," he mattered to him- 
self. " The time to write a few letters, and I 
am at your service, Mr. Warrington," he said. 

*' You have your own pistols at your saddle. 
I did not ride out with any ; but will send Sady 
back for mine. That will give you time enough, 
Cok)nel Washington ?" 

** Plenty of time. Sir," and each gentleman 
made the other a low bow, and, putting his arm 
in his brother's, Geor^ walked away. The 
Virginian officer looked toward the two unlucky 
captains, who were by this time helpless with 
liquor. Captain Benson, the master of the tav- 
ern, was propping the hat of one of them over 
his head. 

<at is not altogether their fault, Colonel," 
said my landlord, with a grim look of humor. 
*' Jack Firebrace and Tom Humbold of Spotsyl- 
vania was here this morning, chanting horses 
with 'em. And Jack and Tom got 'em to play 
cards; and they didn't win — the British Cap- 
tains didn't. And Jack and Tom challenged 
them to drink for the honor of Old England, 



and they didn't win at that game, neither, much. 
They are kind, free-handed fellows when they 
are sober, but they are a pretty pair of fools— 
they are." 

*' Captain Benson, yon are an old Frontier 
man, and an officer of ours, before you turned 
farmer and tavemer. You will help me in thii 
matter with yonder young gentlemen ?" said the 
Colonel. 

'* I'll stand by and see fair play, ColoneL I 
won't have no hand in it, beyond seeing fair 
play. Madam Esmond has helped me many a 
time, tended my poor wife in her lying-in, and 
doctored our Betty in the fever. You ain't a 
goin' to be very hard with them poor boys? 
Though I seen 'em both shoot : the fair one 
hunts well, as you know, but the old one's a 
wonder at an ace of spades." 

" Will you be pleased to send my man with 
my valise. Captain, into any private room which 
you can spare me ? I must write a few letters 
before this business comes on. God grant it 
were well over!" And the Captain led the 
Colonel into almost the only other room of hii 
house, calling, with many oaths, to a pack of 
negro servants, to disperse thence, who were 
chattering loudly among one another, and no 
doubt discussing the quarrel which had 'just 
taken place. Edwin, the Colonel's man, re- 
turned with his master's portmanteau, and as 
•be looked from the window, he saw Sady, George 
Warrington's negro, galloping away upon his 
errand,- doubtless, and in the direction of Cas- 
tlewood. The Colonel, young and naturally 
hot-headed, but the most courteous and scrupu- 
lous of men, and ever keeping his strong pas- 
sions under guard, could not but think with 
amazement of the position in which he found 
himself, and of the three, perhaps fonr enemies, 
who appeared suddenly before him, menacing 
his life. How had this strange series of quar- 
rels been brought about ? He had ridden away 
a few hoars since from Castlewood, with his 
young companions, and, to all seeming, they 
were perfect friends. A shower of rain sends 
them into a tavern, where there are a couple of 
recruiting officers, and they are not seated for 
half an hour, at a social table, but he has quar- 
reled with the whole company, called this one 
names, agreed to meet another in combat, and 
threatened chastisement to a third, the son of 
his most intimate friend ! 



CHAPTER XI. 

WHBBElk THE TWO OBOBOB8 TBXPAXK FOB 

BLOOD. 

9 

The Virginian Colonel remained in one cham- 
ber of the tavern, occupied with gloomy prepa^ 
rations for the ensuing meeting ; his adversary 
in the other room thought fit to make his testa- 
mentary dispositions, too, and dictated by his 
obedient brother and secretaiy a grandiloquent 
letter to his mother, of whom, and by that writ- 
ing, he took a solemn farewell. She would 
hardly, ho supposed, pursue the schema which 
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tie iad ia view (a, peculiar Mtlrical emptia 
rai laid apon the scheme vhic^h abe had 
new), after the erent of that monuDi;;, ihonld 
ha fill, ai pmbably wonld be the case. 

"lij dear, dear George, doo't say that!" 
died the aAigbted secretary. 

"Aa probably will be the case," Geoi^ge per- 
Eiited with great tnajegly. " Yoa know what a 
good tbot Colonel George ii, Harry. I myself 
am pretty fair at • mark, and 'tis probable that 
ooe or lH>th of ni will drop. ' I scarcely »np- 
poM yoa will cany ont the intentions yon have 
at preaeat in riew. ' " This was nttered In a 
lone of still greater bitterness than George had 
lued eren in the preTJous phrase. Harry wept 
II he took it down. 

"Ton see I say notbing; Madam Esmond'i 
name does not ever appear in the qnarrel. Di 
Ton not remember in our grandfalher'a life of 
himwlf, how be asys that Lord Castlewood fought 
Lord Hohnn on a pretext of a quarrel at cards? 
ud neni so much ag hinted at the lady's name, 
who wa« tbe real canse of the duel ? I took mj 
bint, I confess from Ihal, Harry. Onr mother 

it not eompromised in tbe . Why, child, 

what hare yon been writing, and wbo tanght 
ihea lo spell?" Harry had written ibe last 
■ordi -'in Tiew," in c«v, and a great blot of 
Mil water from his honest, boyish eyes may 
hare obliterated some other bad q>elling. 

"Ican't think abontthe spelling now, Gnorgy," 
wbimpeied George'l clerk. "Fm too miserable 
for ibaL 1 begin to think, perhaps it's all non- 
sense, peiiiapa Colonel George ncTer— " 

"Nexer meant to take possession of Costle- 
wood; nerer gare himself ain, and patraniied 
n (hera ; never advised my mother to have m( 
bulged, never intended to marry her ; never in- 
raited me, and waa insulted before tbe Eing'i 
•^cersi never wrote to bis brother to say w< 
iboDid be the better for his parental anthoriiy? 
Tbe paper ia there, " cried the young man, slap- 
ping his breast-pocket, "andifany thinghappens 
to me, Harry Warrington, yon will find it on 
my corse!" 

"Write yourself, Georgy, I con't write," layt 



Harry, digging his flsta into bis ojet, and smear- 
ing over the whole composition, bad spelling 
and all, with bis elbows. 

On this, George, taking another sheet ofpaper, 
sate down at his brother's place, and produced 
a composilion in which he introduced tbe lon- 
gest words, the grandest Latin quotations, and 
it profound satire of which the youtbfiil 
scribe was master. He desired that bis negro 
boy, Sady, should be set free, that his Horace, a 
choice of bis books, and, if possible, a suitable 
provision tbonld be made for bis affectionate 

or, Mr, Dempster ; tba( his silver fruit-knife, 

I mnsic books, and harpsichord, should be 
given to little Fanny Monntain ; and that bis 
brother should take a lock of his hair, and wear 

"n memory of bis ever fond and faithfully aX- 
tached Geonie. And he seated the docnment 
with the seal of arms that bis grandAither had 

" The watch, of coarse, will be yours," said 
George, taking out his grandfather's gold watch, 
and looking at it. " Why two honrs and a half 
are gone I Tis lime that Sady shonld be back 
with tbe pistols. Take the watch, Harry, dear." 

"It's no good!" cried oot Harry, flinging bis 
arms round his brother. " If he fights you, I'll 

fight him, loo. If be kills my Georg;, him, 

he shall have a shot at me I" and the poor lad 
uueted moie than one of those expressions, 
which are said peculiarly lo affect recordiUK 
angels, who have to take them down at celestial 
chanceries. 

Meanwhile, General Braddock's new aid-de- 
camp had written five letters in his large reso- 
lute band, and sealed them with bis seal. One 
waa to his mOther, at Mount Vernon; one to 
his brother; one was addressed M. C. only ; and 
one to his Excellency, Msjor-General Brad- 
dock -, "And one, young gentlemen, is for your 
mother. Madam Esmond," said tbe boys' in- 
formant. 

Again the Becording Angel had to fly off with 
a violent enpressJon, which parted from the lips 
of George Warrington. The chancery previ- 
ously mentioned was crowded with such cases, 
and the messengers must have been forever on 
the wing. Bat I fear for young Geor^ and 
his oath there was no excuse ; fbr it was an ex- 
aeration nttered from a heart full of hatred, and 
ntge, and jealousy. 

It was the landlord of tbe t«reni who com-- 
mnnicated these fads lo tbe young meD. * The 
Captain had put on his old militia unifbmt to do 
honor lo the occasion, and informed the boys 
that tbe Colonel was walking up and down tbe 
garden a waiting for 'em, and that the Beg'lirs 
was a'most sober, too, by this time. 

A plot of ground near the Captain'* log-faonae 
bad been inclosed with shingles, and cleared fbr 
a kitchen -garden ; there indeed paced Colonel 
Washington, bis hands behind his back, his head 
bowed down, a grave sorrow on bis handsome 
face. Tbe negro servants were crowded at the 
palings, and looking over. The ofBcers under 
the porch had wakened up also, as their host te- 



THE VIBQINIANS. 



muked. CaptBio Waring wu rndking, almost 
steadily, Dader the balconj fonned by the tiop- 
ing porch tlid roof of the wooden house ; and 
Captain Grace wai tailing over the raiting, with 
eyei which wared very macli, though, perbajn, 
they Ad not see reiy clearly. Benton'i wu a 
fitmoiu rendaivoni for cock-fights, horM-ioatch- 
et, boxing, and wreitling-tnalchea, each as 
brtnight the Virginian country-folks together. 
There had been many brawls at Benson's, and 
men who eama thither sound and sober had gone 
thence with ribs broken and eyes gonged oat. 
And sqnires, and fannen, and negroes, all par- 
ticipated in the sport. 

There, then, stalked the tall yonng Colonel, 
plunged in dismal meditation. There was no 
way oat of bis scr^ie bat the nsoal crael one, 
which the laws of honor and the practice of the 
country ordered. Goaded into fury by the im- 



pertinence of a boy, he had uted insulting word*. 
The yoang man hod anked for reparation. He 
was shocked to think that George Warrington'i 
jealoosy and TCTenge should haTe rankled ia 
the young fellow so long; but the wrong had 
been the Colonel's, and he was bound to {xiy 
the forfeiL 

A great hallooing and shouting, suck as ne- 
gnie« use, who lore noise at all times, and es- 
pecially delight to yell and scraatn when gallop- 
ing on horseback, was now heard at a distance, 
and all the heads, woolly and powdered, were 
tamed in the direction of this outcry. It came 
from the road orer which onr travelers bad 
themselres passed three houra before, and, pres- 
ently, the clattering of hones' hoofi was heard, 
and now Mr. Sady made his appearance on his 
foaming horse, and actnally fir«d a pistol off in 
' the midst of a prodigious uproar fit>i& his wool- 
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It brethren. Then he fired another pbtol off, 
to which noises Sadj's horse, which had carried 
Harry Warrington on many a hunt, was perfect- 
ly aocnstomed ; and now be was in the court- 
yard, sorronnded by a score of his bawling com- 
rades, and was descending amidst flattering 
fowls and turkeys, kicking horses, and shriek- 
ing, frantic pigs, and brother negroes crowded 
round bun, to whom he instantly began to talk 
and chatter. 

**Sady, Sir, come here!" roars out Master 
Uarry. 

** 8ady, come here I Confound you I" shouts 
Master George. (Again the Recording Angel 
is in requisition, and has to be off on one of his 
endless errands to the Register Office. ) ' * Come 
directly, Mas'r,'* says Sady, and resumes his 
conrersation with his woolly brethren. He 
grins. He takes the pistols out of the holster. 
He tfbaps the locks. He points them at a 
gmnter, which plunges through the farm-yard. 
He points down the road over which he has just 
galloped, and toward which the woolly heads 
iigain turn. He says again, ** Comin*, Mas'r. 
Erery body a-comin*." And now the gallop of 
other horses is heard. And who is yonder? 
Tittle Mr. Dempster, spurring and digging into 
his pony ; and that lady in a riding-habit, on 
Madam Esmond's little horse, can it be Madam 
Esmond ? No. It is too stout. As I live, it 
is Mm. Mountain, on Madam's gray ! 

*«OLorI O Golly I Hoop! Here dey come! 
Hurray!" A chorus of negroes rises up. **Here 
dey are!" Dr. Dempster and Mrs. Mountain 
hare clattered into the yard, have jumped from 
their horses, have elbowed through the negroes, 
have rushed into the house, have run through it 
and across the porch, where the British officers 
are sitting in muzzy astonishment; have run 
down the stairs to the garden where Geoige and 
Harry are walking, their tall enemy stalking op- 
posite to them ; and almost ere George Warring- 
ton baa had time' sternly to say, ''What do you 
do here. Madam?*' Mrs. Mountain has flung her 
arms round his neck, and cries : *' Oh George, 
my darling ! It's a mistake ! It's a mistake, 
and is all my fault I" 

''What's a mistake?" asks Geoige, majestic- 
ally separating himself from the embrace. 

" What is it, Mounty ?" cries Harry, all of a 
tremble. 

"That paper I took out of his portfolio, that 
paper I picked up, children; where the Col- 
onel says he is going to many a widow with 
two .children. Who should it be but you, 
children, and who should it be but your mo- 
ther?** 
"Well?" 

" Well, it's— it*s not your mother. It's that 
little widow Custis whom the Colonel is going to 
many. He'd always take a rich one ; I knew 
he would. It's not Mrs. Rachel Warrington. 
He told Madam so to-day, just before he was go- 
in^ away, and that the marriage was to come off 
after the campaign. And — ^and your mother is 
furioua, boys. And when Sady came for the 



pistols, and told the whole house how you were 
going to fight, I told him to fire the pistols off; 
and I galloped after him, and I've nearly broken 
my poor old bones in coming to you.'* 

" I have a mind to break Mr. Sady's,** growled 
George. " I specially enjoined the villain nof 
to say a word.** 

"Thank God he did, brother!" said poor 
Harry. " Thank God he did ! " 

"What will Mr. Washington and those gen- 
tlemen think of my servant telling my mother 
at home that I was going to fight a duel?'* asks 
Mr. George, still in wrath. 

"You have shown your proofs before, 
George,** says Harry, respectfully. "And, 
thank Heaven, you are not going to fight our 
old friend— our grandfather's old friend. For 
it was a mistake ; and there is no quarrel now, 
dear, is there ? Tou were unkind to him un- 
der a wrong impression.'* 

"I certainly acted under a wrong impres- 
sion," owns George, " but — ** 

" George ! George Washington !" Hany here 
xnies out, springing over the cabbage-garden to- 
ward the bowling-green, where the Colonel wa« 
stalking ; and, though we can not hear him, we 
see him with both his hands out, and with the 
eagerness of youth, and with a hundred blun- 
ders, and with love and affection thrilling in his 
honest voice, we imagine the lad telling his talc 
to his friend. 

There was a custom in those days which has 
disappeared from our manners now, but which 
then lingered. When Harry had finished his 
artless story his friend the Colonel took him 
fairly to his arms, and held him to his heart ; 
and his voice faltered as he said^ " Thank God, 
thank God for this !'* 

" Oh, George,** said Harry, who felt now how 
he loved his friend with all his heart, " how I 
wish I was going with yon on the campaign !" 
The other pressed both the boy's hands in a 
grasp of firiendship, which, each knew, never 
would slacken. 

Then the Colonel advanced, gravely holding 
out his hand to Harry's elder brother. Perhaps 
Hany wondered that the two did not embrace 
as he and the Colonel had just done. But, 
though hands were joined, the salutation was 
only formal and stem on both sides. 

" I find I have done yon a wrong, Colonel 
Washington," George said, " and must apolo- 
gize — not for the error, but for much of my late 
behavior which has resulted from it." 

" The error was mine ! It was I who found 
that paper in yonr room, and showed it to 
George, and was jealous of you. Colonel. All 
women are jealous," cried Mrs. Mountain. 

"*Tis a pity you could not have kept yonr 
eyes off my paper, madam," said Mr. Washing- 
ton. " You ^ill permit me to say so. A great 
deal of mischief has come because I chose to 
keep a secret which concerned only myself and 
another person. For a long time Greorge War- 
rington's heart has been black with anger against 
me, and my feeling toward him has, I own, scarce 
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been more ftieaiij. AH Ihii pain inijflit haTe 
been ipared to both of oi bad vaj prirate pa- 
pen onl; been read bj tboce for whom tbe; 
ivei« vritten. 1 ihall uf no more tmr, leit 
mj ktliagi again ihoald betraj me into haitj 
Vardi. llcaren bleu thee, Harrj ! Fanwell, 
Gcor)^ ! And take a tme friend's advice, and 
trj and be len read; to think «Til of four 
friendi. Wg ihall meet again at (he camp, I 
and will keep onr weapons for the enemy. ' 
Geallemen ! if 7011 temember thia arene to- 
morrow, joa will know where to find me." 
And witli a Tiiy Btalelf bow to the English of- 
ficers, the Coh>itel left the abashed companj, 
and tpeedilj rode awaj. 



CHAPTER XII. 
nws rkOM ms omf. 
Wk mnst fancj that (he parting between the 
bntbem is orer, that George haa taken his place 
in Mr. Braddock's family, and Harry has re- 
turned home to Caitlewood and his dnij. His 
heart is with the army, and hi* pnrsnitB at home 
offer the boy no pleasure. He does not care to 
own how deep his diaappointnient is at being 
obliged to stay nnder the homely, qniel roof, 
now mon melancholy than erer ilnce George 
is away. Harry passes his brother's empty 
chamber with an aferted face ; takes George's 
place at the bead of the table, and sishs as he 
drinks from his silfer tankard. Madam War- 
rington calls the toast of " the King" stoatlj- 
ereryday ; and on Sundays, when Hurry reads 
the Serrice, and prays for all Infelers. by land 
id by water, she la^s: "We beseech thee to 



beams, "witfaapecdliarsolemniQ'. She insists 
on talking abont George constantly, bat qoite 
cbecrfnlty, and as if his return was certain. 
She walks into bis Tacant room with bead up- 
right, and no ontward signs of emotion. She 
sees that his bocAs, linen, papers, etc., are ar- 
ranged with care; talking of him with a Tery 
special respect, and specially appealing to the 
ts at meals, and so forth, rrgaiding 
things which aie to be done "when Mr. Geor|^ 
comes home." Mrs. Hottntain is constanily on 
the whimper when George's name is mentioD- 
ed, and Harry's face wears B look of the motl 
ghastly alarm; but hi* mother's is inrariablT 
grare and aedate. She msikes more hlnndera 
at piqaet and backgammon than yoD ironld 
expect from her ; and the aerrants End her 
awake and dressed, howerer eariy they may 
rise. She has piayed Mr. Dempster to cotne 
back into residence at Castlewood. She is not 
seiere or haughty (as ber wont certainly was) 
with any of the party, but qniet in her talk 
with them, and gentle in assertion and reply. 
She is fbrerer talking of her father and his 
campaigns, who came ont of them all with no 
very scTcre wonnds to hnrt him; and ao she 
h<q>es and trasts will her eldest son. 

George writes (ieqaent lelteis hone to his 
brother, and, now the army is on its marcii, 
comedies a rongh janmal, which he forwaids as 
occasion serre*. This docnment is perused with 
great delight and eagerness by the youth ta 
whom it is addressed, and mora than once teaci 
ont in family conncil, on the long summer nights, 
as Madam Esmond sits apn^t at her lea-tsMc 
(she never condescends to use the back of a 
cbair) — as little Fanny Mountain is bnay with 
her sewing, as Mr. Dempster and Mrs. MooDt- 
ain sit over their cards, as the hushed old serr- 
anti of the bouse move about silently in the 
gloaming, and listen to tfae words of the young 
master. Hearken to Harry Warrington reading 
ont his brother's letter 1 As we looii at the slim 
charsclen on (he yellow page, fondly kept and 
put aside, we can almost ftncy him alive wbo 
wrote and who read it — and yet, lo I they are *■ 
if they never had been; their portrails faint im- 
ages in frames of tarnished gold. Were they 
real once, or ara they mere phantasms? Did 
they lire And die once? Did they lore each 
other as trae brothers and loyal gentletoen? 
Can we hear their TOices in the past ? Sore I 
know Harry's, and yonder he eits in the warm 
summer ereuing, and reads his young brother's 
simple story : 

" It must be owiked that the provinces aic 
acliug scnrvily by his Majesty King Geoi^ IL, 
and his representatire here is in a flame of fury. 
Virginia is bad enough, and poor Maryland not 
mnch better, but Pennsylvania is wmt of alL 
We pray them to send ns troops from home 10 
flght the French ; and we promise to maintain 
the troopawhen they come. We not only don't 
keep our promise, and make scarce any |m>vi- 
sion for our defenders, but onr people insist upon 
the most exorbitant prices for their cattle and 
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stores, and actoally clieat the soldiera who are 
come to fight their battles. No wonder the 
General swears, and the troops are sulky. The 
delays hare been endless. Owing to the failare 
of the sereral provinces to provide their prom- 
ised stores and means of locomotion, weeks and 
months have elapsed, during which time, no 
doubt, the French have been strengthening them- 
selves on oar frontier and in the forts they have 
turned us qnt of. Thohgh there never will be 
any love lost between me and Colonel Washing- 
ton, it must be owned that ^four favorite (I am 
not jealous, Hal) is a brave man and a good of- 
ficer. The family respect him very much, and 
the General is always asking his opinion. In- 
deed, he is almost the only man who has seen 
the Indians in their war-paint, and I own I think 
he was right in firing upon Mons. Jumonville 
last year. 

'* There is to be no more «m/e to that other 
quarrel at Benson^s tavern than there was to 
the proposed battle between Colonel W.>and a 
certain young gentleman who shall be nameless. 
Captain Waring wished to pursue it on coming 
into camp, and brought the message from Cap- 
tain Grace, which your friend, who is as bold 
as Hector, was for taking up, and employed a 
brother aid-de-camp, Colonel Wingfleld, on his 
side. But when Wingfield heard the circum- 
stances of the quarrel, how it had arisen from 
Grace being drunk, and was fomented by War- 
in|; being tipsy, and how the two 44th gentle- 
men had chosen to insult a militia ofiScer, he 
swore that Colonel Washington should not meet 
the 44th men ; that he would carry the matter 
straightway to his Excellency, who would bring 
the two captains to a court-martial for brawling 
with the militia, and drunkenness, and inde- 
^ cent behavior, and the captains were fain to put 
up their toasting-irons, and swallow their wrath. 
They were good-natured enough out of their 
cups, and ate their humble pie with very good 
appetites at a reconciliation dinner which Col- 
onel W. had with the 44th, and where he was as 
perfectly stupid and correct as Prince Pretty- 
man need be. Hang him ! He has no faults, 
and that's why I dislike him. When he mar- 
ries that widow — ah me ! what a dreary life she 
wiU have of it.*' 

^' I wonder at the taste of some men, and the 
eflfronteiy of some women," says Madam Es- 
mond, laying her tea-cup down. " I wonder at 
any woman who has been mArried once, so for- 
. getting herself as to marry again I Don't you, 
Mountain!" 

"Monstrous!" says Mountain, with a queer 
look. 

Dempster keeps his eyes steadily fixed on his 
glass of punch. Harry looks as if he was chok- 
ing with laughter, or with some other concealed 
emotion, but his mother says, '* Go on, Harry ! 
Continue with your brother's journal. He writes 
well ; but, ah, will he ever be able to write like 
my papa?" 

Harry resumes. '* We keep the strictest or- 
der here in camp, and the ordera against drunk- 



enness and ill-behavior on the part of the men 
are very severe. The roll of each company is 
called at morning, noon, and night, and a re- 
cnm of the absent and disorderly is given in by 
the officer, to the commanding-officer of the 
regiment, who has to see that they are properly 
punished. The men are punished, and the 
drummera are always at work. Oh, Harry, but 
it made one sick to see the fint blood drawn 
from a great strong white back, and to hear the 
piteous yell of the poor fellow." 

"Oh, horrid!" says Madam Esmond. 

" I think I should have murdered Ward if he 
had flogged me. Thank Heaven he got off with 
only a crack of the ruler ! The men^ I say, arc 
looked after carefully enough. I wish the of- 
ficere were. The Indians have just broken up 
their camp, and retired in dudgeon, because the 
young officen were forever drinking with the 
squaws — and — and — hum — ha." Here Mr. 
Hany pauses, as not caring to proceed with the 
narrative, in the presence of little Fanny, very 
likely, who sits primly in her chair by her mo- 
ther's side, worldng her little sampler. 

"Pass over thai about the odious tipsy creat- 
ures," says Bladam. And Harry commences, 
in a loud tone, a much nfore satisfactory state- 
ment. "E^ch regiment has Dirine Service 
performed at the head of its colors eveiy Sun- 
day. The General does every thing in the pow- 
er of mortal man to prevent plundering, and to 
encourage the people round about to bring in 
provisions. He- has declared soldiers shall be 
shot who dare to intemlp^ or molest the market 
people. He has ordered the price of provisions 
to be raised a penny a pound, and has lent mon- 
ey out of his own pocket to provide the camp. 
Altogether, he is a strange compound, this Gen- 
eraL He flogs his men without mercy, but ho 
gives without stint. He swean most tremendous 
oaths in conversation, and tells stories which 
Mountain would be shocked to hear — ^ 

"Why met** asks Mountain; "and what 
have I to do with the General's silly stories ?" 

'* Nevermind the stories; and go on, Harry," 
cries the mistress of the house. 

" — ^would be shocked to hear after dinner; 
but he never misses service. He adores his 
Great Duke, and has his name constantly on 
his lips. Our two regiments both served in 
Scotland, whera I dare say Mr. Dempster knew 
the color of their facings." 

"We saw the tails of their coats, as well as 
their facings," growls the little Jacobite tntor. 

" Colonel Washington has had the fever very 
smartly, and has hardly been well enough to 
keep up with the march. Had he not better 
go home and be nursed by his widow ? When 
either of us is ill, we are almost as good friends 
again as ever. But I feel somehow as if I can't 
forgive him for having wronged him. Good 
Powers I How I have been hating him for these 
months past ! Oh, Harry ! I was in a fuxy at 
the tavern the other day, because MoHintain 
came up so soon and put an end to our difier- 
ence. We ought to have burned a little gun- 
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powder between lu and cleared the air. But 
thongh I don*t love him as you do, I know he 
is a good soldier, a good officer, and a brave, 
honest man ; and, at any rate, shall love him. 
none the worse for not wanting to be oar step- 
father." 

*^A step-father, indeed!** cries Harry's mo- 
ther. <* Why, jealousy and pngudioe have per- 
fectly maddened the poor child I I>o yon sup- 
pose the Marquis of Esmond's daughter and 
iieiress could not hare found other step-fathers 
for her sons than a mere provincial surveyor? 
If there are any more such allusions in George's 
journal I beg you skip 'em, Harry, my dear. 
About this piece of folly and blundering there 
hath been quite talk enough already." 

" *Tis a pretty sight," Harry continued, read- 
ing from his brother's journal, '*to see a long 
line of red-coats threading through the woods 
or taking their ground after the march. The 
care against surprise is so great and constant 
that we defy prowJiiiS Indians to comie unawares 
upon us, and our advanced sentries and savages 
have on the contrary fallen in with^ the enemy, 
and taken, a scalp or two from them. They are 
such cruel villains, these French and their paint- 
ed allies, that we do itot think of showing them 
mercy. Only think, we found but yesterday a 
little boy scalped but yet alive in a lone house, 
where his parents had been attacked and mur- 
dered by the savage enemy, of whom — so great 
is his indignation at their cruelty — our General 
has offered a reward of £5 for all the Indian 
scalps brought in. < 

*^When our march is over, you should see 
our camp and all the care bestowed on it Our 
baggage and our General's tents and guard are 
placed quite in the centre of the camp. Wc 
have outlying sentries by twos, by threes, by 
tens, by whole' companies. At the least sur- 
prise they are instructed to nm in on the main 
body, and rally round the tents and baggage, 
which are so arranged themselves as -to be a 
strong fortification. Sady and I, you must 
know, are marching on foot now, and my horses 
are carrying baggage. The Pennsylvanians sent 
such rascally animals into camp that they speed- 
ily gave in. What good horses were left 'twas 
our duty to give up ; and Roxana has a couple 
uf packets upon her back instead of her young 
master. She knows me right well, and whin- 
nies when she sees me, and I walk by her side, 
and we have many a talk together on the march. 

*^ Jtthf 4. To guard against surprises, we are 
all warned to pay especial attention to the beat 
of the drum ; always halting when they hear 
the long roll beat, and marching at the beat of 
the long march. We are more on the alert re- 
garding the enemy now. We have our ad- 
vanced pickets doubled, and two sentries at ev- 
ery post. The men on the advanced pickets 
are constantly under arms, with fixed bayonets, 
all through the night, and relieved every two 
hours. The half that are relieved lie down by 
their arms, but are not suffered to leave their 
pickets. "lis evident that we ore drawing very 



near to the enemy now. This packet goes oit 
with the General's to Ck>lonel Dunbar's can^>, 
who is thirty miles behind us ; and will be csr- 
ried thence to Frederick, and thence tu my hon- 
ored mother's house at Castlewood, to whom I 
send my duty, with kindest remembrancei, as 
to all friends there, and how much love I need 
not say to my dearest brother from his affection- 
ate George E. Warrington." 

The whole land was now lying parched and 
scorching in the July heat. For ten days no 
news had come from the column advancing on> 
the Ohio. Their march, thongh it toiled but 
slowly through the painful forest, 'must bring 
them ere long up with the enemy ; the troopa, 
led by consummate captains, were accustomed 
now to the wilderness, and not afraid of sur- 
prise. Every precaution had been taken against 
ambush. It was the outlying enemy who were 
discovered, pursued, destroyed, by the vigilant 
scouts and skirmishers of the British force, llie 
last news heard was that the army had advanced 
considerably beyond the ground of Mr. Wash- 
ington's discomfiture on the previous year, and 
two days after must be within a day's march of 
the French fort. About taking it no fears were 
entertained ; the amount of the French rein- 
forcements from Montreal was known. Mr. 
Braddock, with his two veteran regiments from 
Britain, and thei^ allies of Virginia and Penn- 
sylvania, were more than a match for any troops 
that could be collected ui^der the white flag. 

Such continued to be the talk, in the sparse 
towns of our Virginian province, at the gentr)-'s 
houses, and the rough road-side taverns, where 
people met and canvassed the war. The few 
messengers who were sent back by the General 
reported well of the main force. *Twas tliought 
the enemy would not stand or defend himself 
at all. Had he intended to attack, he might 
have seized a do^en occasions fi>r assaulting our 
troops at passes through which they had been 
allowed to go entirely free. So George had 
given* up his favorite mare, like a hero as he 
was, and was marching afoot with the line. 
Madam Esmond vowed that he should have the 
best horse in Virginia or Carolina in place of 
Boxana. There were horses enough to be had 
in the provinces, and for money. It was dniy 
for the King's service that they were not forth- 
coming. 

Although at their family meetings and re- 
past's the inmates of Castlewood always talked 
cheerfully, never anticipating any but a tri- 
umphant issue to the campaign, or acknowledg- 
ing any feeling of disquiet, yet it must be 
owned they were mighty uneasy when at home, 
quitting it ceaselessly, and forever on the trot 
from one neighbor's house to another in quest 
of news. It was prodigious how quickly reports 
ran and spread. When, for instance, a certain 
noted border warrior, called Colonel Jack, had 
offered himself and his huntsmen to the General, 
who had declined the ruffian's terms or hie 
proffered service, the defection of Jack and hi» 
men was the talk of thousands of tongues im- 
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mediately. Tbe house ntigroei, in their mid- 
night gallopi About the CDontiy, in Ksrch of 
Janketing or iweethearta, brought and spread 
new! over anuuinglj wide diitricu. The; had 
a carious knowledge of the incidents o( the 
march for a fortnight at least after its com- 
mencement. Tbej knew and laughed at the 
cheats practiced on the army, for horses, provi- 
sionf, and the like ; lor a good bargain over the 
Jbreigner wai not an anfrequent or unpleBunt 
fosctice among New Yorkers, I'cnnaylvanians, 
or Harjlanders ; though 'lis known thnt Ameri- 
caa folk* have become peifecll; artless and 
sinipk in later time*, and never grasp, and 



never overreach, and ai« neter (elfish now. 
For three weeks after the armjr's departure, the 
thonaand reports reiiarding it were cheerful; 
and when our Castlewood friends met al their 
sapper, tbeir tone was confident and their news 

Bat on the lOth of Jul^ a Tast and sudden 
gloom spread over the province. Alookofter- 
ror and doubt seemed to fall npon everj face. 
Affrighted neizroes wistfully ejod their mastert 
and retired, and bammed and wliispered with 
one another. The fiddles ceased in the qoar- 
ters, the song and laugh of those cheeiy blnck 
folk were hushed, liigbt and left, every body's 
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servants were on the gallop for news. Th# 
coantiy taverns were thronged with horsemen, 
who drank and cursed and brawled at the bars, 
each bringing his gloomy story. The army had 
been^surprised. The troops had fiiUen into an 
ambuscade, and had been cnt np almost to a 
man. All the officers were taken down by the 
French marksmen and the savages. The Gener- 
al had been wounded, and carried off the field in 
his sash. Four days afterward the report was 
that the General was dead, and scalped by a 
French Indian. 

Ah, what a scream poor Mrs. Mountain gave, 
when Gumbo brought this news from across the 
James River, and little Fanny sprang crying to 
her mother's arms! **Lord God Almighty, 
watch over us, and defend my boy !" said Mrs. 
Esmond, sinking down on her knees, and lifting 
her rigid hands to Heaven. The gentlemen 
were not at home when this rumor arrived, but 
they came in an hour or two afterward, each 
from his hunt for news. The Scots tutor did 
not dare to look up and meet the widow's ago- 
nizing looks. Harry Warrington was as pale 
as his mother. It might not^Be true about the 
manner of the General's death — ^but he was 
dead. The army had been surprised by In- 
dians, and had fled, and been killed without 
seeing the enemy. An express had arrived from 
Dunbar's camp. Fugitives were pouring in 
there. Should he go and see ? He must go 
and see. He and stout little Dempster armed 
themselves and mounted, taking a couple of 
mounted servants with them. 

They followed the northward track which the 
expeditionary army had hewed out for itself, 
and at every step which brought them nearer to 
the scene of action, the disaster of the fearful 
day seemed to magnify. Tbe day after the de- 
feat a number of the miserable fugitives from 
the fatal battle of the 9th July had reached 
Dunbar's camp, fifty miles from the field. 
' Thither poor Harry and his companions rode, 
stopping stragglers, asking news, giving money, 
getting from one and all the same gloomy tale 
— A thousand men were slain — ^two-thirds of 
the officers were down — ^^All the General's aids- 
de-camp were hit. Were hit? — ^but were they 
killed ? Those who fell never rose again. The 
tomahawk did its work upon them. * Oh, broth- 
er, brother! All the fond memories of their 
youth, all the dear remembrances of their child- 
hood, the love and*the laughter, the tender ro- 
mantic TOWS which they had pledged to each 
other as lads, were recalled by Harry with 
pangs inexpressibly keen. Wounded men look- 
ed up and were softened by his grief: rough 
women melted as they saw the woe written 
on the handsome young face: the hardy old 
tutor could scarcely look at him for tears, and 
grieved for him even more than for his dear 
pupil who lay dead under the savage Indian 
knife. 



CHAPTER Xin. 

PROFITLESS QUEST. 

At every step which Harry Warrington took 
toward Pennsylvania, the reports of fiie Brit- 
ish disaster . were magnified and confirmed. 
Those two famous regiments which had fought 
in the Scottish and Continental wars, had fled 
from an enemy almost unseen, and their boasted 
discipline and valor had not enabled them to 
face a band of savages and a few French infim- 
try. .The unfortunate commander of the expe- 
dition had shown the utmost bravery and reso- 
lution. Four times his horse had been shot 
under him. Twice he had been wounded, and 
.the last time of the mortal hurt which ended his 
life three days after the battle. More than one 
of Harry's informants described the action to 
the poor lad — ^the passage of the river, the long 
line of advance through the wilderness, the 
firing in front, the vain struggle of the men to 
advance, and the artillery to clear the way of 
the enemy ; then the ambushed fire from liehind 
every bush and tree, and the murderous fusil- 
lade, by which at least half of the expeditionary 
force had been shot down. 

But not all the General's suite were kill- 
ed, Harry heard. One of his aids-de-camp, n 
Virginian gentleman, was ill of fever and ex- 
haustion at Dimbar's camp. One of them— 
but which ? 

To the camp Harry hurried, and reached it 
at length. It was George Washington Harry 
found stretched in a tent there, and not his 
brother. A sharper pain than that of the fever 
Mr. Washington declared he felt, when he saw 
Harry Warrington, and could give him no news 
of George. * 

Mr. Washington did not dare to tell Harry 
all. For three days after the fight, his duty had 
been to be near the General. On the fatal 9th 
of July he had seen George go to the front 
with orders from the chief, to whose side he 
never returned. After Braddock himself died, 
the aid-de-camp had found means to retrace his 
course to the field. The corpses which remain- 
ed there were stripped and horridly mutilated. 
One body he buried which he thought to be 
Geoi^e Warrington's. His own illness was in- 
creased, perhaps occasioned, by the anguish 
which he underwent in his search for the un- 
happy young volunteer. • 

"Ah, Geoi^e! If you had loved him you 
would have found him dead or alive," Harry 
cried out. Nothing would satisfy him but that 
he, too, should go to the ground and examine 
it. With money he procured a guide or two. 
He forded the river at the place where the 
army had passed over : he went from one end 
to the other of the dreadful field. It was no 
longer haunted by Indians now. The birds of 
prey were feeding on the mangled festering 
carcasses. Save in his own grandfather, lying 
very calm, with a sweet smile on his lip, Hai^y 
had never yet seen the face of Death. The 
horrible spectacle of mutilation caused him to 
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lorn amy with shudder «nd loathing. What 
ncn could the vacBut iroodi, or those festering 
coipiei ]ymg under the trees, giie the lad of bia 
Io*t brother? UaHufbr Roiag, anarmed and 
nilh a white flag, to Ibe French fort, whither, 
adei their victory, the enemy had rotnmed ; 
'jul bis guides refused to advance with him. 
The Ftench might possibly respect them, but 
ibe Indians wonid not. "Keep yonr hair for 
roar lady-molher, my yonni; gentleman," laid 
ihe guide. " 'Tin enonglithat she loses one son 
in this campaign." 

When Harry returned to the Kngliih en- 
campment at Dunbar's it was his turn to be 
down with the fever. Delirium set in upon 
him, and he lay some time in the tent and on 
ifae bed from -which his &iend bad just risen 
tonralescent. For some days he did not know 
irho watched him; and poor Dempster, who 
bad tended him in more than one of these 
maladies, thonght the widow must lose both her 
chiidien ; but the fev^ was so far lubdued that ' 
Ihe boy was enabled to rally SDmewhat, and get 
to horseback. Mr. Washington and I>empster 
iMh escorted him home. It was with a heavy 
lieart, no doubt, that all three beheld once tnoie 
the gates of Caatlewood. 

A servant in advance had been sent to an- 
nonace their coming. Fint came Mrs. Mount- 
ain and her little daughter, welcoming Harry 
with many tears and embrac«>, bot she scarce 
gsre a nod of recognition to Mr. Washington ; 
and the little ^rl caused the young officer to 
•tar^ and turn deadly pale, by coming up to him 
with her hands behind her, and asking, " Why 
have jon not bniught Geoi^ back too ?" Har- 
t]ldid not heat. The sobs and caiessesof his. 



):ood friend and nurse luckily 
kept him from listening (o little 

Dempster was graeionsly re- 
ceived by the two ladies. 
"Whatever could be done, we 
know yon would do, Mr. Demp- 
ster," says Mrs. Mountain, giv> 
ing him her hand. "Make a 
courtea<rto Hr. Dempster, Fan- 
ny, and remember, child, to be 
grateful to all who have been 
friendly to onr benefactors- 
Will it please yon to take any 
refreshment before joa ride, 
1—,^ Colonel Waihingtonf" 
~ — Mr. Washington had had a 

sufficient lide already, nnd 
counted as certainly upon the 
^_^__ hospitality of Casllewood as he 
would npon ibe shelter of his 

-=— — "The time to feed my horse, 

and a glass of water fur nvself, 

7^ and I will trouble Castlewood 

^ hospitality no farther," Mr. 

Washington said.. 

" Sure, George, you have 
yonr room here, and my mo- 
ther is above ataiis getting it ready!" criea Bar- 
ly. " That poor hone of yours stumbled tilth 
you, and can't go farther this evening." 

"Hush I Your mother won't see him, child," 
whispered Mrs. Mountain. 

"Not see George? Why, he is h'ke a son 
of Ihe bouse," cries Harry. 

"She had best not see him. 7 don't meddle 
any more in family matters, child; but when 
the Colonel's servant rode in, and said yon were 
coming, Madam Esmond lefltbisrxiom, my dear, 
where she was sitting reading Drelincourt, and 
said she felt she could not see Mr, Washington. 
Will you go to her?" Harry took hit friend's 
arm, and excusing himself to (he Colonel, to 
whom he said he would return in a few minutes, 
he left (he parlor in which they bad assembled, 
and went to the upper rooms, where Madam 
Esmond was. 

Ha was hastening across the conidort and, 
with an averted head, passing by one especial 
door, which he did no( like to look at, for it 
was that of his brother's room ; but as he came 
(o it. Madam Esmond issued from it, and folded 
him to her heart, and led him in. A settee was 
by the bed, and a book of psalms lay on the 
coverlet. All the rest of ihe room wa« exactly 
as Geoixe bad left it. 

" My poor childl How thin thott art prown 
— how haggard you took! Never mind. A 
mother's care will make thee well again. Twas 
nobly done lo go and brave sickness and danger 
in search of your brother. Had others been ai 
faithful, he might be here now. Never mind, 
my Hany; our hero will coma back to us — I 
know he is not dead. One so good, and so 
brave, and so genile, and so clever as he wai, 1 
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know is not lost to us altogether.** (Perhaps 
Hairy thought within himself that his mother 
had not always been accustomed so to speak of 
her eldest son.) '^Dry np thy tears, my dear! 
He will come hack to us, I know he will come." 
And when Harry pressed her to giye a reason 
for her belief, she said she had seen her father 
two nights running in a dream, and he had told 
her that her boy was a prisoner among the In- 
dians. 

Madam £smond*s grief had not prostrated 
her as Harry's had when first it fell upon him ; 
it had rather stirred and animated her: her 
eyes were eager, her countenance angry and re- 
▼engefal. The lad wondered almost at the con- 
dition in which he found his mother. 

But when ho besought her to go down stairs 
and give a hand of welcome to George Washing- 
ton, who had accompanied him, the lady's ex- 
citement painfully increased. She said she 
should shudder at touching his hand. She de- 
clared Mr. Washington had taken her son from 
her ; she could not sleep under the same roof 
with him. 

** He gave me his bed when I was ill, mother ; 
and if our George is alive, how has Geoi^e 
Washington ^ hand in his death ? Ah I please 
Grod it bo only as you say,'* cried Hairy, in be- 
wilderment. 

*' If your brother returns, as return he will, 
it will not be through Mr. Washington's help,** 
said Madam Esmond. ** He neither defended 
Greorge on the field, nor would he bring him out 
of it." 

*' But he tended me most kindly in my ferer,** 
interposed Harry. " He was yet ill when he 
gave up his bed to me, and was thinking only 
of his friend, when any other man would have 
thought of himself.** 

"A friend! A pretty friend!" sneers the 
lady. *^ Of all his Excellency's aids-de-camp, 
my gentleman is the only one who comes back 
unwounded. The brave and noble fall, but he, 
to be sure,' is unhurt. I confide my boy to him, 
the pride of my life, whom ho will defend with 
his, forsooth I And he leaves my George in the 
forest, and brings me back himself! Oh, a 
pretty welcome I must give him !'* 

** No gentleman,** cried Harry, warmly, "was 
ever refused shelter under my grandfather's 
roof.** 

**0h no— no gentleman T* exclaims the little 
widow; **letus go down, if you like, son, and 
pay our respects to this one. Will you please 
to give me your arm ?** and taking an arm which 
was very little able to give her support, she 
walked down the broad stairs, and into the 
apartment where the Coloifbl sate. 

She made him a ceremonious courtesy, and 
extended one of the little hands, which she al- 
lowed for a moment to rest in his. **I wish 
that our meeting had been happier. Colonel 
Washington,** she said. 

*' You do not grieve more than I do that it is 
otherwise, Madam,** said the Colonel. 

** 1 might have wished that the meeting had 



been spared, that I might not have kept yon 
from friends whom you are naturally anxious to 
see — that my boy's indisposition had not de- 
tained you. Home and his good nurse Mount- 
ain, and his mother and our good Doctor Demp- 
ster will soon restore him. 'Twas scarce neces- 
sary, Colonel, that you, who have so many af- 
fairs on your hands, military and domestic, 
should turn doctor too." 

'^Hany was ill and weak, and I thought it 
was my duty to ride by him,'* faltered the Colo- 
nel. 

** You yourself. Sir, have gone through the 
fatiguea and dangert of the campaign in the most 
wonderful manner,** said the widow, conrtesy- 
ing again, and looking at him with her impene- 
trable black eyes. 

''I wish to Heaven, Madam, -some one elsr* 
had come back in my place 1'* 

"Nay, Sir, you have ties which must render 
your life more than ever valuable and dear to 
you, and duties to which, I know,^yon must bo 
anxious to betake yourself. In our present de- 
plorable state of doubt and distress, Castlewood 
can be a welcome place to no stranger, much 
less to you ; and so I know, Sir, you will be for 
leaving us ere long. And you will pardon mc 
if the state of my own spirits obliges me, for the 
most part, to keep my chamber. But my friendu 
here will bear you company as long as yon fa- 
vor us, while I nurse my poor Harry up stairs. 
Mountain! you will have the cedar room on 
the ground-floor ready for Mr. Washington, 
and any thing in the house is at his command. 
Farewell, Sir. Will you be pleased to present 
my compliments to your mother, who will bo 
thankful to have her son safe and sound out 
of the war — as also to my young friend 
Martha Custis, to whom and to whose chil- 
dren I wish every happiness. Come, my son!" 
and with these words, and another fireesin;; 
courtesy, the pale little woman retreated, look- 
ing steadily at the Colonel, who stood dumb on 
the floor. 

Strong as Madam Esmond's belief appeared 
to be respecting her Bon*s safety, the house of 
Castlewood naturally remained sad and gloomy. 
She might forbid mourning for herself and fam« 
ily ; but her heart was in black, whatever face 
the resolute little lady persisted in wearing be- 
fore the world. To look for her son was hoping 
against hope. No authentic account of his 
death had indeed arrived, and no one appeared 
who had seen him fall ; but hundreds more had 
been so stricken on that fatal day, with no eyes 
to behold their last pangs, save those of the lnri[- 
ing enemy and the comrades dying by their side. 
A fortnight after the defeat, when Harry wa; 
absent on his quest, George*s servant, Sady, re- 
appeared, wounded and maimed, at Castlewood. 
But he could give no coherent account of the 
battle, only of his flight fh>m the centre, where 
he was with the baggage. He had no news of 
his master since the morning of the action. 
For many day^ Sady lurked in the negro qn^- 
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ten away from the sight of Madam Esmond, 
whose anger he did not dare to face. That 
lady's few neighbors spoke of her as laboring 
under a delusion. So strong was it that there 
were times when Harry and the other mem- 
bers of the little Castlewood family were almost 
brought to share in it. It seemed nothing 
strange to Aer, that her father, out of another 
world, should promise her her son*s life. In 
this world or the next that family sure must 
be of consequence, she thought. Nothing had 
erer yet hi^ipened to her sons — no accident, 
no fever, no important illness — but she had a 
prerxsion of it; She could enumerate half a 
dozen instances, which, indeed, her household 
was obliged more or less to confirm, how, 
when any thing had happened to the boys at 
ever so great a distance, i^e had known of 
their mishap and its consequences. No, George 
was not dead ; George was a prisoner among 
the Indians; Greorge would come back and 
rule oTer Castlewood ; as sure, as sure as his 
Majesty would send a great force from home 
to recover the tarnished glory of the British 
arms, and to drive the French out of the Amer- 
icas. 

As for Mr. Washington, she would never 
with her own good-will behold him again. Ho 
had promised to protect George with his life. 
Why was her son gone and the Colonel alive ? 
How dared he to face her after that promise, 
and appear before a mother without her son ? 
She trusted she knew her duty. She bore ill- 
will to no one ; but as an Esmond, she had a 
sense of honor, and Mr. Washington had for- 
feited hers in letting her son out of his sight. 
He had to obey superior orders (some one per- 
haps objected) ? Pshaw! a promise was a prom- 
ise. He had promised to guard George's life 
with his owQ, and where was her boy ? And 
was not the Colonel (a pretty Cb/0110/, indeed !) 
sound and safe ? I>o not tell me that his coat 
and hat had shots through them ! (This was 
her answer to another humble plea in Mr. 
Washington's behalf.) Can't I go into the 
study this instant and fire two shots with my 
papa's pistols through this paduasoy skirt — and 
should / he killed ? She laughed at the notion 
of death resulting from any such operation ; nor 
was her laugh very pleasant to hear. The sat- 
ire of people who have little natural humor is 
seldom good sport for by-standers. I think dull 
mem^s/acetuE are mostly cruel. 

So, if Harry wanted to meet his friend, he 
had to do so in secret, at court-houses, taverns, 
or various places of resort ; or in their little 
towns, where the provincial gentry assembled. 
No man of spirit, she vowed, could meet Mr. 
Washington afier his base desertion of her fam- 
ily. She was eitceedingly excited when she 
heard that the Colonel and her son absolutely 
had met* What a heart must Harry have to 
give his hand to one whom she considered as 
little better than George's murderer! For 
shame to say so ! For shame upon ^o«, un- 
grateful boy, foiigetting the dearest, noblest, 



most perfect of brothers, for that tall, gawky, 
fox-hunting Colonel, with his horrid oaths! 
How can he be George's murderer, when I say 
my boy is not dead ? He is not dead, because 
my instinct never deceived me: because, as 
sure as I see his picture now before me — only 
'tis not near so noble or so good as he used to 
look — so surely tiro nights running did my 
papa appear to me in my dreams. You doubt 
about that, very likely ? Tis because you never 
loved any body sufficiently, my poor Harry ; else 
you might have leave to see them in dreams, as 
has been vouchsafed to some." 

''I think I loved George, mother," cried 
Harry. '*! have often prayed that I might 
dream about him, and I don't." 

*'How yon can talk. Sir, of loving George, 
and then go and meet your Mr. Washington 
at horse-races, I can't understand ! Can you, 
Mountain ?" 

'* We can't understand many things in our 
neighbors' characters. I can understand that 
our boy is unhappy, and that he does not ^et 
strength, and that he is doing no good here, in 
Castlewood, or moping at the taverns and court- 
houses with horse-coupers and idle company," 
grumbled Mountain, in reply to her patroness ; 
and, in truth, independent was right. 

There was not only grief in the Castlewood 
House, but there was disunion. "I can not 
tell how it came," said Harry, as he brought 
the story to an end, which we have narrated in 
the last two numbers, and which he confided 
to his new-found English relative, Madame de 
Bernstein ; ** but since that fatal day of July, 
last year, and my return home, my mother nev- 
er has been the same woman. She seemed to 
love none of us as she used. She was forever 
pitiising George, and yet she did not seem as if 
she liked him much when he was with us. She 
hath, plunged, more deeply than ever, into her 
books of devotion, out of which she only man- 
ages to extract grief and sadness, as I think. 
Such a gloom has fallen over our wretched Vir- 
ginian House of Castlewood, that we all grew 
ill, and pale as ghosts who inhabited it. Mount- 
ain told me, madam, that, for nights, my moth- 
er would not close her eyes. I have had her 
at niy bedside, looking so ghastly, that I have 
started from my own sleep, fancying a ghost 
before me. By one means or other she has 
wrought herself into a state of excitement which, 
if not delirium, is akin to it. I was again and 
again struck down by the fever, and all the Jes- 
uits' bark in America could not cure me. Wc 
have a tobacco-house and some land about the 
new town of Richmond, in our province, and 
went thither, as Williamsburg is no- whole- 
somer than our own place ; and there I mended 
a little, but still did not get quite well, and the 
physicians strongly counseled a sea-voyage. My 
mother, at one time, had thoughts of coming 
with me, but — (and here the lad blushed and 
hung his head down) — ^we did not agree very 
well, though I know we loved each other very 
heartily, and 'twas determined that I should see 
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the world for myself. So I took passage in onr 
ship from the James River, and was landed at 
Bristol. And 'twas only on the 9th of July, this 
year, at sea, as had been agreed between me and 
Madam Esmond, that I pat mourning on for my 
dear brother." 

So that little Mistress of the Virginian Cas- 
tlewood, for whom I am sore we have all the 
greatest respect, had the knack of rendering the 
people round about her uncomfortable; quar- 
reled with those she loved best, and exereised 
over them her wayward jealousies and imperi- 
ous humors, until they were not sorry to leave 
her. Here was money enough, friends enough, 
a good position, and the respect of the world ; 
a house stored with all manner of plenty, and 
good things, and poor Harry Warrington was 
ghid to leave them all behind him. Happy 1 
Who is happy ? What good in a stalled ox for 
dinner every day, and no content therewith ? Is 
it best to be loved and plagued by those you 
love, or to have an easy, comfortable indiffer- 
ence at home ; to follow your fancies, live there 
unmolested, and die without causing any pain- 
ful regrets or tears ? ' 

To be sure, when her boy was gone, Madam 
Esmond forgot all these little tiffs and differ- 
ences. To hear her speak of both her children, 
you would fancy they were perfect characters, 
and had never caused her a moment's worry or 
annoyance. These gone, Madam fell naturally 
upon Mrs. Mountain and her little daughter, and 
worried and annoyed them. But women bear 
with hard words more easily than men, are more 
ready to forgive injuries, or, perhaps, to disseqi- 
ble anger. Let us trust that Madam Esmond's 
dependents found their life tolerable, that they 
gave her Ladyship sometimes as good as tlttj 
got, that if they quarreled in the morning they 
were reconciled at night, and sate down to a 
tolerably friendly game at cards and an amica- 
ble dish of tea. 

But, without the^boys, the great house of Cas- 
tlewood was dreary to the widow. She* left 
iin overseer there to manage her estates, and 
only paid the place an occasional visit She 
cnlaiged and beautified her house in the pretty 
little city of Richmond, which began to grow 
in importance daily. She had company there, 
«nd card-assemblies, and preachers in plenty ; 
und set up her little throne there, to which the 
gentlefolks of the province were welcome to 
come and bow. All her domestic negroes, who 
loved society as negrees will do, were delighted 
to exchange the solitude of Castlewood for the 
gay and merry little town ; where, for a time, 
and while we pursue Harry Warrington's prog- 
ress in Europe, we leave the good lady. 

CHAPTER XIV. 

HABRT IN ENOLAXD. 

Whbit the famous Trojan wanderer narrated 
his escapes and adventures to Queen Dido, her 
Majesty, as we read, took the very greatest in- 



terest in the fascinating story-teller who told his 
perils BO eloquently. A history ensued, mom 
pathetic than any of the previous occurrences 
in the life of Pius ^neas, and the poor princess 
had reason to rue the day when she listened to 
that glib and dangerous orator. Harry War- 
rington had not pious ^neas's power of speech, 
and his elderly aunt, we may presume, was by 
no means so soft-h6arted as the sentimental 
Dido; but yet the lad's narrative was touching, 
as he delivered it with his artless eloquence and 
cordial voice ; and more than once, in the course 
of his Btoiy, Madame Bernstein found herself 
moved to a softness to which she had very sel- 
dom before allowed herself to give way. There 
were not many fountains in that desert of a life 
— not many sweet, refreshing resting-places. It 
had been a long loneliness, for the most part, 
until this friendly voice came and sounded in 
her ears, and caused her heart to beat with 
strange pangs of love and sympathy. She doted 
on this lad, and on this sense of compassion and 
regard so new to her. Save once, faintly, in 
very veiy early youth, she had felt no tender 
sentiment for any human being. Such a woman 
would, no doubt, watch her own sensations very 
keenly, and must have smiled after the appear- 
ance of this boy, to mark how her pulses rose 
above their ordinary beat She longed after 
him. She felt her cheeks flush with happiness 
when he came near. Her eyes greeted him with 
welcome, and followed him with fond pleasure. 
** Ah, if she could have had a son like that, how 
she would have loved him!'* "W^ait," says 
Conscience, the dark scoffer mocking within 
her, *'wait, Beatrix Esmond 1 You know you 
will weary of this inclination, as you have of 
all. You know, when the passing fancy has 
subsided, that the boy may perish, and you 
won't have a *tear for him ; or talk, and you 
weary of his stories ; and that your lot in life 
is to be lonely — lonely. Well ! suppose life be 
a desert? There are halting-places, and shades, 
and refreshing waters ; let us profit by them for 
to-day. We know that we must march when 
to-morrow comes, and tramp on our destiny on- 
ward." 

She smiled inwardly, while following the lad's 
narrative, to recognize in his simple tales about 
his mother traita of family resemblance. Mad- 
am Esmond was very jealous? Yes, that Harry 
owned. She was fond of Colonel Washington ? 
She liked him, but only as a friend, Harry de- 
clared. A hundred times he had heard his mo- 
ther vow that she had no other feeling toward 
him. He was ashamed to have to own that he 
himself had been once absurdly jealous of the 
ColoneL "Well, you will see that my half- 
sister will never forgive him,** said Madam 
Beatrix. ''And you need not bo surprised. Sir, 
at women taking a fancy to men younger than 
themselves; for don't I dote upon you? and 
don't all these Castlewood people erevent with 
jealousy ?" 

However great might be their jealousy of Ma- 
dame de Bernstein's new favorite, the family of 
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CtstleiTood alloired no reeling of ill-will ti 
pear in llieir language or behavior to their youDf> 
gaest and kinaman. After a conple of itjs' 
Etaj- in the BDceatral bODsa, Mr. Hsny Wuring- 
ton had become Coosin Harry with young and 
middle-aged. Especially Id Madame Bern- 
slein's presence, the Countesa of Caallewood traa 
tnoat gracious lo her binimao, and she took 
man; amiable privato opportunities of inform- 
ing the Baroness how channing Ihe young Ha- 
ron urai, of Taunting the elegance of his man- 
ners and appearance, and wondering bow, io 
hia dislant prorince, the child should erer hare 
learned to be bo polite 1 

Tbeao notes of admiration or interrogation the 
Baroneii took with eqiiBl-complacency (speaking 
pareDlhetically, and, for hia own part, the pres- 
ent chronicler can not help putting in a little 
reapeclfal remark here, and signifying his ad- 
miration of the conduct of Indies toward one an- 
other, and of the things which they say, which 
they forbear to say, and which (hey say behind 
e«ch other's hacks. With what smiles and 
courtesies they stab each other! with what com- 
pliments they hate each olherJ with what de- 
lenninstion of long-mffering they won't be of- 
fended! with what innocent deitenly they can 
dmp Ihe drop of poison into the cup of conver- 
MtloD, hsnd round the goblet, amiling, to the 
Khole family to drink, and malie (he dear, do- 
iae*(iccirclemiserBblel). I burst ont oTmy pa- 
renthesis. I fiiDcy my Baroness and Countess 
nniling at each other n hundred yean ago, and 
giTing each other the hand or Ihe cheek, and 
caJling each other, Hy denr, My dear creatnTC, 
My dear Countess, My dear Baronesa, My dear 
Bister— CTen when they were idobc ready to fight. 



"Ton wonder, my dear Ma- 
'— ria, that the boy should be so 

polite?"eries Madame de Bern- 
stein. " His mother was bred 
up by two Tcry perfect gentle- 
folks. Colonel Esmond bad 
B certBlQ grave courteousneas, 
and a grand manner, which I 
do not «ee among the gentle- 
men nowadajg." 

"Eh, my dear, we all of ns 
prpise our own timet M; 
grandmamma used (o declare 
there was nothing like White- 
hall and Charles (he Second." 
' ' My mother saw King James 
the Second's court for a short 
while, and though not a eourt- 
edncated person, as yon know 
— her father waa a country 
clergyman — yet was exquis- 
itely well-bred. The Colonel, 
her second husband, was ■ per- 
son of great travel and experi- 
ence, as well as of learning, 
and had frequented the finest 
company of Europe. They 
- ^^ could not go into their retreat 

and leave their good mannen 
behind them, and oar hoj has had them as his 
natural inheritance." 

" Nay, excuse me, my dear, for thinking you 
too partial about your mother. She covli! not 
hare been that perfection which your filial fond- 
ness imagines. She left off liking her daughter 
— my dear creature, you have owned that she 
did — and I can not fancy a complete woman 
who has a cold heart. No, no, my dear sister- 
in-law 1 Manners are very requisite, no doubt, 
and, for a dountry parfon's llaughler, your mam- 
ma waa reiyweU- — I have seen many of the cloth 
who are very well. Mr. Sampson, oar chaplain, 
isTcrywelt, Dr. Young is very well. Mr. Dodd 
is Tery well ; but Ihey have not the true air — 
as how should tbey ? 1 protest, I beg pardon ! 
I forgot my lord bishop, your ladyship's first 
choice. But, aa I said before, to be a complete 
woman, one must have, what you have, what I 
may say and bless Heaven for, I think /have — 
a ffood heart. Without the affections, all the 
world is vanity, my iove I I protest I only live, 
exist, eat, drink, rest, for my aweei, sweet chil- 
dren ! — for my wicked Willy, for my setf-willed 
Fanny — dear, naughty loves 1 (She rapturous- 
ly kisses a bracelet on each arm which contain 
the miniature representations of those two young 
persons.) "Yes, Mimi ! yes, Fanchon t you 
know I do, yon dear, dear Utile things t and if 
Ihey were to die, or yon were to die, your poor 
mistress would die, too I" Mimi and Fanchon, 
two quivering Italian greyhounds, jump into 
their lady's arms, and kiss her hands, bnt re- 
spect her cheeks, which are covered with 
rouge. "No, my dear! For nothing do I 
bless Heaven so much (though it puts me to 
eiicru(;iating tortnie very often) as for har- 



THE VIBGIKIAKS. 









I 



ing endowed me with aeiuibUitjr and a faeling 
heartl" 

"Yon &re full of feeling, dear Anna," lajs 
the BaroDSM. "Ton an celebrated for yonr 
sensibilitv. Ton must give a little of it to onr 
American nephew-=-consin — I scarce know his 
relationahip." 

"Nmj, I am bere bat nt a g;aest in Caatle- 
wood now. The honse ia m^ Lord Castlewood's, 
not mine, or his Lordship's whenever he sball 
choose to claim it. Wbal can I do for the jonng 
Virginian that has not been done ? He is chann- 
ing. Are we e»en jealous of faim for being so, 
•n; dear ? and though ws see what a fancy the 
Baroneaa de Bernstein has taken for him, do 
vonr ladyship's nephews and niscea — jonr rtal 
nephews and niecei — crj ont ? My poor chil- 
dren might be mortified ; for indeed. In a few 
honrs, the charming jonng man has made as 



much way as mi/ poor things have been able to 
doinalllheirlives: bat are they angiy? Willy 
hath taken bim out to rid%. This morning nat 
not Maria playing the baipeichord while my 
Fanny langhthim the minuet? Tvasadiarm- 
ing young group, I aaaure you, and it brought 
tears into my eyes to look at tbe young creat- 
ures. Poor lad I we are as fond of him as joa 
are, dear Baroness ] " 

Now, Madame de Bernstein had happened, 
throngh her own ears or her maid's, to OTcrheai 
what really took place in coasequence of this 
haimlees little scene. Lady Castlcwood had 
come into the room where the yonng people 
were thus engaged in amnsing and instructing 
theDuelrea, accompanied by her son Witlian, 
who arrired in his boots from the kennel. 

"Brari, bravi I charming !"* said the 
Conntess, clapping hei hands, nodding with 
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one of her best smiles to Hany Warrington, and 
darting a look at his partner, which my Lady 
Fanny perfectly understood; and so, perhaps, 
did my Lady Maria at her harpdichord, for she 
played with redoubled energy, and nodded her 
waring curls over the chords. 

'* Infernal young Choctaw ! Is he teaching 
Fanny the war-dance ? and is Fan going to try 
her tricks upon him now ?^ asked Mr. William, 
whose temper was not of the best. 

And that was what Lady Castlewood*s look 
said to Fanny. ^'Are you going to try your 
tricks upon him now ?** 

She made Harry a very low courtesy, and he 
bl ashed, and they both stopped dancing, some- 
what disconcerted. Lady Maria ruse from the 
harpsichord and walked away. 

**Nay, go on dancing, young people I Don*t 
l3t me spoil sport, and let me play for yon," said 
the Countess ; and she sate jdown to the instru- 
ment and played. 

'*I don*t know how to dance,*' says Harry, 
hanging his head down, with a blush that the 
Countess's finest carmine could not equal. 

''And Fanny was teaching you? Go on 
teaching him, dearest Fanny !" 

" Go on, do !" says William, with a sidelong 
growl. 

*' I — I had rather not show off my awkward- 
ness in company," adds Harry, recoyering him- 
self. " When I know how to dance a minuet, 
be sure I will ask my cousin to weilk one with 
me." 

"That will be very soon, dear Cousin War- 
rington, I am certain," remarks the Countess, 
with her most gracious air. 

'' What game is she hunting now ?" thinks 
Mr. William to himself, who can not penetrate 
his mother's ways ; and that lady, fondly call- 
ing her daughter to her elbow, leaves the 
room. 

They are no sooner in the tapestried passage 
leading away to their own apartment but Lady 
Castlewood's bland tone entirely changes. 
** You booby !" she begins to her adored Fan- 
ny. " You double idiot ! What are you go- 
ing to do with the Huron ? You don't want to 
marry a creature like that, and be a squaw in a 
wigwam ?" ' 

Don't, mamma, " gasps Lady Fanny. Mam- 
was pinching her Ladyship's arm black 
and blue. *' I am sure our cousin is very 
well," Fanny whimpers, '*-and you said so your- 
self.- 

*' Very well ! Yes, and heir to a swamp, a 
negro, a log-cabin, and a barrel of toba<icoI 
My Lady Frances Esmond, do you remember 
what your Ladyship's rank is, and what your 
name is, and who was your Ladyship's mother, 
when, at three days* acquaintance, you com- 
mence dancing — a pretty dance, indeed — ^with 
this brat out of Virginia ?" 

^'Mr. Warrington is our cousin," pleads 
Lady Fanny. 

' * A creature pome from nobody knows where 
19 not your cousin! How do we know ha is 
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your cousin? He may be a valet who has 
taken his master's portmanteau, and run away 
in his post-chaise." 

*'But Madame de Bernstein says he is our 
cousin," interposes Fanny ; '* and he is the im- 
age of the Esmonds." 

** Madame de Bernstein has her likes and 
dislikes ; takes up people and forgets people ; 
and she chooses to profess a mighty fancy for 
this young man. Because she likes him* to- 
day, is that any reason why she should like 
him to-morrow ? Before company, and in 
your aunt's presence, your Ladyship will please 
to be as civil to him as necessary ; but, in pri- 
vate, I' forbid vou to see him • or encourage 
him." 

'* I don't care, madam, whether your Lady- 
ship forbids me or not !" cries out Lady Fanny, 
wrought up to a pitch of revolt. 

** Very good, ITanny ! Then I speak to my 
Lord, and we return to Kensington. If I can't 
bring you to reason, your brother will." 

At this juncture the conversation between 
mother and daughter stopped, or Madame de 
Bernstein's informer had no farther means of 
hearing or reporting it. 

It was only in after-days that she told Harry 
Warrington a part of what she knew. At pres- 
ent lie but saw that his kinsfolks received him 
not unkindly. Lady Castlewood was perfectly 
civil to him; the young ladies pleasant and 
pleased ; my Lord Castlewood, a man of cold 
and haughty demeanor, was not more reserved 
toward Harry than to any of the rest of the 
family ; Mr. William was ready to drink with 
him, to ride with him, to go to races with him, 
and to play cards with him. When he pro- 
posed to go away, they one and all pressed him 
to stay. Madame de Bernstein did pot tell him 
how it arose that he was the object of such 
eager hospitality. He did not know* what 
schemes he was serving or disarranging, whose 
or what anger he was creating. He fancied he 
was welcome because those around him were 
his kinsmen, and never thought that those could 
be his enemies out of whose cup he was drink- 
ing, and whose hand he was pressing every night 
and morning. 

CHAPTER XV. 

▲ BXrSDAT AT CASTLEWOOD. 

The second. day after Harry's arrival at Cas- 
tlewood was a Sunday. The chape> appertain- 
ing to the castle was the village church. A 
door from the house communicated with a great 
state pew jnrhich the family occupied, and here, 
after due time, they all took their places in or- 
der, while a rather numerous congregation from 
the village filled the seats below. A few an- 
cient dnsty banners hung from the chureh«>roof, 
and Harry pleased himself in imagining that 
they had been borne by retainers of his family 
in the Commonwealth wars, in which, as he 
knew well, his ancestors had taken a loyal and 
distinguished part. Within the altar-roils was 
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tbe efflgf of the Esmond of the time of Kiiif; 
Junea the First, the common forefather of >U 
the group auenibled in the familj-^w. Ma- 
dame de Berniiein, in her quality of Buhop'g 
widow, never fcikd in attefidance, and condact- 
ed hci derolions with a gravitj almost as eiem- 
pUiy as that of the ancestor yonder, in his 
square-beard and red gown, forever kneeling on 
his stone hassock before his great marble de^ 
and book, under bis emhUzoned efaield of arms. 
Tbe clergj-man, a tail, hi);h-co1ored, handsome 
young man, read the service in a lively, agree- 
ablo voice, giving almost a dramatic point to 
the chapters of Scriptare which he read. The 
music was good — one of tbe yonng ladies of the 
family toncbing the organ — and would have 
been iMstter but for an intermption and some- 
thing like a barst of laughter from the servants' 
pow, which was occasioned hy Mr. Warrington's 
lacquey Gumbo, who, knowing the air given out 
for the psalm, began to sing it in a voice so 
exceedingly load end sweet that tbe whole 
congregation turned toward the African warb- 
ler ; the parson himself put his haodkcrchief to 
his moalh, and the liveried gentlemen from 
London were astonished out of all propriety. 
Pleased, perhaps, with the sensation which he 
had created, Mr. Gumbo continued his perform- 
ances until it became almost a solo, and the 
voice of the clerk himself was silenced. For 
the (rath is, that tboDgh Gambo held on to 
the book, along with pretty Molly, tbe porter's 
daughter, who had been the lirst to welcome the 
Itrangers to Cnttlewood, he sang and recited by 
ear, and not by nole, and could not read a syl- 
lable of tbe verses in the book before him. 

This ehoral perfonaanco over, a brief ser- 
mon in doe cour^ followed, which, indeed, 
Harry thought a deal too ihort. In a lively, 
familiar, striking diaconrae, the clergyman de- 
scribed a scene of which he had been witness 
the preriona week — the 



stealer after Asstfes. He described the man 
and his previous good character, his family, the 
love they bore one another, and his agony at 
parting from them. He depicted the execntion 
ift a manner startling, terrible, and pictoresque. 
He did not introduce into his sermon the Scrip- 
tur« phraseology, stlch as Harry had been ac- 
customed to bear it from those somewhat Cal- 
itic preachers whom his mother loved to fre- 
quent, but rather spoke as one man of the world 
to other sinful people, who might be likely to 
profit by good advice. The unhappy man, just 
gone, had begun as a farmerof good prospects ; 
he had Cakett to drioking, card-playing, borte- 
racing, cock-Eghiing, the vices of iho age ; 
against which the jonng clergyman waa gener- 
ously indignant. Then he had got to poach- 
ing, and to horse-stealing for which he snBer- 
ed. The divine rapidly drew striking and f^r- 
ful pictures of these malic crimes. He startled 
his hearers by showing that the Eye of the Law 
was watching the poacher at midnigbt, and sel- 
ling traps to catch the criminal. He galloped 
the Btolen horse over highway and common, and 
from one county into another, hut showed Bet- 
ribntion ever galloping after, selling the male- 
&ctor in the country fair, carrying him before 
the jnstice, and never onlocking his manacles 
till be dropped them at the gallows'-foot. 
Heaven be pitiful to the sinner! The cleif?- 
man acted the scene. He whispered in the 
criminal's ear at tbe cart. He dropped his 
handkerchief on the clerk's head. Harry start- 
ed back as that handkerchief dropped. Tbe 
clergyman had been talking for more than twen- 
ty minutes. Harry could hare heard bim (br 
an hour more, and theught he had not been five 
miltnte* in tbe pulpit. The gentlefolks in the 
great pew were very much enlivened by the dis- 
course. Once or twice Harry, who coidd see 
the pew where tbe house -servants sale, remark- 
ed these very attentive ; and espfcially Gnmbo, 
his own man, in an attitude of intense constcr- 
nation. But tbe smock-frocks did not seem to 
heed, and clamped out of church quite imcon- 
cemed. Gafl^ Brown and Gammer Jones took 
Iho matter as ,i[ came, and the rosy-cheeked, 
red-cloaked village lasses sate under their broad 
hats entirely unmoved. My Lord, from hii 
pew, nodded slightly to the clergyman in the 
pulpit, when that divine's head and wig anrged 
up from the cushion. 

" Sampson has been strong to-day," aaid his 
lordship. " He has assaulted the PhiUsti&cB in 
great strength." 

"Beautiful, beaatifull" sxysHany. 
Bet five to four it was his Aaaiie sermon.. 
He haa been over to Winion to preach, and to 
see those dogs. 

The organist had played the liltle congrega- 
tion ODt into the sunshine. Only Sir Frauds 
Esmond, temp. Jac. I., still knelt on his marble 
hassock, before his piayer-book of stone. Hr. 
Sampson came ont of his vestry in his cassock, 
and nodded to the gentlemen still lingering in 
(ho great pew. 
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**Come up, and teU us aboat those doga,** 
cries Mr. William, and the divine nodded a 
laughing assent. 

The gentlemen passed out of the church into 
the gallery of their house, which connected them 
with that sacred building. Mr. Sampson made 
his waj through the court, and presently joined 
them. He was presented by my lord to the 
Virginian cousin of the family, Mr. Warring- 
ton; the chaplain bowed very profoundly, and 
hoped Mr. Warrington would benefit by the 
virtuous example of his European kinsmen. 
Was he related to Sir Miles Warrington, of Nor- 
folk? Sir Miles was Bir. WarriDgton*s father's 
elder brother. What a pity he had a son I 
rPwas a pretty estate, and Mr. Warrington look- 
ed as if he would become a baronetcy, and a fine 
estate in Norfolk. 

'* TeU me about my uncle," cried Harry Vir- 
ginian. 

''Tell us about those dogs!" said English 
Will, in a breath. 

"Two more jolly dogs, two more drunken 
dogs, nving your presence, Mr. Warrington, 
than Sir Miles and bis son, I never saw. Sir 
Miles was a stanch friend and neighbor of Sir 
Robert's. He can drink down any man in the 
county, except bis son and a few more. The 
other dogs about which Mr. William is anxious, 
for Heaven hath made him a prey to dogs and 
all kinds of birds, like the Greeks in the Iliad.** 

'^ I know that line in the Iliad,'* says Harry, 
blushing. ** I only know five more, but I know 
that one." And his head felL He was think- 
in^ "Ah, my dear brother George knew all 
the Iliad and all the Odyssey, and almost eveiy 
book that was ever written besides !** 

** What on earth" (only he mentioned a place 
under the earth) *' are you talking about now ?*' 
asked Will of his reverence. 

The chaplain reverted to the dogs and their 
performance. He thought Mr. William's dogs 
were more than a match for them. From dogs 
they went off to horses. Mr. William was very 
eager about the Four-Year-Old Plate at Hunt- 
ingdon. ^' Have you brought any news of it. 
Parson?" 

"The odds are five to four on Brilliant against 
the field," says the Parson, gravely ; " but, mind 
yon, Jason is a good horse." 

"Whose horse ?^* asks my lord. 

" Duke of Ancaster's. By Cartouche out of 
Miss Langley," says the divine. "Have you 
horse-races in Virginia, Mr. Warrington ?" 

" Haven't we !" cries Hairy ; " but I long to 
see a good English race." 

"Do you — do you — ^bet a little?" continues 
his reverence. 

"I have done such a thing," replies Harry, 
with a smile. 

" m take Brilliant even against the field, for 
ponies with you, cousin!" shouts out Mr. Will- 
iam. 

" rn give or take three to one against Jason !" 
says the clergyman. 

'*I don't bet on horses I don't know," said 



Harry, wondering to hear the chaplain now, and 
remembering his sermon half an hour before. 

" Hadn't you better write home and ask yonr 
mother ?" says Mr. William with a sneer. 

" Will, WiU !" calls out my lord, " our Cous- 
in Warrington is free to bet, or not, as he likes. 
Have a care how you venture on either of them, 
Harry Warrington. Will is an old file, in spite 
of his smooth face ; and as for Parson Sft.mp- 
son, I defy our ghostly enemy to get the better 
of him." * 

" Him and all his works, my lord !" said Mr. 
Sampson, with a bow. 

Harry was highly indignant at this allusion 
to his mother. "I'll tell you what, Cousin 
Will," he said, '*I am in the habit of mana- 
ging my own afiairs in my own way, without 
asking any lady to arrange them for me. And 
I'm used to make my own bets upon my own 
judgment, and don't need any relations to select 
them for me, thank you. But as I am your 
guest, and no doubt you want to show me hos- 
pitality, I'll take your bet — there. And so 
Done and Done." 

" Done," says Will, looking askance. 

** Of course it is the regular odds, that's in 
the paper which you give me, cousin?" 

"Well, no, it wn'i," growled Will. "The 
odds are five to four, that's the fact, and you 
may have *em, if you like." 

* ' Nay, cousin, a bet is a bet ; and I take you, 
too, Mr. Sampson." 

** Three to one against Jason. I lay it. 
Very good," says Mr. Sampson. 

"Is it to be ponies, too, Mr. Chaplain?" 
asks Harry, with a superb air, as if he had Lom- 
bard Street in his pocket. 

" No, no. Thirty to ten. It is enough for 
a poor priest to win." 

" Here goes a great slice out of my quarter's 
hundred," thinks Harry. "Well, I shan't let 
these Englishmen fancy that I am afraid of 
them. I didn't begin, but for the honor of Old 
Virginia I won't go back." 

These pecuniary transactions arranged, Will- 
iam Esmond went away scowling toward the 
stables, where he loved to take his pipe with the 
grooms ; the brisk parson went off to pay his 
court to the ladies, and partake of the Sunday 
dinner which would presently be served. Lord 
Castlewood and Harry remained for a while to- 
gether. Since the Virginian's arrival my lord 
had scarcely spoken with him. In his manners 
he was perfectly friendly, but so silent that he 
would often sit at the head of his table, and 
leave it without uttering a word. 

" I suppose yonder property of yours is a fine 
one by this time," siud my lord to Harry. 

" I reckon it's almost as big as an English 
county," answered Harry, "and the land's as 
good, too, for many things." Harry would not 
have the Old Dominion, nor his share in it, un- 
derrated. 

" Indeed 1" said my lord, with a look of sur- 
prise. " When it belonged to my father it did 
not yield much." 
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'^Pardon me, mj lord. You know how it 

belonged to yoar father/' cried the youth, with 

some spirit. *'It was because my grandfather 

did not choose to claim his right."* 

• " Of course, of course," says my lord, hastily. 

** I mean, cousin, that we of the Virginian 
house owe you nothing but our own,'* contin- 
ued Harry Warrington ; '* but our own, and 
the liospitality which you are now showing 



me. 
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*'You are heartily welcome to both. Ton 
were hurt by the betting just now ?** 

"Well," replied the lad, "I am sort o' hurt 
Tour welcome, you see, is different to our wel- 
come, and that's the fact At home we are glad 
to see a roati, hold out,a hand to him, and give 
him of our best. Here you take us in, give us 
beef and claret enough, to be sure, and don't 
seem to care when we come, or when we go. 
That's the remark which I hare been making, 
since I have been in your lordship's house ; I 
can't help telling it out, you see, now 'tis on my 
mind; and I think I am a little easier now I 
hare said it ;" and, with this, the excited young 
fellow knocked n billiard-ball across the table, 
and then laughed, and looked at his elder kins- 
man. 

">4 h bonne heure. We are cold to the 
stranger within and without our gates. We 
don't take Mr. Harry Warrington into our arms, 
and cry when we see our cousin. We don't cry 
when he goes away — -but do we pretend ?" 

** No, you don't. But you try to get the bet- 
ter of him in a bet," says Harry, indignantly. 

"Is there no such practice in Virginia, and 
don't sporting men there try to overreach one 
another? What was that story I heard you 
telling our aunt, of the British officers and Tom 
Somebody, of Spotsylvania?" 

"That's fair I" cries Horry. "That is, it's 
nsual practice, and a strainger must look out. 
I don't mind the parson ; if he uins he may 
have and welcoihe. But a relation I To think 
that my own blood cousin wants money out of 
me!" 

" A Newmarket man would get the better of 
his father. My brother has been -on the turf 
since he rode over to it from Cambridge. If 
you play at cards with him — ^and he will if you 
will let him — ^he will beat you if he can." 

V " Well, I'm ready !" cries Harry. " I'll play 
any game with him that I know, or I'll jump 
with him, or I'll ride with him, or Til row with 
him, or I'll wrestle with him, or I'll shoot with 
him — there, now." 

The senior was greatly entertained, and held 
out his hand to the boy. **Any thing, byt 
don't fight with him," said my lord. 

" If I do, m whip him I hanged if I don't !" 
cried the lad. But a look of surprise and dis- 
pleasure on the nobleman's part recalled him to 
better sentiments. " A hundred pardons, my 
lord!" he said, blushing very red, and seizing 
his cousin's hand. "I talked of ill manners, 

* ThU mutter ii diacuBsed in the Author's pTerioni 
work, the "Memoirs of Colonel Esmond.** 



being angry and hurt just now ; but 'tis doubly 
ill-mannered of me to show my anger, and boast 
about my prowess to my own host and kinsman. 
It's not the practice with us Americans to boast 
-^believe me, it's not." 

" You are the first I ever met," says my lord, 
with a smile, " and I take you at your word. 
And I give yon fair warning abont the cards, 
and the betting, that is all, my boy." t 

"Leave a Virginian alone I Wo are a 
match for most men — ^wo are," resumed the 
boy. 

Lord Castlewood did not laugh. His eye- 
brows only arched for a moment, and his gray 
eyes turned toward the ground. " So you can 
bet fifty guineas, and afford to lose them ? So 
much the better for you, cousin. Those great 
Virginian estates yield a great revenue, do 
they?" 

"More than sufficient for all of us — for ten 
times as many as we are now," replied Hany. 
(" What, he is pumping me," thought the lad.) 

" And your mother makes her son and heir a 
handsome allowance ?" * 

"As much as ever I choose to draw, my lord ! " 
cried Harry. 

"Pestel I wish I had such a mother!" cried 
my lord. **But I have only the advantage of 
a stepmother, and she draws roe. There is 
the dinner-bell. Shall we go into the eating- 
room ?" ariil, taking his young friend's arm, my 
lord led him to the apartment where that meal 
was waiting. 

Parson Samp£on formed the delight of the 
entertainment, and amused the ladies with a 
hundred agreeable stories. Besides being chap- 
lain to his lordship, he was a preacher in Lon- 
don, at the new chapel in May Fair, fcr which 
my Lady Whittlesea (so well known in the 
reign of George I.) had left an endowment ' He 
had the choicest stories of all the clubs and co- 
teries — the very latest news of who" had run 
away with whom — the last bon-mot of Mr. Sel- 
wyn — the last wild bet of March and Rocking- 
ham. He knew how the old king had quarreled 
with Madame Walmoden, and the Duke was 
suspected of having a new love, who was in fa- 
vor at Carlton House witli the Princess of Wales, 
and who was iiung last Monday, and how well 
he behaved in the cart. My lord's chaplain 
poured out all this intelligence to the amused 
ladies and the delighted young provincial, sea- 
soning his conversation with such plain terms 
and lively jokes as made Harry stare, who was 
newly arrived* from the colonies, and unused to 
the elegances of London life. The ladies, old 
and young, laughed quite cheerfully at the live- 
ly ^okes. Do not be frightened, ye fair readers 
of the present day ! ' We are not going to out- 
rage your sweet modesties, or call blushes on 
your maiden cheeks. But 'tis certain that their 
ladyships at Castlewood never once thought of 
being shocked, but sate listening to the parson's 
funny tales until the chapel bell, clinking for 
afternoon service, summoned his reverence 
away for half an hour. There was no sermon. 
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He woald be back in tbe drinking of s botile of 
BnrgnndT. Mr. Will called a Cnt\i one, and 
tbe cbapUiii tossed off a glasa ere he ran oui. 

Era tbe balf bonr was oTcr, Mr. ChapUin 
was back again bawling for anotber bottle. This 
discossed, the/ joined tbe ladies, and a conpU 
of eanl-i^tes were set ont, as, indeed, tbej wen 
(br manj hours ever^ da3r, at wbich the wbolc 
of tbe binily partjr engaced. Madame de Bern- 
stein could beat anj one of ber kinsfolk at pi- 
quet, and there wai onlj Mr. Chaplain in ihe 
wbote circle who was at all a match for ber 
tadfsbip. 

Id this eas; manner Ihe Sabbath daj passed. 
The STening was beautiful, and there was talk 
of adjoaming to a cool tankard and a game of 
whist in a sammer-honse ; bat the compan; 
voted to sit in-dooTB, the ladies declaring they 
tboaght the aspect of tbree honors in tbeir band, 
and some good court cards, more beantifal than 
the loTeliest scene of nature, and so the sun 
went behind tbe elms, and still thej were at 
tbeir cards, and tbe rooks came boms cawing 
their even song, and Ihey never stirred except 
to change partners ; and the cha|>el clovk lolled 
boor after bonr unheeded, so delighlfullj were 
tbey spent over tbe pasteboard : and tbe moon 
and Stan came ont ; and it was nine o'clock, 
and the grqpm of the cbsmben announced tbal 
supper was readj. 

While they sate at that meal, the post-boy's 
twanging horn was heanl as be trottod into the 
Tillage with bis letter-bag. My lord's bag was 
brought in presently from the village, and his 
letters, which be pat aside, and his newspaper, 
which be read. He smiled as be came to a 
paragraph, lotted at bis Virginian cousin, and 
banded Ilie paper over to his brother Will, who 
by this time was very comfortable, having had 
pretty good luck all the evening, and a great 
deal of liqnoT- 

"Read that. Will," says my lord. 

Mr. William took tbe paper, and, reading tbe 
sentence pointed out by bis brother, uttered an 
exdatoation which caused all tbe ladies to cry 

"GrAons Heavens, William! What has 
happened?" cries one or tbe other fond sister. 

" Mercy, child, why do you swear so dread- 
folly ?" asks tbe young man's fond mamma. 

" What's Ihe matter?" inquires Madame de 
Bernstein, who has fallen into a doze uAer her 
nsiul modicnm of punch and beer. 

" Read it, Parson t" says Mr. William, thrust- 
ing the paper over to tbe chaplain, and looking 
as fierce as a Turk. 

"Bit, by (be Lotd I" roan tbe chaplain, dash- 
ing down the paper. 

"Consin Ilany, yon are in Inck," said my 
lord, taking np the sheet, and reading from it. 
"Tbe Four- Year-Old Plate at Huntingdon was 
won by Jason, beating Brilliant, Pytho, and 
Ginger. The odds were five to fotir on Bril- 
liant against the fields tbree to one against Ja- 
son, seven to two against Fjtho, and twenty to 
one against Ginger." 



"I owe you a half year's income of my poor 
Kving, Mr. Warrington," groaned tbe parson. 
"I will pay when my noble patron seHles with 

" A cuwe upon the luck I" growls Mr. Will- 
iamj "that comes of betling on a Snnday" — 
and be sought consolation in another great 
bumper. 

"Nsj, Cousin Will. It was bat in jest," 
cried Uany. "I can't think of taking my cous- 
in's monfy." 

"Curse me, Sir, do yon suppose, if 1 lose, I 
ean'lpay," asks Mr. William; " and that I want 
to be beholden to any tnan alive ? That is a 
good joke. Isn't it. Parson ?^ 

"I think I have heard better," said the cler- 
gyman; to which William replied, "Hang it, 
let ns have anotber bowl." 

Let ns hope tbe ladies did npt wait for this 
last replenishment of liquor, for it is certain 
they had had plenty already during tbe even- 
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Ocn young Virginian having won these sums 
of money irom his coasia and the chaplain, was 
in duty bound to giro them a chance of recov- 
ering their money, and I stn afraid his manimn 
and other sound moralists would scarcely ap- 
prove of his way of life. He played at cuds n 
great deal too much. Besides the daily whist 
or quadrille with the ladies, which set in soon 
after dinner at three o'clock, and lasted nn^ 
sDpper-time, there occurred games involving the 
gain or loss of very considerable sums of mon- 
ey, in which all the gentlemen, my lord includ- 
ed, took part. Since (heir Sunday's conversa- 
tion, his lordship was more (ree and confiden- 
tial with his kiniimaii than he had previously 
been, betted with him quite afiably, and en- 
gaged him M backgammon and pii^nel. Mc 
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WilliaAi flOid the pions chaplain liked a little 
hazard; though his divetsion was enjoyed on 
the slj, and unknown to the ladies of the house, 
who had exacted repeated promises from Cousin 
Willi that he would not leadthe Virginian into 
mischief and that he would himself keep out 
of it. So Will promised as much as his aunt 
or his mother chose to demand from him, gave 
them his word that he would never play, no 
never, and when the family retired to rest^ Mr. 
Will would walk over with a dice-4)0x and a 
rum-hottle to Cousin Harry's quarters, where he 
and Hal and his reverence would sit and play 
until daylight 

When Harry gave to Lord Castlewood those 
flourishing descriptions of the maternal estate 
in America, he had not wished to mislead his 
kinsman, or to hoast, or to tell falsehoods, for 
the lad was of a very honest and truth-telling 
nature ; but, in his life at home, it must be own- 
ed that the young fellow had had acquaintance 
with all sorts of queer company— horse-jockeys, 
tavern-loungers, gambling and sporting men, of 
whom a great number were found in his* native 
colony. A landed aristocracy, with a popula- 
tion of negroes to work their fields, and culti- 
vate their tobacco and com, had little other 
way of amusement than in the hunting-field 
or over the cards and the punch-bowl. The 

. hospitality of the province was unbounded : ev- 
ery man's house was his neighbor's; and the 
idle gentlefolks rode from one mansion to an- 
other, finding in each pretty much the same 
sport — welcome, and rough plenty. The Vir- 
ginian squire had often a buefooted valet, and 
a cobbled saddle, but there was plenty of com 
for the horses, and abundance of drink and 
venison for the master within the tumble-down 
fences, and behind the cracked windows of the 
hall. Harry had slept on many a straw mat- 
tress, and engaged in endless jolly night-bout« 
over claret and punch in craeked bowls till 
morning came, and it was time to follow the 
hounds. His poor brother was of a much more 
sober sort, as the lad oifned with contrition. 
So it is that I^ature makes folks, and some love 
books and tea, and some like Bturgundy and 
a gallop across country. Our young fellow's 
tastes were speedily made visible to his friends 
in England. None of them were partial to the 
Puritan discipline ; nor did they like Harry the 
worse for not being theleast of a milksop. Man- 
ners, you see, were looser a hundred years ago ; 
tongues were vastly more free and easy ; names 
were named and things were done which we 
should screech now to hear mentioned. Tes, 
madam, we are not as our ancestors were. 

4k)ught we not to thank the Fates that have im- 
proved our morals so prodigiously and made us 
so eminently virtuous ? 

So, keeping a shrewd keen eye upon people 
round about him, and fancying, not incorrectly, 
that his cousins were disposed to pump him, 
Harry Warrington had thought fit to keep his 
own counsel regarding his own affairs, and in 
all games of chance or matters of sport was quite 



a match for the three gentlemen into whoae ccmi- 
pany he had fallen. Even in the noble game 
of billiards he could hold his own alter a few 
days' play with his cousius and their revered 
pastor. His grandfather loved the game, and 
had over from Europe one of the very few tables 
which existed in his Majesty's province of Vir- 
ginia. Nor though Mr. Will could beat him at 
the commencement could he get undue odds 
out of the young gamester. After their first 
bet, Harry was on his guard with Mr. Will, and 
Cousin William owned, not without respeet, that 
the American was his match in most things, and 
his better in many. But though -Harry played 
so well that he could beat the parson, and soon 
was the equal of Will, who, of course, could beat 
both the girls, how came it, that in the contests 
with these, especially with one of them, Mr. 
Warrington frequently came off second ? . He 
was profoundly courteous to every being who 
wore a petticoat ; nor has tiiat traditional po- 
liteness yet left his country. All the women of 
the Castlewood establishment loved the young 
gentleman. The grim housekeeper was molli- 
fied by him i the fat cook greeted him with 
blowsy smiles ; the ladies' maids, whether of the 
French or the English nation, smirked and gig- 
gled in his behalf; the pretty porter's daughter 
at the lodge always had a kind wosd in reply to 
his. Madame de Bernstein took note of all these 
things, and, though she said nothing, watched 
carefully the boy's disposition and behavior. 

Who can say how old Lady Maria Esmond 
was ? Books of the Peerage were not so many 
in those days as they are in our blessed times^ 
and I can not tell to a few years, or even a lus- 
tre or two. When Will used to say she was five- 
and-thirty he was abusive, and, besides, was al- 
ways given to exaggeration. Maria was Will's 
half sister. She and my lord were children of 
the late Lord Castlewood's first wife, a German 
lady, whom, 'tis known, my lord married in the 
time of Queen Anne's wan. Baron Bernstein, 
who married Maria's aunt Beatrix, Bishop 
Tusher's widow, was also a German, a Hano- 
verian nobleman, and relative of the^rst Lady 
Castlewood. If my Lady Maria was ftm temp. 
George I., and his Majesty Greorge II. had been 
thirty years on the throne, how could she be 
seven-and-twenty, as she told Harry Warring- 
ton she was? ^'I am old, child," she used to 
say. '-6)^e used to call Harry'child when they 
were alone. ^*I am a hundred yean old. I am 
seven-and-twenty. I might be your mother al- 
most." To which Harry would reply, " Your 
ladyship might be the mother of all the cnpids, 
I am sure. You don't look twen^, on my word 
you do not!" 

Lady Maria looked any age you liked. She 
was a fair beauty, with a daszling white and red 
complexion, an abundance of fair hair which 
flowed over her shoulders, and beantiful round 
arms which showed to uncommon advantage 
when she played at billiards with Cousin Hany. 
When she had to stretch across the table to 
make a stroke, that youth caught glimpses of a 
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little ankle, a little clocked stocking, and a lit- 
tle black satin slipper with a little red heel, 
which filled him with nnntterable rapture, and 
made him swear that there never was such a 
foot, ankle, clocked stocking, satin slipper in the 
world, and yet, oh'you foolish Harry ! your mo- 
therms foot waa ever so much more slender, and 
half an inch shorter, than Lady Marians. But, 
somehow, boys do not look at their mamma*s 
slippers and ankles' with rapture. 

No doubt Lady Maria was very kind to Harry 
when they were alone. Before her sister, aunt, 
stepmother, she made light of him, calling him 
a simpleton, a chit, and who knows what trivial 
names ? Behind his back, and even before his 
face, she mimicked his accent, which smacked 
somewhat of his province. Harry blushed 
and corrected the faulty intonation, under his 
English monitresses. His aunt pronounced 
that they would soon make him a pretty fel- 
low. 

Lord Castlewood, we have said, became daily 
more familiar and friendly with his guest and 
relative. Till the crops were off the ground 
there was no sporting, except an occasional cock- 
match at Winchester, and a bull-baiting at Hex- 
ton Fair. Harry and Will rode off to many 
jolly &irs and races round about: the young 
Virginian was presented to some of the county 
families — the Henleys of the Grange, the Craw- 
leys of Queen's Crawley, the Bedmaynes of Li- 
onsdeo, and so forth. The neighbors came in 
thoir great heavy coaches, and passed two or 
three days in country fashion. More of them 
would have come, but for the fear all the Castle- 
wood family had of offending Madame de Bern- 
stein. She did not like country company ; the 
ruAtical society and conversation annoyed her. 
•* We shall be merrier when my aunt leaves us," 
the young folks owned. "We have a reason, 
as yon may imagine, for being very civil to her. 
Ton know what a favorite she was with our 
papa? And with reason. She got him his 
earldom, being very well indeed at Court at that 
time with the King and Queen. She commands 
here naturally, perhaps » little too much. We 
are all afraid of her ; even my elder brother 
stands in awe of her, and my stepmother is 
much more obedient to her than she ever was 
to my papa, whom' she ruled with a rod of iron. 
But Castlewood is merrier when our aunt is not 
here. At least we have much more company. 
Tou will come to us in our gay days, Harry, 
won't you ? Of course you will ; this is your 
home. Sir. I was so pleased, oh ! so pleased, 
when my brother said he considered it was your 
home !** 

A soft hand is held out after this pretty speech, 
a pair of very well-preserved blue eyes look ex- 
ceedingly friendly. Harry grasps his cousin's 
hand wiUi ardor. I do not know what privilege 
of cousinship he would not like to claim, only he 
is so timid. They call the English selfish and 
cold. He at first thought his relatives were so ; 
bat how mistaken he was I How kind and af- 
fectionate they are, especially the Earl, and 



dear, dear Maria! How he wishes he could 
recall that letter which he had written to Mrs. 
Mountain and his mother, in which he hinted 
that his welcome had been a cold one ! The 
Earl his cousin was every thing that was kind, 
had promised to introduce him to London so- 
ciety, and present him at Court, and at White's. 
He was to consider Castlewood as his English 
home. He had been most hasty in his judg- 
ment regarding his relatives in Hampshire. All 
this, with many contrite expressions, he wrote 
in his second dispatch to Virginia. And he 
added, for it hath been hinted that the young 
gentleman did not spell at this early time with 
especial accuracy, ''My cousin, the Lady Ma- 
ria, is a perfect Angk." 

^^Ille prater omnes angvhis ridet," muttered' 
little Mr. Dempster, at home in Virginia. 

''The child can't be falling in love with 
this angle, as he calls her!" cried out Mount- 
ain. 

"Pooh, pooh I my niece Maria is forty!" 
says Madam Esmond. " I perfectly well recol- 
lect her when I was at home — a great, gawky, 
carroty creature, with a foot like a pair of bel- 
lows." Where is truth, forsooth, and who know- 
eth it ? Is Beauty Beautiful, or is it only our 
eyes that make it so? Does Venus squint? 
Has she got a splay foot, red hair, and a crook- 
ed back? Anoint my eyes, good Fairy Puck, 
so that I may ever consider the Beloved Object 
a paragon I Above all, keep on anointfng my 
mistress's dainty peepers with the very strongest 
ointment, so that my noddle may ever appear 
lovely to her, and that she may continue to 
crown my honest ears with fresh roses 1 

Now, not only was Hany Warringtoit a fa- 
vorite with some in the drawing-room, and all 
the ladies of the servants' hall, but, like master 
like man, his valet Gumbo was very much ad- 
mired and respected by very many of the do- 
mestic circle: Gumbo had a hundred accom- 
plishments. He was famous as a fisherman, 
huntsman, blacksmith. He could dress hair 
.beautifully, and improved himself in the art un- 
der my Lord's own Swiss gentleman. He was 
great at cooking many of his Virginian dishes, 
and learned many new culinary secrets from my 
liOrd's French man. We have heard how ex- 
quisitely and melodiously he sang at church, 
and he sang not only sacred but secular music, 
often inventing airs and composing rude words 
after the habit of his people. He played the 
fiddle so charmingly that he set all the girls 
dancing in Castlewood Hall, and was ever wel- 
come to a gratis mug of ale at the Three Cas- 
tles in the village, if he would but bring his 
fiddle with hinu He was good-natured and 
loved to play for the village children, so that 
Mr. Warrington's negro was a universal favor- 
ite in all the Castlewood domain. 

Now it was not difficult for the servanta'-hall 
folks to perceive that Mr. Gumbo was a liar, 
which fact was undoubted in spite of all his 
good qualities. For instance, that day at church, 
when he pretended to read out of Molly's psalm- 
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book, be sangqnila other words than those which 
were clown in the book, of which he could not de- 
cipher a ayllable. And he pretended to ander- 
■tand muaic, whereupon the Swiss vslet brought 
him some, and Master Gumbo turned the page 
upside doHn. These iusCances of tong-bow 
pracCice daily occurred, aod were patent to all 
the Casllowood household. Thej knew Gum- 
bo was a liar, perhaps not thinkiu); the worse 
of him Tor this ncaknen ; hnt thej did not know 



how great a liar he wao, and believed him 
much more than the; bad any reason fbr do- 
ing, and because, I suppose, the/ liked to be- 
lieve him. 

Whaterer might be hia feelidgs of wonder 
and etiTj on first vlewiag the splendor and com- 
forts of Costlewood, Mr. Gumbo kept hia senti- 
ments to himself, and examined tfie place, park, 
appointments, stables, very coolly. The horses. 
ha ^d, were Teiy well, what there were o( 
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them ; bat at Castlewood in Yirginia thej had 
six times as many, and let me see, fourteen 
eighteen grooms to look after them. Madam 
Esmond*8 carriages were much finer than my 
lord*s — great deal more gold on the panels. 
As for her gardens, they covered acres, and they 
grew every kind of flower and fruit under the 
sun. Fine-apples and peaches? Pine-apples 
and peaches were so common they were given 
to pigs in his country. They had twenty forty 
gardeners, not whit^ gardeners, all black gen- 
tlemen, like hisself! In the house were twenty 
forty gentlemen in livery, besides women-serv- 
ants — ^never could remember how many women- 
servants, dere were so many — tink dcre were fifty 
women-servants — ^all Madam £smond*s proper- 
ty, and worth ever so many hundred pieces of 
eight apiece. How much was a piece of eight? 
Bigger than a guinea, a piece of eight w^as. 
Tink Madam Esmond have twenty thirty thou- 
sand guineas a year — have whole rooms fall of 
gold and plate. Came to England in one of 
her ships; have ever so many ships. Gumbo 
can't count how many ships, and estates, cov- 
ered all over with tobacco and negroes, and 
reaching out for a week's journey. Was Mas- 
ter Harry heir to all this property? Of course, 
now Master Grcorge was killed and scalped by 
the Indians. Gumbo had killed ever so many 
Indians, and tried to save Master George, but 
he was Master Harry's boy — and Master Harry 
was as rich — oh, as rich as ever he like. He 
wore black now, because Master George was 
dead ; but you should see his chests fall of gold 
clothes, and lace, and jewels, at Bristol. Of 
course, Master Harry was the richest man in 
aU Virginia, and might have twenty sixty serv- 
ants; only he liked traveling with one best, 
and that one, it need scarcely be said, was 
Gambo. 

This story was not invented at once, but grad- 
ually elicited from Mr. Gumbo, who. might 
have uttered some trifling contradictions during 
the progress of the narrative, but by the time he 
had told his tale twice or thrice in the servants' 
ball or the butler's private apartment, he was 
pretty perfect and consistent in his part, and 
knew accurately the niunber of slaves Madam 
Eflinond kept, and the amount of income which 
she enjoyed. The truth is, that as four or five 
negroes are required to do the work of one white 
man, the domestics in American establishments 
are much more numerous than in ours; and 
like the houses of most other Virginian landed 
proprietors. Madam Esmond's mansion and sta- 
bles swarmed with servants. 

Mr. Gumbo's account of his mistress's wealth 
and splendor was carried to my lord by his lord- 
ship's man, and to Madame do Bernstein and 
mr ladies by their respective waiting-women, 
and, we may be sure, lost nothing in the tell- 
ing. A young gentleman in En gland is not the 
less liked because he is reputed to be the heir 
to vast wealth and possessions ; when Lady Cas- 
tlewood came to hear of Harry's prodigious ex- 
pectations, she repented of her first cool recep- 



tion of him, and of having pinched her daugh- 
ter's arm till it was black and blue for having 
been extended toward the youth in too friend- 
ly a manner. Was it too late to have him 
back into those fair arms ? Lady Fanny was 
welcome to try, and resumed the dancing-les- 
sons. The Countess would play the music with 
all her heart But, how provoking I that odi- 
ous, sentimental Maria would always insist upon 
being in the room ; and as sure as Fanny walk- 
ed in the gardens or the park, so sure would her 
sister come trailing after her. , As for Madame 
de Bernstein/ she laughed, and was amused at 
the stories of the prodigious fortune of her Vir- 
ginian relatives. She knew her half sister's 
man of business in London, and very likely was 
aware of the real state of Madam Esmond's 
money matters ; but she did not contradict the 
rumors which Gumbo and his fellow-servants 
had set afloat ; and was not a little diverted by 
the effect which these reports had upon the be- 
havior of the Castlewood family toward their 
young kinsman. 

" Hang him ! Is he so rich, Molly ?" said my 
lord to his elder sister. *'Then good-by to our 
chances with your aunt. The Baroness will be 
sure to leave him all her money to spite us, and 
because he doesn't want it. Nevertheless, the 
lad is a good lad enough, and it is not his fault 
being rich, yon know." 

'* He is very simple and modest in his habits 
for one so wealthy," remarks Maria. 

**Rich people often are so," says my lord. 
'*If I were rich I often think I would be the 
greatest miser, and live in rags and on a crust. 
Depend on it there is no pleasure so enduring 
as money-getting. It grows on you, and in- 
creases with old age. But because I am as 
poor as Lazarus, I dress in purple and fine linen, 
and fare sumptuously every day." 

Maria went . to the book-room and got the 
** History of Virginia," by R B. Gent — ^and read 
therein what an admirable climate it was, and 
how all kinds of fruit and corn grew in that 
province, and what ncble rivers were those of 
Potomac and Rappahanna, abounding in all 
sorts of fish. And she wondered whether the 
climate would agree with her, and iivhether her 
aunt would like her? And Harry was sure his 
mother would adore her, so would Mountain. 
And when he was asked about the number of 
his mother's servants, he said they certainly had 
more servants than are seen in England — he did 
not know how many. . But the negroes did not 
do near as much work as English servants did : 
hence the necessity of keeping so great a num- 
ber. As for some others of Gumbo's details 
which were brought to him, he laughed and 
said the boy was wonderful as a romancer, and 
in telling such stories he supposed was trying to 
speak out for the honor of thepfamily. 

So Harry was modest as well as rich ! His 
denials only served to confirm his relatives' 
opinion regarding his splendid expectations. 
More and more the Countess and the ladies 
were friendly and affectionate with him. More 
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and more Mr. Will betted with him, and wanted 
to sell him bargains. Harry^s simple dress and 
equipage only served to' confirm his friends' idea 
of his wealth. To see a young man of his rank 
and means with but one servant, and without 
horses or a carriage of his* own — what modesty ! 
When he went to London he would cut a better 
figure ? Of course he would. Castlewood would 
introduce him to the best aociety in the capital, 
and he would appear as he ought to' appear at 
St. James's. No man could be more pleasant, 
wicked, lovely, obsequious, than the worthy 
chaplain, Mr. Sampson. How proud he would 
be if he could show his young friend a little of 
London life I — if he could warn rog^ies off him, 
and keep him out of the way of harm ! Mr. 
Sampson was very kind ; every body was very 
kind. Harry liked quite well the respect that 
was paid to him. As Madam Esmond's son he 
thought perhaps it was his due ; and took for 
granted that he was the personage which his 
family imagined him to be. How should be 
know better, who had never as yet seen any 
place but his own province, and why should he 
not respect his own condition when other people 
respected it so ? So all the little knot of. people 
at Castlewood House, and from these the people 
in Castlewood village, and from thence the peo- 
ple in the whole country, chose to imagine that 
Mr. Harry Esmond Warrington was the heir of 
immense wealth, and a gentleman of very great 
importance, because his negro valet told lies 
about him in the servants' hall. 

Harry's aunt, Madame de Bernstein, after a 
week or two, began to tire of Castlewood and 
the inhabitants of that mansion, atid the neigh- 
bors who came to visit them. This clever wo- 
man tired of most things and people sooner or 
later. So she took to nodding and sleeping 
over the chaplain's stories, and to doze at her 
whist and over her dinner, and to be very snap- 
pish and sarcastic in her conversation with her 
Esmond nephews and nieces, hitting out blows 
at my lord and his brother the jockey, and my 
ladies widowed and unmarried, who winced 
under her scornful remarks, and bore them as 
they best might. The cook, whom she had so 
praised on first coming, now gave her no satis- 
faction ; the wine was corked, the house was 
damp, dreary, and full of drafts, the doors would 
not shut, and the chimneys were smoky. She 
began to think the Tunbridge waters were 
very necessary for her, ftnd ordered the doctor, 
who came to her from the neighboring town 
of Hexton, to order those waters for her ben- 
efit. 

*' I wish to Heaven she would go !** growled 
my lord, who was the most independent mem- 
ber of his family. '* She may go to Tunbridge, 
or she may go to Bath, or she may go to Jeri- 
cho for me." • 

'* Shall Fanny and I come with you to Tun- 
bridge ? dear Baroness I" asked Lady Castlewood 
of her sister-in-law. 

'* Not for worlds, my dear ! The doctor or- 
ders me absolute quiet, and if you came I should 



have the knocker going all day, and Fanny's 
lovers would never be out of the house," an- 
swered the Baroness, who was quite weary of 
Lady Castlewood's company. 

**I wish I could be of any service to my 
aunt!" said the sentimental lady, Maria, de- 
murely. 

**My good child, what can. you do for me? 
You can not play piquet so well as my maid, 
and I have heard all your songs till I am per- 
fectly tired of them. One of the gentlemen 
might go with me ; at leasf^ make the journey, 
and see me safe from highwaymen.** 

*^rm sure, ma'am, I shall be glad to ride 
with you," said Mr. Will. 

< ' Oh, not you ! I don't want you, William," 
cried the young man's aunt. '*Why do not 
you offer ; and where are your American man- 
ners, you ungracious Hany Warrington? 
Don't swear, Will. Harry is much better 
company than you are, and much better ton 
too. Sir." 

*' Tong, indeed; confound his tong," growled 
envious Will to himself. 

*' I dare say I shall be tired of him, as I am 
of other folks," continued the Baroness. *'I 
have scarcelj^ seen Hany at all these last days. 
You shall ride with me to Tunbridge." 

At this direct appeal, and to no one's won- 
der more than that of his aunt, Mr. Harry War- 
rington blushed and hemmed and ha'd : and at 
length said, ** I have promised jdj cousin Cas- 
tlewood to go over to Hexton Petty Sessions 
with him to-morrow. He thinks I should see 
how the Courts here are conducted — and — and 
the partridge shooting will soon begin, and I 
have promised to be here for that, ma'am." 
Saying which words, Harry Warrington looked 
as red as a poppy, while Lady Maria held her 
meek face downward, and nimbly plied her 
needle. 

" You actually refuse to go with me to Tun- 
bridge Wells ?" called out Madame Bernstein, 
her eyes lightening, and her face flushing up 
with anger, too. 

''Not to ride with you, ma'am; that I will 
do with all my heart ; but to stay there — ^I have 
promised . . . ." 

*< Enough, enough, Sir! I can go alone, 
and don't want your escort." And the irate 
old lady rustled out of the room. 

The Castlewood family looked at each other 
with wonder. Will wUstled. Lady Castle- 
wood glanced at Fanny, as much as to say, hU 
chance is over now. Lady Maria never lifted 
up her eyes from her tambour-frame. 



CHAPTER XVn. 

ON THE 8CBKT. 

YouNO Harry Warrington's act of revolt 
came so suddenly upon Madame de Bernstein 
that she had no other way of replying to it 
than by the prompt outbreak of anger with 
which we left her in the last chapter. She 
darted two fierce glances at Lady Fanny and 
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ber mother «i the quitted the ■ 
room. Lad7HHia,overheit«m- 
boar-fVsrao, euaped withoat the 
leut noiice, and icarcelj lifted ap 
her head from her embroidery to 
iratch the aunt relrealiDg, or the 
took* which mamma-JD-law and 
riiter ihrew at one another. 

" So, In spiLe of all, jou hare, 
madam?" the mstemal lookj 
•eemed to taj. 

"HHTe what?" adied Lady 
E^Minj's ejet. Bat what good in 
looking innocent? She hM>ked 
pnxiled. She did not look one- 
tenth part aa innocent >^ Slaria. 
Hod ahe been guilty, she would 
hare looked not guilty much more 
cleverly ; and would hare taken 
care to study and compose a face 
so aa to be ready to anit the plea. 
Whateier was the expreuioa of 
Fanny's ayes, mamma glared on 
her at if she would have liked 
to tear them out. 

But Lady Castlewood conld 
not operate n|>on the said eyes 
then and (here, like the barbarous 
monsters in the itage-direction in 

KingLear. When her ladyship ' "—-1.- '_— - i— ~ ---^■-- 

was going to tear out her daugh- 
ter's eyes, she would retire smiling, with an arm grumUlel against the head of the house. When 
roundberdearchild'a waist, and then gouge her ho adopted (hat fisnk tone, there w 



" So yon don't fancy going with the old lady 
to Tnnbridge Wells ?" was all she said to Cous- 
in Warrington, wearing at the same time a per- 
fectly well-bred simper on her face. 

"And small blame to onr cDnsio <" interposed Lord Cas^ewood had a laudable di 
my "lord. (The face o»er the tambonr-frame j tivate (he domesti 
looked np for one instant.) " A yoong fellow 
must nothaTB it all idling and holiday. Lcl 
him mix up something useful with his pleas- 
ures, and go to the fiddles and piimp-roons al 
Tunbrjdge or the Ba(h later. Mr. Warrington 
has (0 condiu:( a great estate in America: lee 
him see bow ours in England are carried on. 
Will ha(h shown him the kennel and the sta- 
bles, and the games in rognc, which I think, 
xonsin, jou seem to play as well as yonr teach- 
ers. After harvest, we will show him a little 
English fowling and shooting; in winter, we 
will take him out a-honting. Though there 
has been a coolness between us and our aunt- 
kinswoman in Virginia, yet we are of (he same 
blood. Ere we send our cousin hack (o his mo- 
oter, let us show him wtiat an English gentle- 
man's life at borne is. 1 should like to read 
with him a* well as sport with hira, and that is 
why I have been pressing him of late to stay 
and bear me company." 

My lord spolie with such perfect frankness 
that his mother-in-law and half-brother and sis- 
ter could not help wondering what his 



could be. The three last-named peisons often ! Iroquo 



oming his meaning: often it would not be dis- 
covered unlit mouths had passed. He did not 
say "This is true ;" but, "I mean that this state- 
ment should be accepted and belicTcd in my 
fnmily." It was then a thing roavemit that my 

* ■ " re to cul- 

1 educate, 

id improre his young relative; and 

that he had taken a great lancy to the lad, and 

wished that Harry should stay for some time 

"What is Castlewood's game now?" asked 
William of his mother and sister, as (hey disap- 
peared into (he corridors. " Stop I By George, 
I hare it V 

"What, William?" 

"He intends (o get blm lo play, end to win 
(he Virginia estate back from him. That's 

" Bflt the lad has not got the Virginia estate 
(o pay, if he loses," remarks mamma. 

"If my bro(her has not some scheme In 
riew. may I be — " 

"Hush! Of course he has a scheme in 
view. Bntwhat isitr" 

"He can't mean Maria — Maria is ts old at 
Harry's mother," muses Mr. William. 

" I^mh T with her old face and sandy hur and 
freckled skin ! Impossible !" cries Lady Fanny, 
with somewhat of a sigh. 

your ladyship had a fiincy fbr the 






held little conspiracies together, and caballed or [ "I trust I know my station and daty better. 
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madam ! If I had liked him, that is no reason 
why I should many him. Your ladjship hath 
taught me as much as that.** 

" My Lady Fanny r* 

*' I am sure you married our papa without 
liking him. Ton have told me so a thousand 
times!** 

"And if you did not love our father before 
marriage, yon certainly did not fall in love with 
him afterward,** broke in Mr. William, with a 
laugh. ^* Fan and I remember how our hon- 
ored parents used to fight. Don't us. Fan? 
And our brother Esmond kept the peace.** 

« Don't recall those dreadful low scenes, Will- 
iam ! ** cries mamma. * * When your father took 
too much drink, he was like a madman ; and 
his conduct should be a warning to you. Sir, 
who are fond of the same horrid practice.** 

*' I am sure, madam, you were not much the 
happier for manying the man you did not like, 
and your ladyship's title hath brought very lit- 
tle along with it,*' whimpered out Lady Fanny. 
*' What is the use of a coronet with the jointure 
of a tradesman's wife ? — how many of them ara 
richer than we are ? There is come lately to 
live in our Square, at Kensington, a grocer's 
widow from London Bridge, whose daughters 
have three gowns where I have one ; and who, 
though they are waited on but by a man and a 
couple of maids, I know eat and drink a thou- 
sand timss better thai) we do with our scraps of 
cold meat on our plate, and our great flaunting, 
trapesing, impudent, lazy lackeys I** 

"He! he! glad I dine at the palace, and 
not at home!** said Mr. Will. (Mr. Will, 
through his aunt*s interest with Count Puffon- 
dorff, Groom of the Royal (and Serene Electo- 
ral) Powder-Closet, had one of the many small 
places at Court, that of Deputy-Powder). 

"Why should I not be happy without any 
title except my own ?'* continued Lad/Frances. 
" Many people are. I dare say they are even 
happy in America.** 

" Yes I with a mother-in-law who is a per- 
fect Turk and Tartar, for all I hear — with In- 
dian war-whoops howling all round you : and 
with a danger of losing your scalp, or of being 
eat up by a wild beast every time you went to 
church.** 

"I wouldn't go to church,** said Lady Fan- 
ny. 

** You'd go with any body who asked you, 
Fan!'* roared out Mr. Will: "and &• would 
old Maria, and so would any woman, that's the 
fact :** and Will laughed at his own wit 

"Pray, good folks, what is all your merri- 
ment about?** here asked Madame Bernstein, 
peeping in on her relatives from the tapestried 
door which led into the gallery where their con- 
versation was held. 

Will told her that his mother and sister had 
been having a fight (which was not a novelty, 
as Madame Bernstein knew), because Fanny 
wanted to marry their cousin, the wild Indian, 
and my lady countess would not let her. Fan- 
^y protested against this statement Since the 



very first day when her mother had told her no( 
to speak to the young gentleman she had scarce- 
ly exchanged two words with him. She knew 
her station better. She did not want to be scalp- 
ed by wild Indians, or eat up by bears. 

Madame de Bernstein looked puzzled. " If 
he is not staying for yon, for whom is he stay- 
ing ?** she asked. " At the houses to which he 
has been carried, you have taken care not to 
show him a woman that is not a fright or in the 
nursery ; and I think the boy is too proud to 
fall in love with a dairymaid. Will.** 

"Humph! That is a matter pf taste, 
ma'am,** says Mr. William, with a shrug of his 
shoulders. 

" Of Mr. William Esmond's taste, as you 
say ; but not of yonder boy's. The Esmonds 
of his grandfather's nurture, Sir, would not go 
a-courting in the kitchen.** 

"Well, ma*am, every man to his taste, I say 
again. A fellow might go farther and fare 
worse than my brother's servants'-hall, and, be- 
sides Fan, there's ohly the maids or old Maria 
to choose from.'* 

"Maria! Impossible!** And yet, as she 
spoke the very words, a sudden thought crossed 
Madame Bernstein's mind, that this elderly Ca- 
lypso might have captivated her young Telcma- 
chus. She called .to mind half a dozen in- 
stances in her own experience of young men 
who had been infatuated by old women. She 
remembered how frequent Harry W^arrington's 
absences had been of late — absences which she 
attributed to his love for field-sports. She re- 
membered how often, when he was absent, Ma- 
ria Esmond was away too. Walks in cool ave- 
nues, whisperings in garden temples, or behind 
clipped hedges, casual squeezes of the hand in 
twilight corridors, or sweet glances and o^les 
in meetings on the stairs — ^a lively fancy, an 
intimate knowledge of the world, very likely, a 
considerable personal experience in early days, 
suggested all these possibilities and chances to 
Madame de Bernstein, just as she was saying 
that they were impossible. * 

"Impossible, ma'am! I don't know,** Will 
continued. " My mother warned Fan off him.'* 

"Oh, your mother did warn Fanny off?** 

" Certainly, my dear Baroness !'* 

* ' Didn't she ? Didn'-t she pinch Fanny's arm 
black and blue ? Didn't they fight abont it ?" 

"Nonsense, William! For shame, Will- 
iam!" cry both the implicated ladies in a 
breath. 

"And now, since we have heard how rich he 
is, perhaps it is sour grapes, that is all. And 
now, since he is warned off the young bird, per- 
haps he is hunting the old one, that's all. Im- 
possible ! . why impossible ? You know old Lady 
Suffolk, ma*am ?'* 

"William, how can you speak about Lady 
Suffolk to your aunt ?** 

A grin passed over the countenance of the 
young gentleman. * * Because Lady Suffolk was 
a special favorite at Court ? WeU, other folks 
have succeeded her.** 
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" Sir r cries Madame de BernBtein, who may 
hare had her reasons to take offense. 

*' So thej have, I say ; or who, pray, is my 
Lady Yarmouth now! And didn't old Lady 
Snffolk go and fall in love with George Berke- 
ley, and marry him when she was oyer so old? 
Nay, ma*am, if I remember right — ^and we hear 
a deal of town-talk at our table-;- Harry £st- 
ridge went mad about your ladyship when you 
were somewhat rising twenty ; and would have 
changed your name a third time if you would 
but have let him." 

This allusion to an adventure of her own 
later days, which was, indeed, pretty notorious 
to all the world, did not anger Madame de 
Bernstein, like Will's former hint about his aunt 
having been a favorite at George the Second's 
Coort; buty on the contrary, set her in good 
humor. 

''^»^t/,"she said, musing, as she played 
a pretty little hand on the table, and no doubt 
thinking about mad young Harxy Estridge; 
*' 'tis not impossible, William, that old folks and 
young folks, too, should play the fool." 

'*Bnt I can't understand a young fellow being 
in love with Maria,** continued Mr. William, 
* *■ however he might be with you, ma'am. That's 
oter shostj as our French tutor used to say. Ton 
remember the Ck>unt^ ma*am ; he, he ! — ^and so 
does Maria!" 

"WaiiamI" 

" And I dare say the Count remembers the 
bastinado Castlewood had given to him. A 
confounded French dancing-master calling him- 
self a connt, and daring to fall in love in our 
family I Whenever I want to make myself un- 
commonly agreeable to old Maria, I just say a 
few words ci parly voo to her. She knows what 
I mean." 

**• Hare you abused her to your cousin, Etarry 
Warrington ?" asked Madame de Bernstein. 

"Well — I know she is/ always abusing me 
— and I have said my mind about her," said 

" Oh you idiot !" cried the old lady. " Who 
bat a gaby ever spoke ill of a woman to her 
sweet-heart? He will tell her every thing, and 
they both will hate you." 

" The very thing, ma'am !" cried Will, burst- 
ing into a great laugh. " I had a sort of a sus- 
picion, yon see, and two days ago, as we were 
riding together^ I told Hany Warrington a bit 
of my mind about Maria ; — why shouldn't I, I 
say? She is always abusing me, ain't she. 
Fan? And your favorite turned as red as my 
plush waistcoat — wondered how a gentleman 
could malign his own flesh and blood, and, 
trembling all over with rage, said I was no true 
Esmond." 

**Wby didn't yon chastise him. Sir, as my 
lord did the dancing-master ?" cried Lady Cas- 
tlewood. 

"Well, mother — you see that at quarter- 
staff there's two sticks used," replied Mr. Will- 
iam ; " and my opinion is, that Harry War- 
rington can guard his own head uncommonly 



well. Perhaps that is one of the reasons why 
I did not offer to treat my cousin to a caning. 
And now you say so, ma'am, I know he has 
told Maria. She has been looking battle, mur- 
der, and sudden death at me ever since. All- 
which shows — ** and here he turned to his aunt. 

'* All which shows what ?" 

"That X think we are oathe right scent ; and 
that we've found Maria — the old fox!" And 
the ingenuous youth here clapped his hand to his 
mouth, and gave a loud halloo. 

How far had this pretty intrigue gone ? now 
was the question. Mr. Will said, that at her 
age, Maria would be for conducting matters as 
rapidly as possible, not having much time to 
lose. There was not a great deal of love lost 
between Will and his half-sister. 

" Who would sift the matter to the bottom? 
Scolding one party or the other was of no avail. 
Threats only served to aggravate people in such 
cases. I never was in danger but once, young 
people," said Madame de Bernstein, "and I 
think that was because my poor mother contra- 
dicted me. If this boy is like others of his fam- 
ily, the more we oppose him, the more entile 
he will be ; and we shall never get him out of 
his scrape." 

"Faith, ma'am, suppose we leave him in it^' 
grumbled W*ill. " Old Maria and I don't love 
each other too much, I grant you ; but an En- 
glish Earl's daughter is good enough for an 
American tobacco-planter, when all is said and 
done." 

Here his mother and sister broke out. They 
would not hear of such a union. To which 
Will answered, "You are like the dog in the 
manger. You don't want the man yourself, 
Fanny—" 

"/ want him, indeed!" cries Lady Fanny, 
with a toss of her head. 

" Then why grudge him to Maria ? I think 
Castlewood wants her to have him." 

"Why grudge him to Maria, Sir?" cried 
Madame de Bernstein, with great energy. * * Do 
you remember who the poor boy is, and what 
your house owes to his family ? His grandfather 
was the best friend your father ever had, and 
gave up this estate, this title, this very castle, 
in which you are conspiring against the friend- 
less Virginian lad, that you and yours might 
profit by it. And the reward for all this kind- 
ness is, that you all but shut the door on the 
child when he knocks at it, and talk of marry- 
ing him to a silly elderly creature who might be 
his mother I He ahaWt many her." 

"The very thing we were saying and think- 
ing, my dear Baroness !" interposes Lady Cas- 
tlewood. " Our part of the family is not eager 
about the match, though my lord and Marif^ 
may be." 

" You woidd like hini for yourself, now that 
you hear he is rich — and may be richer, young 
people, mind you that," cried Madam Beatrix, 
turning upon the other women. 

" Mr. Warrington may be ever so rich, mad- 
am, but there is no need why your ladyship 
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should perpetnallj reminii ni that ' 
broke in Lady Caiilewood, with >ome spirit. 
"At least tliera is very little diapBriiy in Fan- 
ny's age and Mi. Uoiry's ; and jou sDr^lf will 
be the luC to e»j that a lady of oar name and 
family is not good enough for aoy gentleman 
bora in Virginia or elsewhere." 

''Lei Fanny take an English gentleman, 
Cooniesa, not an American. With snch a name 
and auch a mother to help her, and iritb all her 
f>ood looks and accomplishments, sue, she can't 
tail of finding a man worthy of her. But from 
what I know about the danghcers of this house, 
and what 1 imagine aboal our young consin, I 
am certain that no happ;' match coald be made 
between thsm." 

"What does my aant know about mo?" ask- 
ed Ljdy Fanny, taming very red. 

"Only your temper, my dear. Yon don'l 
suppose that I belicTS all the tittle-tattle and 
scandal which one can not help hearing in town? 
Bui the temper and earl? education are saffl- 
cienl. Only fancy one of joa condemned to 
leave St. James's and the Mall, and lire in a 
plantation sarrounded by savages I You would 
die of ennui, or worry your husband's life ont 
with your ill-humor. You are bom, ladies, to 
□fnament courts — not wigwaras. Let this Ind 
£0 back to his wildemeas with a wife who is 
inited to him." 

The other two ladies declared in a breath 
that, for their parts, they desired no better, and, 
after a few mora words, went on their way, while 
Madame de Bernstein, lifting np her tapestried 
door, retired into her own chamber. She saw 
all Che scheme now ; she admired the ways of 
women, calling a score of little circumstances 
back to mind. She wondered at her own blind- 
ness during the lastfcw days, and thai she should 
not Lave perceived the rise and piogreas of this 
queer lillle intrigue. How far had it gone? 
was now the qaeslion. Was Harry's passion 
of ^e serious and tragical sort, or a mere fire 
of straw which a day or two would bum ont ? 
How deeply was he committed 7 She dreaded 
the strength of Harry's passion, and the weak- 
ness of Maria's. A woman of her age is so des- 
perate, Madame Bernstein may hate thought, 
thai she will make any eflbrta to secure a lover. 
Scandal, bab I She will retire and be a prin- 
cess in Virginia, and leave the folks in England 
to talk as much scandal as they choose. 

I* thei« always, iben, one thing which wo- 
men do not tell to one another, and about which 
they agree to deceive each other ? Does the 
concealment arise from deceit or modesty ? A 
man, as soon as he feels an inclioalion for one 
of the other sex, seeks for a friend of his own 
to whom he nwj impart the' delightful intelli- 
gence. A woman (with mora or less skill) 
holies her secret away from her kind. For 
days and weeks post had not (bis old Maria 
made fools of the whale house — Maria, the butt 
of the family ? 

I forbear to go into too curious inquiries re- 
garding the Lady Maria's anlecedenls. I bave 



my own opinion aboitt Madame Bernstein's. A 
hundred yean ego people of the great world 
were not so strait-laced as they are now, when 
every body is good, pure, moral, modest ; when 
there is no slceleton in any body's cloaet ; when 
theie is no scheming; no slurring over of old 
stories; when no girl tries to sell herself for 
wealth, and no mother abets her. Snppose my 
Lady Maria tries to make her little game, where- 
in is her ladyship's great eccentrici^? 

On these points no doubt the Baroness de 
Beraslein thought as she comnutned with her- 
self in her private aportmeQI. 



CHAPTER XVIIL 

As my Lady Castlewood and her son and 
daughter passed through one door of the saloon 
where tbey had aUbeen seated, my Lord Castle- 
wood departed by another issue ; and then tbo 
demnre eyes looked up from the tamboar-fiame 
on which thej had persisted hitherto itt exam- 
ining the innocent violeu and jonquils. The 
eyes looked np at Harry Warrii^ton, who stood 
Hi an ancestral portrait under the great fire- 
place. He had fathered a great heap of blushes 
(those flowers which bloom so rarely alter gen- 
tlefolks' spring-time); and wiih ^em oras- 
menled his honest countenance, his cheeks, his ' 
forehead, nay, his youthful can. 

"Why did yon refuse to go with onr annl. 
consin?" asked the lady of the tambour-frame. 

"Because jour ladyship bade me star," an- 
swered the lad. 

"/bid you stayl Lai child I What one 
says in fun, you lake in earnest t Are oU yea 
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"Toa s«id — when — wfien we walked in the 
tenace two aighu since — O Heavenl" cried 
Uarry, with a voice trembling with emotion. 

"Ah, that iweet night, couBinl" cries the 
Tambour-frame. 

"Whe— whe — when jon gaxe me this rose 
from Tonr own neck — " roared ont Harrj, pnll- 
iag nuldenlj a cnunbled and decayed Tegetable 
from hi( waistcoat — " which I will nerer part 
with — with, so, hj Hearens, while this heart 
continnei (o beat! Yon said, 'Harry, if your 
atmt aika 70D to go awaj, jon will go, and if 



yon go^ you will forget nw,* Dida't yon tay 
so?" 

" All men (brgetl" said theVlrgin, with asigh. 

" In this cold lelflsh country tbey may, consin, 
not in ours," coniiaaes Harry, yet in the same 
state of exultation, " I bad rather hare lost an 
arm almost than refused the old lady. I tell 
yaa it went to my heart to uj no to her, aiul 
sbo so kind to me, and who bad been the means 
of introducing me to — to — Heaven I"" . . . 
(Here a kick to an interrening spaniel, which 
flies yelping from before the Are, and a rapid 
advance on the tambonr-frame.) "Look here, 
cousin ! If you were to bid me jnmp ont of 
yonder window, I shoold do it; or mnrder, I 
should do It." 
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'*La! bat yon need not squeeze one's hand 
so, you silly child !** remarks Maria. 

"I can*t help it — ^we are so in the South. 
Where my heart is, I can't help speaking my 
mind out, cousin — and you know where that 
heart is! Etct since that evening — that — O 
HeaTen I I tell you I have hardly slept since — I 
want to do something — to distinguish myself — 
to be ever so great. I wish there was Giants, 
Maria, as I have read of in — ^in books, that I 
could go and fight *em. I wish you. was in dis- 
tress, that I might help you, somehow. I wish 
you wanted my blood, that I might spend every 
drop of it for yon. And when you told me not 
to go with Madame Bernstein . . .** 

"/tell thee, child? never." 

''I thought you told me. Tou said you 
knew I preferred my aunt to my cousin, and I 
said then what I say now, ' Incomparable Maria ! 
I prefer thee to all the women in the world and 
all the angels in Faradise-Hind I would go any 
where, were it to dungeons, if yon ordered me {* 
And do you think I would not stay any where, 
when you only desired that I should be near 
you ?" he added, after a moment's pause. 

" Men alwajrs talk in that way — that is — that 
is, I have heard so,** said the spinster, correct- 
ing herself; "for what should a country-bred 
woman know about you creatures ? When you 
are near us, they say yon are all raptures and 
flames and promises and I don't know what; 
when you are away, you forget all about ns." 

"But I think I never want to go away as 
long as I live," groaned out the -young man. 
" I have tired of many things ; not books and 
that, I never cared for study much, but games 
and sports which I used to be fond of when I 
was a boy. Before I saw you, it was to be a 
soldier I most desired; I tore my hair with rage 
when my po^r dear brother went away instead 
of me on that expedition in which we lost him. 
But now, I only care for one thing in the world, 
and you know what that is." 

"You silly child I don't you know I am al- 
most old enough to be .... ?" 

"I know — I know! but what is that to me? 
Hasn't your br . . . . — ^well, never mind who, 
some of 'em — ^told me stories against you, and 
didn't they show me the Family Bible, where 
aU your names are down, and the dates of your 
birth?" 

"The cowards ! Who did that ?" cried out 
Lady Maria. "Dear Harry, tell me who did 
that ? Was it my mother.in-law, the grasping, 
odious, abandoned, brazen harpy? I>o you 
know all about her? How she married my 
father in his cups — ^the horrid hussy I — and . . ." 

" Indeed it wasn't Lady Castlewood," inter- 
posed the wondering Harry. 

V*Then it was my aunt," continued the infu- 
riate lady. "A pretty moralist, indeed! A 
Bishop's widow, forsooth, and I should like to 
know whose Widow before and afterward. Why, 
Hany, she intrigued with the Pretender, and 
with the Court of Hanover, and, I dare say, 
would with the Court of Rome and the Sultan 



of Turkey if she had had the means. Do you 
know who her second husband was ? A creat- 
ure who . . . ." 

" But our aunt never spoke a word against 
you," broke in Harry, more and more amazed 
at the nymph's vehemence. 

She checked her anger. In the inquisitive 
countenance opposite to her she thought she 
read some alarm as to the temper which she 
was exhibiting. 

"WeU, well! I am a fool," she said. "I 
want thee to think well of me, Harry !" 

A hand is somehow put out and seised, and, 
no doubt, kissed by the raptnrous youth. ' ' An- 
gel 1" he cries, looking into her face with his 
eager, honest eyes. 

Two fish-pools irradiated by a pair of stars 
would not kindle to greater warmth than did 
those elderly oHm into which Harry poured his 
gaze. Nevertheless, he plunged into their blue 
depths, and fancied he saw heaven in their calm 
brightness. So that silly dog (of whom JEaop 
or the Spelling-book used to tell us in youth) 
beheld a beef-bone in the pond, and snapped it, 
and lost the beef-bone he was carrying. Oh, 
absurd cur ! He saw the beef-bone in his own 
mouth reflected in the treacherous pool, which 
dimpled, I dare say, with ever so many smiles, 
coolly sncked up the meat, and returned to its 
usual placidity. Ah ! what a heap of wreck 
lie beneath some of those quiet surfaces ! What 
treasures we have dropped into them ! What 
chased golden dishes, what precious jewels of 
love, what bones after bones, and sweetest heart's 
flesh ! Do not some very faithful and nnlnckj 
dogs jump in bodily, when they are swallowed 
up heads and tails entirely ? When some wo- 
men come to be dragged, it is a marvel what 
will be found in the depths of them. Cavete^ 
caneal Have a care how ye lap that water. 
What do they want with us, the mischievous 
siren sluts? A green-eyed Naiad never rests 
until she has inveigled a fellow under the water; 
she sings after him, she dances after him ; she 
winds round him, glittering tortuously; she 
warbles and whispers dainty secrets at his cheek, 
she kisses his feet, she leers at him from out of 
her rushes: all her beds sigh out, "Come, 
sweet youth! Hither, hither, rosy HylasI" 
Fop goes Hylas. (Surely the fable is renewed 
forever and ever?) Has his captivator any 
pleasure ? Doth she take any account of him ? 
No more than a fisherman landing at Brighton 
does of one out of a hundred thousand her- 
rings. . . . The last* time Ulysses rowed by the 
Sirens' Bank, he and his men did not care 
though a whole shoal of them were singing and 
combing their longest locks. Toung Telema- 
chus was for jumping overboard : but the tough 
old crew held the silly, bawling lad. They 
were deaf, and could not hear his bawling nor 
the sea-nymphs' singing. They were dim of 
sight, and did not see how lovely the witches 
were. The stale, old, leering witches ! Away 
with ye I I dare say you have painted yonr 
cheeks by this time ; your wretched old songs 
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Are as oat of fSMhion as Mozart, and it is all 
false hair 70a are combing ! 

In the last sentence yon see Lector Benevo- 
los and Scriptor Doctissimns figure as tough old 
Ulysses and his tough old Boatswain, who do 
not care a quid of tobacco for any Siren at 
Sirens* Point ; but Harry Warrington is green 
Telemachns, who, be sure, was very unlike the 
soft youth in the good Bishop of Cambray's 
twaddling story. He does not see that the siren 
pwnts the huhes from under which she ogles 
him ; will put by into a box when she has done 
the ringlets into which she would inveigle him; 
and if she eats him, as she proposes to 60^ will 
crunch his bones with a new set of grinders 
just from the dentist's, and warranted for mas- 
tication. The soQg Is not stale to Harry War- 
rington, nor the voice cracked or out of tune 
that sfngs it. But — but— oh, dear me, Broth- 
er Boatswain ! Don't you remember how pleas- 
ant the opera was when we first 'heard it? Cost 
fan tutti was its name — Mozart's music. Now, 
I dare say, they havd other words, and other 
music, and other singers and fiddlers, and an- 
other great crowd in the pit Well, well. Cost 
Jan tutti is still upon the bills, and they are 
going on singing it over and over and over. 

Any man or woman with a pennyworth of 
brains, or the like precious amount of personal 
experience, or who has read a novel before, 
must, when Harry pulled out those faded vege- 
tables just now, have gone^ off into a digression 
of his own, as the writer confesses for himself 
he was diverging while he hasbeeo writing the 
last brace of paragraphsi. If he sees a pair of 
lovers whispmnng in a garden alley or the em- 
linHRire of a window, or a pair of glances shot 
across the room from Jenny to the artless Jessa- 
my, he falls to musing on former days when, 
etc etc. These things follow each other by a 
general law, which is not as old as the hills, to 
be sure, but as old as the people who walk up 
and down them. When, I say, a lad pulls 
a bunch of amputated and now decomposing 
greens from his breast and falls to kissing it, 
what is the ose of saying much more ? As well 
tell the market-gardener^ name from whom the 
slip-iaw was bought — ^the waterings, clippings, 
trimmings, manurings, the plant has undergone 
— as tell how Harry Warrington came by it. 
liosej elle a v^cu la vie du roses, has-been 
trimmed, has been watered, has been potted, has 
been sticked, has been put, worn, given away, 
transferred to yonder boy's pocket-book and 
bosom, according to the laws and fiite apper- 
taining to roses. 

And how came Maria to give it to Harry? 
And how did he come to want it and to prize it 
so passionately when he got the bit of rubbish ? 
Is not one stoiy as stale as the other? Are not 
they all alike ? What is the use, I say, of tell- 
ing them over and over ? Harry values that rose 
becanse Maria has ogled him in the old way ; be- 
cause she has happened to meet him in the gar- 
den in the old way; because he has taken her 
band in the old way ; because they have whis- 



pered to one another behind the old curtain (the 
gaping old rag, as if every body could not peep 
through it I ) ; because, in this delicious weather, 
they have happened to be early risers and go into 
the park ; because dear Goody Jenkins in the vil- 
lage happened to have a bad knee, and my Lady 
Maria went to read to her, and give her calves'- 
foot jelly, and becanse somebody, of course, must 
cany the basket. Whole chapters might have 
been written to chronicle all these circum- 
stances, but a gpui Iwmf The incidents of life, 
and knre.making especially, I believe to resem- 
ble each other so much, that I am surprised, 
gentlemen and ladies, you read novels any more. 
Pshaw I Of course that rose in young Harry's 
pocket-book had grown, and had budded, and 
had bloomed, an4 was now rotting, like other 
roses. I suppose yon will want me to say that 
the young fool kissed it next? Of course he 
kissed it. What were lips made for, pray, but 
for smiling and simpering and (possibly) hum- 
bugging, and kissing, and opening to receive 
mutton-chops, cigars, and so forth? I can not 
write this part of the story of our Virginians, 
because Harry did not dare ,to write it himself 
to any body at home, because, if he wrote any 
letters to Maria (which, of course, he did, as 
they were in the same house, and might meet 
each other as much as they liked), they were 
destroyed; because he afterward chose to be 
very silent about the story, and we can't have it 
from her Ladyship, who never told the truth 
about any thing. But cut honot I say again. 
What is the good of telling the story ? My gen- 
tle reader, take your story : take mine. To-mor- 
row it shall be Miss Fanny's, who is just walk- 
ing away with her doll to the scho9l-room and 
the governess (poor victim ! she has a version of 
it in her desk) : and next day it shall be Baby's, 
who is bawling out on the stairs for his bottle. 

Maria might like to have and exercise power 
over the young Virginian ; but she did not want 
that Harry should quarrel with his aunt for her 
sake, or that Madame de Bernstein should be 
angry with her. Harry was not the Lord of 
Virginia yet : he was only the Prince, and the 
Queen might marry and have other Princes, and 
the laws of primogeniture might not be estab- 
lished in Viii^inia, qti^en savait eUe t Mj lord 
her brother and she had exchanged no words at 
all about the delicate business. But they un- 
derstood each other, and the Earl had a way of 
understanding things without speaking. He 
knew his Maria perfectly well: in the course 
of a life of which not a little had been spent in 
her brother's company and under his roof, Ma- 
ria's disposition, ways, tricks, faults, had come 
to be perfectly understood by the head of the 
family ; and she would find her little schemes 
checked^or aided by him, as to his lordship 
seemed good, and without need of any words 
between them. Thus three days before, when 
she happened to be going to see that poor dear 
old Goody, who was ill with the sore knee in 
the village (and when Harry Warrington hap- 
pened to be walking behind the elms on the 
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green, too), mj lord with tiia dogs sbont him, 
■nd hii gudener walking after hiia, crossed the 
court, jnit u Ladj Maria was tripping to the 
gate-house — and his lordship called his 
and said : " Mollj, jou are going to see Goodj 
Jenkins. Yoa are a charitable soul, mj dear. 
Give Gammer Jenkins this haltcrown for me 
— unless our conrin, Warrington, has alnadj 
picen her moue^. A pleasant walk lo fon. 
Let her want for nothing." And at sapper, 
mj lord asked Mr. Warrington many qoesLiona 
about the poor in Virginia, and the means of 
maintaining them, to which the jounft gentle- 
man gaTB the best answers he might. His lord- 
ship wished that in the old country there were 
no more poor people than In the new ; and rec- 
ommended Barry to visit the poor and people 
of every degree, indeed, high and low — in the 
country to look at the agriculture, in the city at 
the manufactures and municipal inititutianB — 
to which edifying adrice Hony receded with be- 



coming mode*ty and fbw words, and Madame 
Bernstein nodded approval oier her picket with 
the chaplain. Next day, Barry was in my lonfl 
justice-room : the next day he was out ever so 
long with my lord on the farm — and comin;; 
home, what docs my lord do, but look in on a 
sick tenant? I think Lady Haria was out on 
that day, too; she had been reading good books 
to that poor dear Goody Jenkins, Iboagb I don't 
suppose Madame Bernstein ever thought of ask- 
ing about her niece. 



Av^itt 0. I7GT. 
*' Mt deab MomTAiN, — At first, a» I wrote, 
I did not like Castlewood, nor my couiina there, 
very much. Now, I am nsed lo lAeir vayi, and 
we begin to nnderstand each other mcA btttrr. 
With my duty to my mother, lelt her, I hope, 
that considering hei ladyship's greU kiDdnessto 
me, Hadam Esmond will be reconciled to her 
balf-uster, the Buonew de Benutein. The 
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Baroneflfl, yon know, was my Grandmamma's 
daughter bj her first husband, Lord CasUewood 
(only Grandpapa really was the real Lord) ; 
howeTer, that was not his, that is the other Lord 
Castlewood*s fault you know, and he was very 
kind to Grandpapa, who always spoke most 
kindly of him to us cm you know, 

** Madame the Baroness Bernstein first mar- 
ried a clergyman, Reverend Mr. Tusher, who 
was so learned andgoodt and such a faTorite of 
his Majesty, as was my aunt, too, that he was 
made a Bishopp. When he died. Our gracious 
King continned his friendship to my aunt ; who 
married a Hanoyerian nobleman, who occupied 
a post at the Court— and I believe left the Bar- 
oness very rich. My cousin, my Lord Castle- 
wood, tokl me so much about her, and I am 
sure / hare found from her the greatest kind- 
ness and affection. 

"The (Dowiger) Countess Castlewood and 
my cousins Will and Lady Fanny have been 
described per last, that went by the Falmouth 
packet on the 20th ult The ladies are not 
changed since then. Me and Cousin Will are 
▼ery good friends. We hare rode out a good 
deal. We have had some famous cocking 
matches at Hampton and Winton. My cousin 
is a sharp bladej but I think I haye shown him 
that we in Virginia know a thing or two. Rey- 
erend Mr. Sampson, chaplain of the famaly, 
most excellent preacher^ without any higgatry, 

"The kindness of my cousin the Earl im- 
proyes every day, and by next year's ship I hope 
my mother will send his lordship some of our 
best roll tobacco (for tennants) and hamms. He 
is most charatable to the poor. His sister, Lady 
Maria, equally so. She sits for hours reading 
good hooks to the sick : she is most beloved in 
the village." 

"Nonsense!** said a lady to whom Hany 
submitted his precious manuscript. " Why do 
yoa flatter me, cousin?" 

"Ton are beloved in the village and out of 
it," said Harry, with a knowing emphasis, " and 
I haye flattered you, as you call it, a little more 
still, further on." 

"There is a sick old woman there, whom 
3fadam Esmond would like, a most raligious, 
good, old lady. 

" Lady Maria goes very often to read to her; 
which, she says, gives her comfort. But though 
her Ladyship hath the sweetest voice, both in 
speaking and singeing (she plays the church or- 
gan, and singes there most heautifully\ I can 
not think Gammer Jenkins can have any com- 
fort from it, being very deaf, by reason of her 
great age. She has her memory perfectly, how- 
ever, and remembers when my honoured Grand- 
mother Bachel Lady Castlewood lived here. 
She says, my Grandmother was the best woman 
in the whole world, gave her a cow when she 
was married, and cured her husband. Gaffer 
Jenkins, of the collects, which he used to have 
yeiy bad. I suppose it was with the Pills and 
Drops which my honored Mother put up in my 



boxes, when I left dear Virginia. Having nev- 
er been ill since, have had no use for the pills. 
Gumbo hath, eating and drinking a great deal 
too much in the Sen-ants' Hall. The next an- 
gel to my Grandmother (N.B. I think I spelt 
angel wrong per last). Gammer Jenkins says, is 
Lady Maria, who sends her duty to her Aunt 
in Virginia, and remembers her, and my Grand- 
papa and Grandmamma when they were in Eu- 
rope, and she was a little girl. You know they 
have Grandpapa's picture here, and I live in the 
very jooms which he had, and which are to be 
called mine, my Lord Castlewood says. 

"Having no more to say, at present, I close 
with best love and duty to ray honoured Mother, 
and with respects to Mr. Dempster, and a kiss 
for Fanny, and kind remembrances to Old Gum- 
bo, Nathan, Old and Young Dinah, and the 
pointer dog and Slut, and all friends, from their 
well-wisher 

" Henbt EsMoyo Wabbinotok. 

. " Have wrote and sent my duty to my Uncle 
Warrington in Norfolk. No anser as yet" 

" I hope the spelling is right, cousin ?" asked 
the author of the letter, from the critic to whom 
he showed it.' 

" 'Tis quite well enough spelt for any person 
of fashion," answered Lady Maria, who did not 
choose to be examined too closely regarding the 
orthography. 

" One word — 'Angel' — I know I spelt wrong 
in writing to my mamma; but I have learned a 
way of spelling it right, now." 

" And how is that. Sir?" 

"I think 'tis by looking at jou, cousin;" 
saying which words Mr. Harry made her lady- 
ship a low bow, and accompanied the bow by 
one of his best blushes, as if he were offering 
her a bow and a bouquet. 



CHAPTER XIX. 

CONTAIKniQ BOTH LOVE A2a> LUCK. 

At th^ next meal, when the family partys as- 
sembled, there was not a trace of displeasure in 
Madame de Bernstein's countenance, and her 
behavior tb all the company, Harry included, 
was perfectly kind and cordial. She praised 
the cook this time, declared the fricassee was 
excellent, and that there were no eels any 
where like those in the Castlewood moats; 
would not allow that the wine was corked, or 
hear of such extravagance as opening a fresh 
bottle for a useless old woman like her ; gave 
Madam Esmond Warrington, of Virginia, as 
her toast, when the new wine was brought, and 
hoped Harry had brought away his mamma's 
permission to take back an English wife with 
him. He did not remember his grandmother ; 
her, Madame de Bernstein's dear mother ? The 
Baroness amused the company with numerous 
stories of her mother, of her beauty and good- 
ness, of her happiness with her second husband, 
though the wife was so much older than Colonel 
Esmond. To Eee them together was delightful, 
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■be bad heard- Their altachment vas cele- 
brated, all thniu|;h the conntry. To talk of 
diiparit; in marriagea wa* vain after that. Mj 
Lad; Caitlewood aod her two children held 
their peace while Madame Bemitein prattled. 
Hanj was eniaptnred, and Maria anrpriaed. 
Lord Caatlewood waa pnuled to know what ind- 
den freak or icheine had occaaioned thia prodig- 
lona amiabilitj' on the part of hia annt ; but did 
not allow the slightest enpreuion ofMUciEodei 
donbt to appear on bii coumenance, which wo 
BTery mark of the moat perfect aatiafociion. 

The BaronfiHi'a good-hnmor infected the whole 
familf ; not one penon at table escaped a gm- 
cioua word from her. In nplj to loiAe com- 
pliment to Mr. Will, when that attleas ;oath 
ottered an expression of Mtiafiw:tioa and surprise 
Bt his aunt's behaTior, she frank]; said; "Com- 
plimentaiy, my dear ! Of conrae I am. I waol 
lo make np with joa for having been eiceed- 
inglj rude to every body this morning. When 
I was a child, and my father and mother were 
alire, and lived here, I remember T nsed 
adopt exactly the aame behavior. If I had be 
nanghty in the morning, I naed to try and CO 
my parents at night. I remember ib this very 
rooni, at this very table— oh, ever ao many hun- 
dred years agol — so coaxing my fattier, and 
mother, and yaoi grandfather, Harry Warring- 
ton ; and there were eelj for inpper, aa we have 
had them to-night, and it was that dish of co]. 
lared «el> which bionght the circumstance back 
to my mind. I bad been jnst as wayward that 
day, when I was seven years old, as I am to^ 
day, when I am sovea^, and so I cont^ my 
sin*, and ask to be forgiven, like a good girl." 

" I absolve jonr ladyship 1" cried the chap- 
lain, who made one of the party. 

"But yonr reverence does not know how 
cross and ill-tempered I was. I scolded my 
sister, Castlewood; I scolded her chitdi«n, I 
boxed Hairy Warrington's eaia, and all becaasi 
ho would not go with me to Tnnbridgo Wella.' 

"But I will go, madam, I will ride with joi 



widi all the pleasure in life," said Mr. Wai- 
ringloiL 

"Yon aee, Mr. Chaplain, what good, dntiful 
children they all are. Twaa I alone who wai 
cross and peevish. Ob, it was croel of me lo 
treat them sol Uaria, 1 ask your pardon, my 

Sure, madam, you have done me no 
wrong !" cays Maria to this humble suppliant. 

" Indeed, I have, a very great wrong, child ! 

tnse t was weary of myself, I told yon that 

yonr jcompany wonld be wearisome to me. Yon 

oBtared to come vriih me to Timbridge, and I 

rndely lefnsed jon." 

" Nay, ma'am, if yon wer« nek, and my pres- 
ence annoyed yon . . . . " 

" Bat it will not annoy me I Yon are most 
kind to say yon wonld come. I do, of all thingi, 
beg. pray, entreat, implore, command that yoa 
wiUcome." 

My lord filled himself a glass, and sitq>ed it. 
Most utterly unconscious did his lordship look. 
7^'*, then, was the meaning of the previous 
comedy. 

"Any thing which can give my aunt pleas- 
ure, I am sure, will delight me," said Maria, 
trying to look as happy as possible. 

"Yon must cone and stay with me, my dear, 
and I promiie to be good and good-homoied. 
My dear lord, you will s]>aic you sister to me?" 

" Lady Maria Esmond is quite of age to judge 
for herself about such a matter," said hia lord- 
ship, with a bow. " If any of ns can be of Die 
to you, madam, yon sure ought to command 
us." Which sentence, being interpreted, no 
doubt meant, " FUgue uke the old woman ! 
She is taking Maria away in order to separate 
her from this yoirag Virginian." 

"Oh, Tnnbridgo will be delightful!" aiglied 
Lady Maria. 

" Mr. Sampaon will go and see Goody Jones 
for yon," my lord continued. Hany drew pic- 
tures with hia finger on the table. What de- 
lights bad he not been spec^ting on t What 



raUs, what rides, what ii 
tions, what dclidoos shrubberies and sweet se- 
qnestered saramer-housea, what poring over mu- 
sic-books, what moonlight, what billing and coo- 
ing, had he not imagined I Yes, the day was 
coming. They were all departing— my Lady 
Castlewood to. her friends. Madams Bernstein 
to her waters— and he was to be left alone with 
his divine charmer — alone with her and nnntler- 
able rapture I The thought of the pleainre was 
maddening. That these people were all gung 
away. That ha was to be left to enjoy that 
Heaven — to sit at the feet of that angel and kiss 
the hem of that white robe. O Gods I 'twaa loo 
great bliss lo be real I " 1 knew it couldn't be." 
thought poor Harry. " I knew something wonld 
happen to take her from me." 

"Bat you will ride with us to Tnnbridge, 
Nephew Warrington, and keep at tfma the 
highwaymen," said Madame deBemstdln. 

Harry Warrington ho.ned the company did 
not see how red he grew. He tried to keq> his 
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Toice cabn aad withont tremor. Yes, he would 
ride wth their kdysbips, and he wa« sure they 
need fear no danger. Danger! Hany felt he 
woold rmther Hke danger than not. He wonld 
slay ten thonoaad highwaymen if they approach- 
ed his mistress's coach. At least, he would ride 
by that coach, and now and again see her eyes 
at the window. He might not q>eak to her; 
bat he shonld be near her. He should press the 
blessed hand at the inn at night, and feel it re- 
posing on his as he led her to the carriage at 
morning. They would be two wh(^ days going 
to Tnnbridge, and one day or two ^e might stay 
there. Is not the poor wretch who is left for 
execution at Newgate thankAil for even two or 
three days of re^te? 

You see, we have only indicated, we have not 
chosen to describe, at length, Mr. Hany War- 
rington's condition, or that utter de^^h of imbe- 
cility into which the poor young wretch was now 
plunged. 8ome boys hare the complaint of 
lore &TorabIy and gently. Others, when they 
get the ferer, are sick unto death with it ; or, 
recorering, cairy the marks of the malady down 
with them to the gnnre, or to remotest old age* 
I say, it is not fair to take down a young fel- 
low's words when he is raging in that delirium. 
Sappose he is in love with a woman twice as old 
as hlmaeli^ hare we not all read of the young 
gentleman who committed suicide in conse- 
quence of his fatal passion for Mademoiselle 
Ninon de I'Endoa, who turned out to be his 
grandmother? Suppose dion art making an 
ass of thyself young Harry Warrington, of Vir- 
ginia! are there not people in England who 
heehaw, too? Kick and abuse him, you who 
hare ne-ver brayed ; but bear with him, all hon- 
est fellow-cardophagi; long-eared messmates, 
recognite a brother donkey ! 

*•'' Yon will stay with us for a day or two at 
the Wells," Madame Bernstein continued. '* Yon 
will see us put into our lodgings. Then you 
can return to Castlewood and /the partridge- 
shooting, and all the fine things which you and 
my lord are to study together." 

fiairy bowed an acquiescence. A whole week 
ofHearenl life was not altogether a blank, then. 

^' And as there is sore to be plenty of com- 
pany at the Wells, I shall be able to present 
yon," the kufy gncionsly added. 

''Company! ah! I sha'n't need company," 
sighed out Harry. *'I mean that I shall be 
quite contented in the company of you two la- 
dies," he added, eagerly; and no doubt Mr. 
Will wondered at his cousin's taste. 

As this was to be the last night of Cousin 
Harry's present risit to Castleword, Cousin Will 
suggested that he, and his BeYerence, and War- 
rington should meetat the quarters of the latter 
and make up accounts, to which process Harry, 
being a considerable winner in his play trans- 
actions with the two gentlemen, had no objec- 
tion. Accordingly, when the ladies retired for 
the night, and my lord withdrew — ^as his custom 
was— to his own apartments, the three gentle-^ 
men all found themselTes assembled in Mr. 



Harry's little room before the punch -bowl, 
which was Will's usual midnight companion. 

But Will's method of settling accounts was 
by producing a couple of fresh packs of cards, 
and offering to submit Harry's debt to the proc- 
ess of being doubled or acquitted. The poor 
chaplain had no more ready cash than Lord 
Castlewood's younger brother. Harry War- 
rington wanted to win the money of neither. 
Would he give pain to the brother of his adored 
Maria, or allow any one of her near kinsfolk to 
tax him with any want of generosity or forbear- 
ance? He was ready to give them their re- 
venge, as the gentlemen proposed. Up to mid- 
night he would play with them for what stakes 
they chose to name. And so they set to work, 
and the dice-box was rattled and the cards shuf- 
fled and dealt. 

Very likely he did not think about the cards 
at all. Very likely he was thinking : *' At this 
moment my beloved one is sitting with her beau- 
teous golden locks outspread under the fingers 
of her maid. Happy maid ! Now she is on her 
knees, the sainted creature, addressing prayers 
to that Heaven which is the abode of angels 
like her. Now she has sunk to rest behind her 
damask curtains. O bless, bless her!" *' You 
double us all round ? I will take a card upon 
each of my two. Thank you, that will do — a 
ten — ^now, upon the other — a queen — two nat- 
ural vingt-et-nns, and as you doubled us you 
owe me so and so." 

I inuigine volleys of oaths from Mr. William, 
and brisk pattering of imprecations from his 
Reverence, at the young Virginian's luck. He 
won because he did not want to win. Fortune, 
that notoriously coquettish jade, came to him 
because he was thinking of another nymph, who 
possibly was as fickle. Will and the Chaplain 
may have played against him, solicitous con- 
stantly to increase their stakes, and supposing 
that the wealthy Virginian wished to let them 
recover all their losings. But this was, by no 
means, Hany Warrington's notion. When he 
was at home he had takeft a part in scores of 
such games as these (whereby we may be led to 
suppose that he kept many little circumstances 
of his life mum from his lady mother), and had 
learned to play and pay. And as he practiced 
fair play toward his friends he expected it from 
them in return. 

*' The luck does seem to be wi^ me. Cous- 
in," he said, in reply to some more oaths and 
growls of Will, *'and I am sure I do not want 
to press it ; but yon don't suppose I am going to 
be such a fool as to fiing it away altogether? I 
have quite a heap of your promises on paper by 
this time. If we are to go on playing let us 
have the dollars on the table, if you please ; or, 
if not the money — the worth of it'" 

** Always the way with you rich men," grum- 
bled Will. *' Never lend except on security — 
always win because you are rich." 

** Faith, Cousin, you have been, of late, for* 
ever flinging my riches into my face. I have 
enough for my wants ahd for my creditors." 
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"Ohthotirecoald Kllujumochl" groaned 
tho Chaplain. " How happy we, and bow hap- 
py the doD* ironld b« I What bare we got to 
play against onr conqueror f There U thy new 
gown, Hr. Wanington. Will joa Kt me fi*e 
pieces against it ? I hare bnt to preach in Maff 
if I loie. Stop ! I hare a Chryaostom, a Fox's 
Maityra, a Baker's Chronicle, and a cow and 
her calf. What shall we set against these?' 

"I will bet one of Coosin Will's notes for 
twenty pounds," cried Ut. Waniugton, pro- 
ducing one of those documents. 

"Or I have my brown mare, and will back 
her i«d against your honor's notes of hand, bat 
against ready money." 

"I hare my hone. I will back my hone 
against yon for fiftyl" bawls out Will. 

Harry took the offers of both genllemen. In 
the course of ten minntes the horse and the bay 
mare had both changed owners. Coniin Will- 
iam swore more fiercely than erer. The par- 
son dashed his wig to the groand, and emnlAed 
bis pDpil in the loudness of his objurgations. 
Mr. Harry Warrington was quite calm, and not 
the least elated by his triumph. They bod 
asked him to play, and he bad played. He 
knew he should win. Ob belored slambering 
angel 1 he thoaght, am I not sure of victory 
when yon aie kind to me 7 He was looking 
out Irom his window toward the casement on 
the opposite side of the court, which he knew 
to be hen. He had foi^t about hii rictims 
and their groans, and ill-luck, ere they crossed 
the court. Under yonder brilliant flickering 
star, behind yonder casement where die lamp 
was burning faintly, was his joy, and heart, and 
ireasnre. _ 



CHAPTER XX, 



Whilb the good old Bishop of Cambray, in 
hi* romaitce lately mentioned, described the 
disconsolate cotidition of Calypso at the depart- 
ure of Ulysses, I forget whether he mendoned 
the grief of Calypso's lady's-maid on taking 



leare of Odysseus's own gentleman. The me- 
nials mast have wept together in the kitchen 
precincts while the master and mistresa (otA a 
last wild embrace in the drawing-room; tbey 
must bsTe bnng round each other in the fore- 
cabin, while their principals broke their hearts 
in the grand wlooa. When the bell ntn^ for 
the last time, and tllyisea's mate bawled, 
"Now, any one for shorel" Calypso and her 
female attendant must hare both walked orer 
the same plank, with beating hearts and stream- 
ing eyes ; both mnst hare waved pocket-hand- 
kerchiefa (of fcr diflerent value and textnre) ai 
they stood on the quay lo their friends on the 
departing vessel, while the people on the land, 
and the crew crowding in the ship's bows, 
shonlod, " Hip, hip, hnziaj!" (or whatever may 
be the equivalent Greek for the saluution) (o 
all engage!^ ou that voyage. But the point to 
be remembered is, that if Calypso ae pomail tt 
conioler. Calypso's maid ne pouvott le contoltr 
non pint. They had to walk the same plank of 
grief, and feel the same pang of separation ; on 
their return home, they might not use pot^el- 
handkerehiefs of the same texture and value, 
but the tears, no doubt, were as salt and plenti- 
ful which one shed in her marble halls, and the 
other poured forth in the servants' ditto. 

Not only did Harry Warrington leave Cas- 
Ilcwood a victim to love, but Gumbo quitted the 
same premises a prey to the same delightful pas- 
sion. Hii »it, accomplishments, good-humor, 
his skJIl in dancing, cookciY, and music had 
endeared him to tho whole female domestic cirele. 
More than one of the men might be jealous of 
him, but the ladies all were with him. There 
was no such objection to the poor black man 
then in England as has obtained since among 
while-skinned people. A hundred yean ago 
more than a score thousand black people were 
servanli in Loudon. Thein was a condition 
not perhaps of equality, bat thcj had a snffer- 
auce and a certain grotesque sympathy from 
allj and from women, no donbt, a kiodnesa 
much more generous. When Ledyard and 
Parke, in Blackmajuland, were persecuted by 
tho men, did tbey not tlod the block women 
pitiful and kind to them? Women are always 
kind toward our sex. What (mental) negroes 
do they not cherish ? what (moral) hunchbacks 
do they not adore ? what lepers, what idiots, 
what dull drivelers, what misshapen monaters 
(1 speak figuratively) do they not fondle and 
cuddle ! Gumbo naa treated by the women as 
kindly as many people no better than himself: 
it was only the men in the servants' hall who 
r^iced at the Virginian lad's departure. 1 
should like to see him taking leave. I shouUI 
like to see Molly housemaid stealing to the ter- 
race-gardens in the gray dawning to anil a wist- 
ful posy. I should like to see ^tty kitchen- 
maid CQlIiug oS' a thick lock of her cheatnut 
ringlets, which she proposed to exchange for n 
woolly token from young Gumbo's pate. Of 
course he said he was re^um progenia, a de- 
scendant of Ashantee kings. In Caflraria, Con- 



THE VIRGINIANS. 



89 



naught, and other places now inhahited hj he- 
reditary hondsmen, there must have been Tast 
numbers of these potent sovereigns in former 
times, to jodge ft-om their descendants now ex- 
tant. 

At the morning announced for Madame de 
Bernstein's departure all the numerous domes- 
tics of Castlewood crowded about the doors and 
passages, some to have a last glimpse of her 
ladjsh^'s men and the fascinating Gumbo, 
some to take leave of her ladyship's maid — ^ali 
to waylaj the Baroness and her' nephew for 
paiting-fees, which it was the custom of that 
daj largely to distribute aAiong household serv- 
ants. One and the other gave liberal gratuities 
to the liveried society, to the gentlemen in black 
and raffles, and to the swarm of female attend- 
ants. A hundred years back the servile race 
was far more numerous than among us at pres- 
ent. A bachelor had two or three servants who 
now has one. A gentleman rode with a groom 
before and behind him, who now has none, and 
bat the part share in a liver}'-8table hostler. 
Castlewood was the house of the Baroness's 
yoath ; and as for her honest Harry, who had 
not only lived at free charges in the house, but 
had won horses and money — or promises of 
money — from his cousin and the unlucky chap- 
lain, he was naturally of a generous turn, and 
felt that at this moment he ought not to stint 
his benevolent disposition. "My mother, I 
know," he thought, '* will wish me to be libcaral 
to all the retainers of tho £smond family." So 
he scattered about his gold pieces to right and 
left, and as if he had been as rich as Gumbo 
annouiroed him to be. There was no one who 
came near him but had a share in his bounty. 
From the major-domo to the shoe-black — Mr. 
Hany had a peace-oflfering for them all ; to the 
grim housekeeper in her still-room, to the feeble 
old porter in his lodge, he distributed some to- 
ken of his remembrance. When a man is in 
love with one woman in a family, it is astonish- 
ing how fond he becomes of every person con- 
nected with it. He ingratiates himself with the 
maids; he is bland with the butler; he inter- 
ests himself about the footman ; he runs on er- 
rands for the daughters; he gives advice and 
lends money to the young son at college ; he 
pats little dogs which he would kick otherwise ; 
ho smiles at old stories which would make him 
break out in yawns, were they uttered by any 
one but papa; he drinks sweet port wine for 
which he would curse the steward and the whole 
committee of a club ; he bears even with the 
cantankerous old maiden aunt ; he beats time 
when darling little Fanny performs her piece on 
the piano, and smiles when wicked, lively little 
Bobby upsets tho cofi^e over his shirt 

Hany Warrington, in his way, and according 
to the customs of that age, had for a brief time 
past (by which I conclude that only for a brief 
time had his love been declared and accepted) 
given to the Castlewood family all these artless 
testimonies of his affection for one of them. 
Coosin Will should have won back his money 



and welcome, or have won as much of Harry's 
own as the lad could spare. Nevertheless, the 
lad, though a lover, was shrewd, keen, and fond 
of sport and fair play, and a judge of a good 
horse when he saw one. Having played for and 
won all the money which Will had, besides a 
great number of Mr. Esmond's valuable auto- 
graphs, Harry was very well pleased to win 
Will's brown horse — that very quadruped which 
had nearly pushed him into the water on the 
first evening of his arrival at Castlewood. He 
had seen the horse's performance often, and, in 
the midst of all his passion and romance, was 
not soriy to be possessed of such a sound, swift, 
well-bred hunter and roadster. When he had 
gazed at the stars sufficiently as they shone over 
his mistress's window, and put her candle to 
bed, he repaired to his own dormitory, and 
there, no doubt, thought of his Maria and his 
horse with youthful satisfaction, and how sweet 
it would be to have one pillioned on the other, 
and to make the tour of all the island on such 
an animal with such a pair of white arms round 
his waist. He fell asleep ruminating on these 
things, and meditating a million of blessings on 
his Maria, in whose company he was to luxuri- 
ate at least for a week more. 

In the early rooming poor Chaplain Samp- 
son sent over his little black mare by the hands 
of his groom, footman, and gardener, who wept 
and bestowed a great number of kisses on the 
beast's white nose as he handed him over to 
Gumbo. Gumbo and his master were both 
affected by the fellow's sensibility; the negro 
servant showing his sympathy by weeping, and 
Hany by producing a couple of guineas, with 
which he astonished and speedily comforted the 
chaplain's boy. Then Gumbo and the late 
groom led the beast away to the stable, having 
commands to bring him round with Mr. Will- 
iam's horse after breakfast, at the hour when 
Madame Bernstein's carriages were ordered. 

So courteous was he to his aunt, or so grate- 
ful for her departure, that the master of the 
house even made his appearance at the morn- 
ing meal, in order to take leave of his guests. 
The ladies and the chaplain were present — the 
only member of the family absent was Will ; 
who, however, left a note for his cousin, in which 
Will stated, in exceedingly bad spelling, that he 
was obliged to go away to Salisbury Races that 
morning, but that he had left the horse which 
his cousin won last night, and which Tom, Mr. 
Will's groom, would hand over to Mr. Warring- 
ton's servant. Will's absence did not prevent 
the rest of the party from drinking a dish of tea 
amicably, and in due time the carriages rolled 
into the court-yard, the servants packed them 
with^'tho Baroness's multiplied luggage, and the 
moment of departure arrived. 

A large open landau contained the stout Bar- 
oness and her niece ; a couple of men-servants 
mounting on the box before them with pistols 
and blunderbusses ready in event of a meeting 
with highwaymen. In another carriage were 
their ladyships' maids, and anot1:ir servant in 
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guard of the tmnks, which, vast and nameroas 
as they were, were as nothing compared to the 
enonnons baggage-train accompanying a lady 
of the present time. It was no uncommon thing 
for a gala-gown to last a whole life, and to be 
transmitted fh>m mother to daughter. Think 
of the superior cmlization of our own days, when 
three ladies going ofk a week's visit to a country 
house will take two-and-forty dresses betijreen 
them, with hoops as big as any which our grand- 
mothers wore I Mr. Warrington's modest valises 
were placed in this second carriage under the 
maids* guardianship, and Mr. Gumbo proposed 
to ride by the window for the chief part of the 
journey. 

My Lord, with his step-mother and £»ady 
Fanny, accompanied their kinswoman to the 
carriage-steps, and bade her farewell with many 
dutiful embraces. Her Lady Maria followed in 
a riding-dress, which Harry Warrington thought 
the most becoming costume in the world. A 
host of servants stood around, and begged Heav- 
en bless her Ladyship. The Baroness's depart- 
ure was known in the village, and scores of the 
folks there stood waiting under the trees outside 
the gates, and huzzaed and waved their hats as 
the ponderous vehicles rolled away. 

Gumbo was gone for Mr. Warrington's horses, 
as my lord, with his arm under his young guest's, 
paced up and down the court. **I hear you 
carry away some of our horses out of Castle- 
wood ?" my lord said. 

Harry blushed. '* A gentleman can not re- 
fuse a fair game at the cards," he said. '^I 
never wanted to play, nor would have played 
for money had not my Cousin William forced 
me.. As for the Chaplain, it went to my heart 
to win from him, but he was as eager as my 
cousin.'* 

" I know — ^I know ! There is no blame to 
you, my boy. At Bome you can^t help doing 
as Bome does ; and I am very glad that yon 
have been able to give Will a lesson. He is 
mad about play-^would gamble his coat off his 
back — and I and the family have had to pay his 
debts ever so many times. May I ask how much 
you have won of him ?" 

'* Wen, some eighteen pieces the first day or 
two, and his note for a hundred and twenty 
more, and the brown horse, sixty — ^that makes 
nigh upon two hundred. But, you knbw, cous- 
in, all was fair, and it was even against my will 
that we played at all. Will ain't a match for 
me, my lord — ^that is the fact. Indeed he is 
not." 

*'He is a match for most people, though," 
said my lord. '* His brown horse, I think you 
said r 

"Yes. His brown horse— Prince William, 
out of Constitution. You don't suppose I would 
set him sixty against his bay, my lord ?" 

'' Oh, I didn't know. I saw WiU riding ont 
this morning { most likely I did not remark what 
horse he was on. And you won the black mare 
from the parson ?" 

** For fourteen. He will mount Gumbo very 



well. Why does not the rascal come round 
with the horses?" Harry's mind was away to 
lovely Maria. He longed to be trotting by her 
side. 

*^ When you get to Tunbridge, Cousin Harry, 
yon must be on the look-out against Sharper play- 
ers than the Chapkin and Will. There is all 
sorts of queer company at the Wells." 

"A Virginian learns pretty eariy to take care 
of himself, my lord, "^ says Harry, with a know- 
ing nod. 

<'So it seems! I recommend my sister to 
thee, Harry. Although she is not a baby in 
years, she is as innocent as one. Thou will see 
that die comes to no mischief?'* 

**I will guard her with my life, my lord!** 
cries Harry. 

**Thou art a brave fellow. By-the-wmy, 
cousin, unless you are very fond of Castlewood, 
I would in your case not be in a great hurry to 
return to this lonely, tumble-down old house. 
I want myself to go to another place I have, and 
shall scarce be back here tiU the partridge- 
shooting. Gk» you and take charge of the wo- 
men, of my sister and the Baroness, will rou?" 

*^ Indeed I wiH," said Harry, his heart beat^ 
ing with happiness at the thought. 

f * And I will write thee word when yon shall 
bring my sister back to me. Hera come the 
horses. Have you bid adieu to the Countess 
and Lady Fanny ? They are kissing their hands 
to you from the music-room balcony." 

Harry ran up to bid these ladies a farewell. 
He made that ceremony very brief, for he was 
anxious to be off to the charmer of hi^heart ; 
and came down stairs to mount his new^gotten 
steed, which Gumbo, himself astride on the par- 
son's black mare^ held by the rein. 

There was Gumbo on the black mare, indeed, 
and holding another horse. But it was a bay 
horse, not a brown — ^a bay horse with broken 
knees — an aged, worn-out quadruped. 

*' What is this?" cries Harry. 

'* Your honor's new horse," says the groom, 
touching his cap. 

**This brute?" exclaims the young gentle- 
man, with one or more of thoee expressions 
then in use in England and Viiginia. **Go 
and bring me round Prince William, Mr. Will-* 
iam's horse, the brown horse." 

*' Mr. William have rode Prince William this 
morning away to Salisbory races. His last 
words was, ' Sam, saddle my bay horse, Cato, 
for Mr. Warrington this morning. He is Mr. 
Warrington's horse now. I sold him to him 
last night' And I know your honor is bonnti- 
ful: yon will consider the groom." 

My lord could not help breaking into a langh 
at these words of Sam the groom, while Harry, 
for his part, indulged in a number more of those 
remarks which politeness does not admit of our 
inserting here. * 

**Mr. William said he never could think of 
parting with the Prince nnder a hundred and 
twenty," said the groom, looking at the young 
man. 
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Lord Castlewood onlj laughed the more. 
*" Will has been too much for thee, Harry War- 
rington.** 

**Too much for me, my lord! So may a 
fellow with loaded dice throw sixes, and be too 
mnch for me. I do not call this betting, I call 
it eh—** 

''Mr. Wanington! Spare me bad words 
about my brother, if you please 1 Depend on 
it, I will take eare that yon are righted. Fare- 
well. Bide quickly, or your coaches will be at 
Famham before yon;** and waving him an 
adieu, my lord entered into the house, while 
Hany and his companion rode out of the court- 
yard* The young Virginian was mnch too ea* 
ger to rejoin the carriages and his charmer to 
remark the glances of unutterable love and af- 
fection which Gumbo shot from his fine eyes 
toward )i young creature in the porter's lodge. 

When the youth was gone, the chaplain and 
my lord sate down to finish their breakfast in 
peace and comfort. The two ladies did not re- 
turn to this meal. 

'* That was one of WilFs confounded rascally 
tricks,** says my lord. **■ If our cousin breaks 
Will*s head, I should not wonder.** 

'' He is used to the operation, my lord, and 
yet,** adds the Chaplain, with a grin, **when 
we were playing last night, the color of the 
horse was not mentioned. I could not escape, 
having but one : and the black boy has . ridden 
off on him. The young Virginian plays like a 
man, to do him justice." 
*- "He wins because he does not care about 
losing. I think there can be little doubt but 
that he is very well to do. His mother's Uw- 
agents are my lawyers, and they write that the 
property is quite a principality, and grows richer 
crery year." 

"If it were a kingdom, I know whom Mr. 
Warrington would make queen of it,** said the 
obsequious Chi4>lain. 

" Who can account for taste, parson ?** asks 
his lordship, with a sneer. "All men are so. 
The first woman I was in love with myself was 
forty ; and as jealous as if she had been fifteen. 
It runs in the femily. Colonel Esmond (he in 
scarlet and the breast-plate yonder) married my 
grandmother, who was almost old enongh to be 
hia. If this lad chooses to take oat an elderly 
princess to Virginia, we must not balk him.** 

"*Twere a consummation devoutly to be 
wished !** cries the Chaplain. '' Had I not best 
go to Tnnbridge Wells myself, my lord, and be 
on the spot, and ready to exercise my sacred 
function in behalf of the young couple ?'* 

"Ton shall have a pair of new nags, parson, 
if yon do,'* said my lord. And with this we 
leave them peaceable over a pipe of tobacco aft- 
er breakfast. 

Harry was in such a haste to join the car- 
riages that he almost foxgot to take off his hat, 
and acknowledge the cheers of the Castlewood 
villagers, who were lingering about the green to 
witness and salute his departure. All the peo- 



ple of the vUlage liked the lad whose frank, cor- 
dial ways and honest face got him a welcome 
in most places. Legends were still extant in 
Castlewood, of his grand-parents, and how his 
grandfather, Colonel Esmond, might have been 
Lord Castlewood, but would not. Old Lock- 
wood at the gate often told of the ColoneFs gal- 
lantry in Queen Anne's wars. His fea^ were 
exaggerated, the behavior of the present fami- 
ly was contrasted with that of the old lord and 
lady, who might not have been very popular 
in their tune, but were better folks than those 
now in possession. Lord Castlewood was a 
hard landlord : perhaps more disliked because 
he was known to be poor and embarrassed than 
because he was severe. As for Mr. Will, no- 
body was fond of him. The young gentleman 
had had many brawls and quarrels about the 
village, had received and given broken heads, 
had bills in the neighboring towns which he could 
not or would not pay ; had been arraigned be- 
fore magistrates for tampering with village 
girls, and waylaid and cudgeled by injured hus- 
bands, fathers, sweethearts. A hundred years 
ago his character and actions might have been 
described at length by the painter of manners • 
but the comic muse, nowadays, does not lift up 
Molly Seagrim*s curtain ; she only indicates the 
presence of some one behind it, and passes on 
primly, with expressions of horror, and a fan 
before her eyes. The village had heard how 
the young Virginian squire had beaten Mr. Will 
at riding, at jumping, at shooting, and finally, 
at card-playing, for every thing is known ; and 
they respected Harry all the more for this su- 
periority. Above all, they admired him on ac- 
count of the reputation of enormous wealth 
which Gumbo had made for his master. Ihis 
fame had traveled over the whole coun^, and 
was preceding him at this moment on the boxes 
of Madame Bernstein's carriages, from which 
the valets, as they descended at the inns to bait, 
spread astounding reports of the yenng Virgin- 
ian's rank and splendor. He was a prince in 
his own country. He had gold mines, diamond 
mines, furs, tobaccos, who knew what, or how 
much ? No wonder the honest Britons cheered 
him and respected him for his prosperity, as the 
noble-hearted fisUows always do* I am sur- 
prised that city corporations did not addreis 
him, and ofier gold boxes with the f^dom of 
the city — he was so rich. Ah, a proud thing it 
is to be a Briton, and think that there is no 
country where prosperity is so mnch respected 
as in ours ; and where success feceivessuch con- 
stant afiecting testimonials of loyalty. 

So, leaving the villagers bawling, and their 
hats tossing in the air, Hany spurred his sony 
beast, and galloped, with Gumbo behind him, 
until he came up with the cloud of dust in 
the midst of which his charmer's chariot was 
enveloped. Penetrating into this cloud, he 
found himself at the window of the carriage. 
The Lady Maria had the back seat to herself; 
by keeping a little behind the wheels, he could 
have the delight of seeing her divine eyes and 
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smiles. She held a finger to her lip. Aladame 
Bernstein was already dozing on her cushions. 
Harry did not care to disturb the old lady. To 
look at his consin was bliss enough for him. 
The landscape around him might be beautiful, 
but what did he heed it? All the skies and 
trees of summer were as nothing compared to 
yonder face : the hedgerow birds sang no such 
sweet music as her sweet monosyllables. 

The Baronesses fat horses were accustomed 
to short journeys, easy paces, and plenty of feed- 
ing ; 80 that, ill as Harry Warrington was mount- 
ed, he could, without much difficulty, keep pace 
with his elderly kinswoman. At two o'clock 
they baited for a couple of hours for dinner. 
Mr. Warrington paid the landlord generously. 
What price could be too great for the pleasure 
which he enjoyed in being near his adored Ma- 
ria, and having the blissful chance of a conver- 
sation with her, scarce interrupted by the soft 
breathing of Madame de Bernstein, who, after 
tL comfortable meal, indulged in an agreeable 
half-hour's slumber? In voices soft and low, 
Maria and her young gentleman talked over and 
over again those delicious nonsenses which peo- 
ple in Hany*iB condition never tire of hearing 
and .uttering. 

They were going to a crowded watering-place, 
where all sorts of beauty and fashion would be 
assembled ; timid Maria was certain that among 
the young beauties Harry would discover some 
whose charms were far more worthy to occupy 
his attention than any her homely face or fig- 
ure could boast of. By all the gods, Harry 
vowed that Venus herself could not tempt him 
from her side. (The heathen gods and god- 
desses were not as yet deposed from their places 
in poetry, school-boy exercises, and lovers* rhap- 
sodies.) It was he who for his part had occa- 
sion to fear. When the young men of fashion 
beheld his peerless Maria they would crowd 
round her car ; they would cause her to forget 
the rough and humble American lad who knew 
nothing of fashion or wit, who had only a faith- 
ful heart at her service. 

Maria smiles, she casts her eyes to Heaven, 
she vows that Harry knows nothing of the truth 
and fidelity of woman ; it is his sex, on the con- 
trary, which proverbially is faithless, and which 
delights to play with poor female hearts. A 
scuffle ensues; a clatter is heard among the 
knives and forks of the dessert ; a glass tumbles 
over and breaks. An ** Oh !" escapes from the 
innocent lips of Maria. The disturbance has 
been caused by the broad cuff of Mr. Warring- 
ton's coat, which has been stretched across the 
table to seize Lady Maria's hand, and has up- 
set the wine-glass in so doing. Surely nothing 
could be more natural, or indeed necessary, than 
that Harry, npon hearing his sex's honor im- 
peached, should seize upon his fair accuser's 
hand, and vow eternal fidelity upon those charm- 
ing fingers ? 

What a part they play, or used to play in 
love-making, those hands ! How quaintly they 
are squeezed at that period of life ! How they 



are pushed into conversation ! what absurd vows 
and protests are palmed off by their aid ! What 
good can there be in pulling and pressing a 
thumb and four fingers ? I fancy I see Alexis 
laugh, who is haply reading this page by the 
side of Araminta. To talk about thumbs in- 
deed ! . . . Maria looks round, for her part, to 
see if Madame Bernstein has been awakened 
by the crash of the glass ; but the old lady slum- 
bers quite calmly in her arm-chair, so her niece 
thinks there can be no harm in yielding to Har- 
ry's gentle pressure. 

The horses are put to : Paradise is over — at 
least until the next occasion. When my land- 
lord enters with the bill, Harry is standing quite 
at a distance finom his cousin, looking from the 
window at the cavalcade gathering below. Ma- 
dame Bernstein wakes up from her slumber, 
smiling and quite unconscious. With wliat pro- 
found care and reverential politeness Mr. Wai^ 
rington hands his aunt to her carriage ! how 
demure and simple looks Lady Maria as she 
follows ! Away go the carriages, in the midst 
of a profoundly bowing landlord and waiters ; 
of country folks gathered round the blazing inn- 
sign ; of shopmen gazing from their homely lit- 
tle doors ; of boys and market-folks under the 
colonnade of the old town-hall ; of loungers along 
the gabled street. '* It is the famous Baroness 
Bernstein. That is she, the old lady in the ca- 
puchin. It is the rich young American who is 
just come from Virginia, and is worth millions 
and millions. Well, sure, he might have a bet- 
ter horse.'* The cavalcade disappears, and the 
little town lapses into its usual quiet The land- 
lord goes back to his friends at the club, to tell 
how the great folks are going to sleep at the 
Bush, at Famham, to-night. 

The inn-dinner had been plentiful, and all 
the three guests of the inn had done justice to 
the good cheer. Hany had the appetite natu- 
ral to his period of life. Maria and her aunt 
were also not indifferent to a good dinner. 
Remember, this was the time when a fine lady, 
being pressed to drink more, artlessly said, '* If 
I do> I shall be mudlnbus }" A hundred years 
ago the honest creatures did not disdain to clear 
the platter and drain the glass. Madame Bem^ 
stein had had a comfortable nap after dinner, 
which had no doubt helped her to bear all the 
good things of the meal — the meat pies, and the 
fruit pies, and the strong ale, and the heady 
port wine. She reclined at ease on her seat of 
the landau, and looked back affably, and smiled 
at Harry and exchanged a little talk with him 
as he rode by the carriage side. But what ailed 
the beloved being who sate with her back to the 
horses? Her complexion, which was exceed- 
ingly fair, was farther ornamented with a pair 
of red cheeks, which Harry to(^ to be natural 
roses. (You see, madam, that yom* surmises re- 
garding the Lady Marians conduct with her cous- 
in are quite wrong and uncharitable, and that the 
timid lad had made no such experiments as yon 
suppose, in order to ascertain whether the roses 
were real or artificial. A kiss, indeed I I blush 
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to think jon should imagine that the present 
writer could indicate any thing so shocking !) 
Biaria's bright red cheeks, I say still, coptinued 
to blush as it seemed with a strange metallic 
bloom : but the rest of her face, which had used 
to riral the lily in whiteness, became of a jon- 
quil color. Her eyes stared round with a ghast- 
ly expression. Harry was alarmed at the agony 
depicted in the charmer's countenance ; which 
not only exhibited pain, but was exceedingly 
unbecoming. Madame Bernstein also at length 
remarked her niece's indisposition, and asked 
her if sitting backward in the carriage made her 
ill, which poor Maria confessed to be the fact. 
On this, the elder lady was forced to make room 
for her niece on her own side, and, in the course 
of the drire to Famham, uttered many gruff, 
disagreeable, sarcastic remarks to her fellow- 
trayeler, indicating her great displeasure that 
Maria should be so impertinent as to be ill on 
the first day of a journey. ' 

When they reached the Bush Inn at Fam- 
ham, under which name a famous inn has stood 
in Famham town for these three hundred yean? 
— the dear inralid retired with her maid to her 
bedroom: scarcely glancing a piteous look at 
Harry as she retreated, and leaving the lad's 
mind in a strange confusion of dismay and sym- 
pathy. Those yellow, yellow cheeks, those liv- 
id wrinkled eyelids, that ghastly red — ^how ill 
his blessed Maria looked I And not only how 
ill, but how — ^away horrible thought, unmanly 
suspicion ! He tried to shut the idea out from 
his mind. He had little appetite for supper, 
though the jolly Baroness partook of that repast 
as if she had had no dinner ; and certainly as 
if she had no sympathy with her invalid niece. 

She sent her major-domo to see if Lady Ma- 
ria would have any thing from the table. The 
serrant brought back word that her ladyship 
waa still very unwell, and declined any refresh- 
ment. 

*'I hope she intends to be well to-morrow 
morning,'* cried Madame Bernstein, rapping her 
little hand on the table. '* I hate people to be 
ill in an inn, or on a journey. Will you play 
piquet with me, Harry?" 

Harry was happy to be able to play piquet 
with his aunt. '*That absurd Maria!" says 
Madame Bernstein, drinking from a great glass 
of negus, '* she takes liberties with herself. She 
never had a good constitution. She is forty- 
one years old. All her upper teeth are false, 
and she can't eat with them. Thank Heaven, 
I have still got every tooth in my head. How 
clumsily yon deal, child !" 

"Deal clumsily, indeed!" Had a dentist 
beep extracting Harry's own grinders at that 
moment, would he have been expected to mind 
his cards, and deal them neatly ? When a man 
is laid on the rack at the inquisition, is it nat- 
nral that he should smile and speak politely 
and eobeiently to the grave, quiet inquisitor? 
Beyond that little question regarding the cards, 
Harry's inquisitor did not show the smallest 
disturbance. Her fkce indicated neither sur- 



prise, nor triumph, nor cruelty. Madamo Bern- 
stein did not give one more stab* to her niece 
that night : but she played at cards, and prat- 
tled with Hany, indulging in her favorite talk 
about old times, and parting from him with 
great cordially and good-humor. Very likely 
he did not heed her stories. Very likely other 
thoughts occupied his mind. Maria is forty- 
one years old, Maria has false — oh, horrible, 
horrible ! Has she a false eye ? Has she false 
hair ? Has she a wooden leg ? I envy not that 
boy's dreams that night. 

Madame Bernstein, in the morning, said she 
had slept as sound as a top. She had no re- 
morse, that was clear. (Some folks are happy 
and easy in mind when their victim is stabbed 
and done for.) Lady Maria made her appear- 
ance at the breakfast table, too. Her ladyship's 
indisposition was fortunately over: her aunt 
congratulated her affectionately on her good 
looks. She sate down to her breakfast. She 
looked appealingly in Hany's face. He re- 
marked, with his usual brilliancy and ^original- 
ity, that he was very glad her ladyship was bet- 
ter. Why, at the tone of his voice, did she 
start, and again gaze at him with frightened 
eyes ? There sate the chief inquisitor, smiling, 
perfectly calm, eating ham and muffins. Oh, 
poor writhing, rack-rent victim! Oh, stony 
inquisitor ! Oh, Baroness Bernstein ! It was 
cruel! cruel! 

Bound about Famham the hops were glori- 
ously green in the sunshine, and the carriages 
drove through the richest, most beaiktifiil coun- 
try. Maria insisted upon taking her old seat. 
She thanked her dear aunt It would not in 
the least incommode her now. She gazed, as 
she had done yesterday, in the face of the young 
knight riding by the carriage side. She look- 
ed for those answering signals which used to be 
lighted up in yonder two windows, and told that 
love was burning within. She smiled gently 
at him, to which token of regard he tried to an- 
swer with a sickly grin of recognition. Miser- 
able youth ! 7%o«e were not false teeth he saw 
when she smiled. He thought they were, and 
they tore and lacerated him. 

And so the day sped on — sunshiny and brill- 
iant overhead, but all over clouds for Harry 
and Maria. He saw nothing : he thought of 
Virginia : he remembered how he had been in 
love with Parson Broadbent's daughter at James- 
town, and how quickly that business had ended. 
He longed vaguely to be at home again. A 
plague on all these cold-hearted English rela- 
tions ! Did they not all mean to trick him ? 
Were they not all scheming against him ? Had 
not that confounded Will cheated him about 
the horse ? 

At this very juncture Maria gave a scream 
so loud and shrill that Madame Bernstein 
woke, that the coachman pulled his horses up, 
and the footman beside him sprang down from 
his box in a panic. 

*' Let me out ! let me out I " screamed Maria. 
''Let me go to him I fot me go to him I" 
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"What ii it?" uked the Baroneu. 

It wai that Will'i hone hiul come down on 
bU kncM Mid DOM, had tent hU rider over hii 
head, BDd Mr. Hurty, who ought to hare knoim 
batter, wM Ifing OD hU own face quite motion- 

Gatnbo, who had heen dallpng with the 
maidi of (he aecond caniago, clattend ap, and 
mingleil hii howU with I>adf Maria's lameata- 
lioni. Madame Benulein descended from her 
landan, and came ilowlf np, trembUng a good 
deal. 

" He it dead — he it dead 1" sobbed Maria. 

"Don't be a goose, Maria I" her anut uid. 
" Ring at that gate, some one !" 

Will's hone had gathered bintsetf ap aad'stood 
periectl? quiet after his feat. Han7 gave aot 
the (ligbiest sij^ of life. 



tine a hone came down with him, not onlj the 
hero, but the anibor of this chronicle woold 
h&re gone underground; whereas the fonnerii 
but sprawling onuide it, and will be brongfat to 
life again as soon as he hai lieen carried into 
the house where Madame de Bemsteiu'l serr- 
Bnts bsTe rang the bell. 

And to conrlnce joa that at least this joon- 
gest of tbe Vii^ginians is stilt aiire, here is ao 
authentic cop; of a letter front llie lady into 
whoae hoDse he was taken aFler his fall from 
Mr. Will's bnite of a broken-kneed hone, and 
in whom ha appean to have found a kind 
Mend. 
TO UES. E 



If Mn. Esmond Warrington of Virginia can 
all to mind twenij-three jeait ago, when Hiss 
Rachel Esmond was at 
Kensington Boarding- 
School, she maj perhaps 
remember Miss MoU; 
Benson, her class-mace^ 
who has fbrgoMeti all 
the little quarrels which 
. they BMd to hare to- 
gtOitr (in wbid Min 
Moll; was rery often in 
the wrong), and only re- 
members the ffoierom*, 
i hIgh-tpiTited, tprigltl- 
' Ig Miu Eanumd, the 
Princess Pocahontas, to 
' whom so many of otir 
school-fellows paidcoon. 
Dear Madam ! I can 
nerer forget that yon 
were dtar Sachtl once 
npon a time as I wa> 
yonr dearest Molly. — 
Thodgb we parted not 
rery good friends when 
you went homo to Vir- 
ginia, yet jod know how 
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CHAPTER XXL 

Lb«t any tender-hearted reader should be in 
alarm for Mr. Harry Warrinpon's safety, and 
fancy that his broken-kneed horse bad car- 
lied him altogether out of this life and history, 
let ns set her mind easy at the befdnning of this 
chapter, by assuring her that nolhinR rery seri- 
ous has happened. How can we affbrd to kill 
off our heroes when they are scarcely out of 
their teens, and we hare not reached the age 
of manhood of the story? We are in mourn- 
ing already fbr one of onr Virginians, who has 
come to grief in America ; surely we can not 
kill oif the other in England ? No, no. Heroes 
are not dispatched with such hnrry and violence 
nnleas there is a cogent reason for making away 
with them. Were a gendeman to perish eret7 



me when he 

ington, and 
Bnitas and Cassi 



iiill, Rachel, hare the 
gold ctvt your papa gave 
1 our ipttch-day at Kens- 
perfbrmed the quarrel of 
It of Sbakspeare ; and 'twM 
only yesterday morning I was dreaming that we 
were both called np to say oor lesson before tA< 
a<rful Mi>» Hai-dicood, and that I did not know 
it, and that as naual Miss Rachel Esmond went 
above tne. How well remembered those old days 
are ] How young we grow as we think of them I 
I remember our walks and onr exercises^ our 
good King and Queen as ther walked in Kens- 
ington Gardens, and their court following them, 
while we of Miss Hardwood's school conrte- 
sied in a row. I can tell still what we had 
fbr dinner on each day of the week, and point 
to the place where yonr garden was, which was 
always so much better kept than mine. So was 
Miss Esmond's chest <^ drawer) a model of neat- 
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ness, while mine were in a sad condition. Do 
3rou remember how we used to tell stories in the 
dormitory, and Madame Hibon, the French gov- 
emeaa, would com^ out of bed and intemipt us 
with her hooting? Have jou forgot the poor 
dancing-master, who told us he had been way- 
laid by assassins, but who was beaten; it ap- 
pears, by my lord your brother's footmen ? My 
dear, your cousin, the lady Maria Esmond (her 
papa was, I think, but Viscount Castlewood in 
those times), has just been on a visit to this 
house, where yon may be sure I did not recall 
those sad times to her remembrance, about which 
I am now chattering to Mrs. Esmond. 

Her ladyship has been staying here, and an- 
other relative of yours, the Baroness of Bern- 
stein, and the two ladies are both gone on to 
Tnnbridge Wells ; but another and dearer rela- 
tive still remains in my house, and is sound 
asleep, I trust, in the very next room, and the 
name of this gentleman is Mr. Henry Esmond 
Warrington. Now, do you understand how you 
come to hear from an old friend ? Do not be 
alarmed, dear madam I I know you are think- 
ing at this moment, **My boy is ill. That is 
why Miss Molly Benson writes to me." No, my 
dear; Mr. Warrington was ill yesterday, but 
to-day he is very comfortable ; and our Doctor, 
who is no less a person than my dear husband. 
Colonel Lambert, has blooded him, has set his 
shoulder, which was dislocated, and pronounces 
that in two days more Mr. Warrington will be 
quite ready to take the road. 

I fear, I and my girls are sorry that he is so 
foon to be well. Yesterday evening, as we were 
at tea, there came a great ringing at our gate, 
which disturbed us all, as the bell very seldom 
sounds in this quiet place, unless a passing beg- 
gar pulls it for charity ; and the servants, run- 
ning out, returned with the news that a young 
gentleman, who had a fall from his horse, was 
lying lifeless on the road, surrounded by the 
friends in whose company he was traveling. 
At this, my Colonel (who is sure the most Sa- 
maritan of men ! ) hastens away to see how he can 
serve the fallen traveler, and presently, with the 
aid of the servants, and followed by two ladies, 
brings into the house such a pale, lifeless, beau- 
tifol young man I Ah, my dear, how I rejoice 
to think that your child has found shelter and 
snocor under my roof 1 that my husband has 
saved him from pain and fever, and has been the 
means of restoring him to you and health I We 
shall be friends again now, shall we not ? I was 
reiy ill last year, and 'twas even thought I should 
die. Do you know, that I often thought of you 
then, and how yon had parted from me in an- 
j*er so many years ago ? I began then a fool- 
ish note to you, which I was too sick to finish, 
to tell yon that if I went the way appointed for 
us all, I should wish toieave the world in char- 
ity with every single being I had known in it. 

Your cousin, the Right Honorable Lady Ma- 
ria Esmond, showed a great deal of maternal 
tenderness and concern for her young kinsman 
after his accident. I am sure she hath a kind 



heart. The Baroness de Bernstein, who is of 
an advanced age, could not be expected to feel 
so keenly as we young people ; but was, never- 
theless, very much moved and interested until 
Mr. Warrington was restored to consciousness, 
when she said she was anxious to get on to- 
ward Tnnbridge whither she was bound, and 
was afraid of all things to lie in a place where 
there was no doctor at hand., My JEsculapius 
laughingly said, he would not offer to attend 
upon a lady of quality, though he would answer 
for his young patient. Indeed the Colonel, dur- 
ing his campaigns, has had plenty of practice in 
accidents of this natme, and I am certain, were 
we to call in all the faculty for twenty miles 
round, Mr. Warrington could get no better 
treatment. So, leaving the young gentleman 
to the care of me and ray daughters, the Baron- 
ess and her ladyship took their leave of us, the 
latter very loth to go. When he is well enough, 
my Colonel will ride with him as far as Wester- 
ham, but on his own horses, where an old army- 
comrade of Mr. Lambert's resides. And, as 
this letter will not take the post for Falmouth 
untilf by God's blessing, your son is well and 
perfectly restored, you need be under no sort of 
alarm for him whUe under the roof of. 

Madam, 
Your affectionate humble servant, 

Mabt Lambert. 

P.S. Tliursday. „ „? 

I am glad to hear (Mr. Warrington's colored 
gentleman hath informed our people of the grat- 
ifying circumstance) that Providence hath bless- 
ed Mrs. Esmond with such vast wealth, and viith 
an heir so likely to do credit to it. Our pres- 
ent means are amply sufficient, but will be small 
when divided among our sunirors. Ah, dear 
madam I I have heard of your calamity of last 
year. Though the Colonel and I have reared 
many children (five), we have lost two, and a 
mother's heart can feel for yours! I own to 
you mine yearned to your boy to-day, when (in 
a manner inexpressibly affecting to me and Mr. 
Lambert) he mentioned his dear brother. 'TIS 
impossible to see your son and not to love and 
regard him. I am thankful that it has been 
our lot to succor him in his trouble, and that 
in receiving the stranger within our gates we 
should be giving hospitality to the son of an old 
friend. 

Nature has written a letter of credit upon 
some men's faces, which is honored almost 
wherever presented. Harry Warrington's coun- 
tenance was so stamped in bis youth. His eyc^ 
were so bright, his cheek so red and healthy, 
his look so firank and open, that almost all yrho 
beheld him, nay, even those who cheated him, 
trusted him. Nevertheless, as we have hinted, 
the lad was by no means the artless stripling he 
seemed to be. He was knowing enough with 
all his blushing cheeks ; perhaps more wily and 
wary than he grew to be in after age. Sure, a 
shrewd and generous man (who has led an hon- 
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est lire And hu no leciBt bluahei for hii coa- 
Kience) grows limpler bb hs srova older; ar- 
rirei at hii anm of right hf mora rapid proc«u- 
e* of calculation ; learna to eliminate falae ar- 
gmnenta more readilj, and hit* the mark of 
(ruth with leaa preTiona trouble of aiming, and 
diatarbanoe of mind. Or i* it oulj a aenilo de- 
loiion, that iome of our ranitiea an cured with 
OUT growing year*, and that we beeome more 
jnat iu onr perception* of ooi own and our 



neighbor'a ahortcominga ? ... I would bum- 

blj auggeil that joung people, though they look 
prellier, hare larger ejea, and not near eo man; 
wrinkles about Ibeit ejelida, are oflen aa artfid 
aa Kome of iheir elden. What little moualen 
of cunuing your frank achool-boji are ! How 
they cheat mamma 1 bow they hoodwink ]mf» ! 
how they humbug the housekeeper '. how they 
cringe to the big boy ftir whom they fag al 
■obool ! what a long lie and fire jeara' hfpoc- 
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rUy and flattexy is their condoct toward Dr. 
Birch! And the little boys' sisters? Are 
they any better, and is it only after they come 
out in the world that the little darlings learn a 
trick or two? 

Yon may see, by the above letter of Mrs. 
Lambert,' that she, like all good women (and, 
indeed, almost all bad women), was a sentiment- 
al person ; and, as she looked at Harry War- 
rington laid in her best bed, after the Colonel 
had bled him and clapped in his shonlder, as 
holding by her husband's hand she beheld the 
lad in a sweet slumber, mnrmnring a faint in- 
aiticalate word or two in his sleep, a faint blnsh 
qnirering on his cheek, she owned he was a 
pretty hid, indeed, and confessed, with a sort 
of compunction, that neither of her two boys — 
Jack who was at Oxford, and Charles who was 
just gone back to school after the Bartlemytide 
holidays — ^was half so handsome as the Virgin- 
ian. What a good figure the boy had, and, 
when papa bled him, his' ann was as white as 
any lady's ! 

'* Tes, as yon say. Jack might have been as 
handsome but for the small-pox; and as for 
Charley — ^ "Always took after his papa, my 
dear Molly," said the Colonel, looking at his 
own honest face in a little looking-glass with a 
cut border and a japanned frame, by which the 
<duef guests of the worthy gentleman and lady 
had surveyed their patches and powder, or 
shared their hospitable beards. 

"jDm/ I say so, my love?** whispexod Mrs. 
Lambert, looking rather scared. 

'< No ; but you thought so, Mrs. Lambert." 

" How can you tell one's thoughts so, Mar- 
tin?" asks the Udy. 

*< Because I am a conjuror, and because you 
tell them yourself my dear," answered her hns- 
b«nd. '' Don't be frightened ; he won't wake 
after that draught I gave him. Because you 
never see a young fellow but you are comparing 
him with your own. Because you never hear 
of one but you are thinking which of our girls 
he shall fall in love with and many." 

"Don't be foolish, Sir," says the lady, put- 
ting a hand up to the Colonel's lips. They 
have sofUy trodden out of their guest's bed- 
chamber by this time, and are in the adjoining 
dressing-closet, a snug little wainscoted room 
looking over gardens, with India curtains, 
more Japan chests and cabinets, a treasure of 
china, and a most refreshing odor of iresh lav- 
ender. 

" Yon can't deny it, Mrs.. Lambert," the Col- 
onel resumes; "as you were looking at the 
young gentleman just now, you were thinking 
to yourself which of my girls will he marry ? 
Shall it be Theo, or shall it be Hester ? And 
then you thought of Lucy who was at boarding- 
school." 

"There is no keeping any thing from yon, 
3Iartin Lambert," sighs the wife. 

"There is no keeping it out of your eyes, 
my dear. What is this burning desire all you 
women have for selling and marrying your 

G 



daughters? We men don't wish to part with 
'em. I am sure, for my part, I should not like 
yonder young fellow half as well if I thought he 
intended to carry one of my darlings away with 
him." 

" Sure, Martin, I have been so happy my- 
self," says the fond wife and mother, looking at 
her husband with her very best eyes, "that I 
must wish my girls to do as I have done, and 
be happy, tool" 

"Then yon think good husbands are com- 
mon, Mrs. Lambert, and that you may walk 
any day into the road before the house and 
find one shot out at the gate like a sack of 
coals?" 

" Wasn't it providential. Sir, that this yonng 
gentleman should be thrown over his horse's 
'head at our very gate, and that he should turn 
out to be the son of my old school-fellow and 
friend ?" asked the wifis. " There is something 
more than accident in' snch cases, depend upon 
that, Mr. Lambert!" 

"And this was the stranger yon saw in the 
candle three nights running, I suppose ?" 

"And in the fire, too. Sir; twice a coal 
jumped out dose by Theo. You may sneer, 
Sir, but these things are not to be despised* 
Did I not see you, distinctly, cominjg back from 
Minorca,, and dream of you at the very day 
and hour when you were wounded in Scot- 
land ?" 

"How many times haveyou seen me wound- 
ed when I had not a scratch, my dear? How 
many times have yon seen me ill when I had 
no sort of hurt ? You are always prophesying, 
and 'twere very hard on you if yon were not 
sometimes right. Comet Let ns leave our 
guest asleep comfortably, and go down and give 
the girls their French lesson." 

So saying, the honest gentleman put his wife's 
arm under his, and they descended together the 
broad oak stair-case of the comfortable old hall, 
round which hung the effigies of many foregone 
Lamberts, worthy magistrates, soldiers, country 
gentlemen, as was the Colonel whose acquaint- 
ance we bave just made. The Colonel was a 
gentleman of pleasant, waggish humor. The 
French lesson which he and his daughters 
conned together was a scene out of Monsieur 
Moli^re's comedy of "Tartufie," and papa was 
pleased to be very facetious with Miss Theo, by 
calling her Madam, and by treating her with a 
great deal of mock respect and ceremony. The 
girls read together with their father a scene or 
two of his favorite author (nor were they less 
modest in those dajrs, though their tongues were 
a little more free), and papa was particularly 
areh and funny as he read from Orgon's part in 
that celebrated play : 

Oboon. Or BUS, nooi voila bien. J*ai, Mariane, en 

voni 

Beoonna de tout temps nn esprit assez dome, 

Et de toat tempe ansd voiu m'avez 6t6 ehere. 

MABiAiim Je aula fort redevable h oet amour de pere. 

Oboon. Fort bien. Que dUes vona de Tartufe noti» 

hdte! 

IfASIAHB. Qui? Mol? 
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OnooK. VoQi. Voyes Uen oomine Tona rSpondrex. 
Uaxumb. Htiul J* en dini, moi, tout oe que vous 

▼oadres I 
{MademiOi»elUM«urianel(mtgh$andUudietintpUeqfher- 
ieif, whae reading tMa lifu.) 
Oboox. G'est parler ngemeat.' Ditet moi done, mm 
fiUe, 
Qu'en toate n penoone on hant m&tita brille, 
Qu'il toQche Totre coeur, et qu'il toob seroit 

doux 
De le Tolr par moB ehoix derenir Totre ^oz ! 

**Haye we not read the scene prettily, El- 
mire?" says the Colonel, laughing, and tam- 
ing round to his wife. 

Elmira prodigiously admired Orgon*s reading, 
and so did his daughters, and almost every thing 
besides which Mr. Lambert said or did. Canst 
thou, O friendly reader, count upon the fidelity 
of an artless and tender heart or two, and reck- 
on among the blessings which Heaven hath be- 
stowed on thee the love of faithful women ? 
Purify thine own heart, and try to make it wor- 
thy theirs. On thy knees, on thy knees, give 
thanks for the blessing awarded thee ! All the 
prizes of life are nothing compared to that one. 
All the rewards of ambition, wealth, pleasure, 
only vanity and disappointment — grasped at 
greedily and fought for fiercely, and, over and 
over again, found worthless by the weary win- 
ners. But love seems to survive life, and to 
reach beyond it. I think we take it with us 
past the grave. Do we not still give it to those 
who have left us ? May we not hope that they 
feel it for us, and that we shall leave it here 
in one or two fond bosoms, when we also are 
gone? 

And whence, or how, or why, pray, this ser- 
mon ? You see I know more about this Lam- 
bert &mily than you do to whom I am just pre- 
senting them : as how should yon wRo never 
heard of them before ? Tou may not like my 
friends ; very few people do like strangers to 
whom they are presented with an outrageous 
Nourish of praises on the part of the introducer. 
Tou say (quite naturally) what? Is this all? 
Are these the people he is so fond of? Why, 
the girPs not a beauty — the mother is good-na- 
tured, and may have been good-looking once, 
but she has no trace of it now — and, as for the 
father, he is quite an ordinary man. Granted : 
but don't you acknowledge that the sight of an 
honest man, with an honest, loving wife by his 
side, and surrounded by loving and obedient 
children, presents something very sweet and af- 
fecting to you ? If yon are made acquainted 
with such a person, and see the eager kindness 
of the fond faces round about him, and that 
pleasant confidence and afiection which beams 
from his own, do you mean to say you are not 
touched and gratified ? If you happen to stay 
in such a man's house, and at morning or even- 
ing see him and his children and domestics 
gathered together in a certain name, do you 
not join humbly in the petitions of those serv- 
ants, and close them with a reverend Amen? 
That first night of his stay at Oakhurst, Hany 
Warrington, who had had a sleeping potion, 
was awake sometimes rather feverish, thought 



he heard the evening hymn, and tha^ his dear- 
est brother Geoiige was singing it at home, in 
which delusioa the patient went off again to 
sleep. ^ 

t 

CHAPTER XXn. 

IN HOSPITAL. 

SiNKiNa into a sweet slumber, and lulled by 
those harmonious sounds, our yonng patient 
passed a night of pleasant unconsciousness, and 
awoke in the morning to find a summer sun 
streaming in at the window, and his kind host 
and hostess smiling at his bed-curtains. He 
was ravenously hungry, and his doctor permit- 
ted him straightway to partake of a mess of 
chicken, which the doctor's wife told him had 
been prepared by the hands of one of her daugh- 
ters. 

One of her daughters? A faint image of a 
young person—of two young persons — ^with red 
cheeks and black waving. locks, smiling round 
his couch, and suddenly departing thence, soon 
after he had come to himself^ arose in the young 
man's mind. Then, then, there returned the 
remembrance of a female — lovely, it, is true, 
but more elderly— certainly considerably oldei^- 

and with f Oh, horror and remorse ! He 

writhed with anguish, as a certain recollection 
crossed him. An immense gulf of time gaped 
between him and the past. How long was it 
since he had heard that those pearls were arti- 
ficial — ^that those golden locks were only pinch- 
beck? A long, long time ago, when he was a 
boy — ^ao innocent boy. Now he was a man — 
quite an old man. He had been bled copious- 
ly ; he had a little fever ; he had had nothing 
to eat for veiy many hours ; he had a sleeping- 
draught, and a long, deep slumber after. 

** What is it, my dear child ?'* cries kind MrB» 
Lambert, as he started. 

** Nothing, madam; a twinge in my shoul- 
der," said the lad. ** I speak to my host and 
hostess? Sure yon have been veiy kind to 



me. 



t) 



** We are old friends, Mr. Warrington. My 
husband. Colonel Lambert, knew your father, 
and I and your mamma were school-girls to- 
gether at Kensington. You were no stranger 
to us when your aunt and cousin told us who 
you were." 

*' Are' they here?" asked Hairy, looking a 
little blank. 

"They must have lain at Tunbridge Wells 
last night. They sent a horseman from Keigate 
yesterday for news of yon." 

**Aht I remember," says Harry, looking at 
his bandaged arm. 

" I have made a good cure of yon, Mr. War- 
rington. And now Mrs. Lambert and the cook 
must take charge of you.** 

"Nay ; Theo prepared the chicken and riee, 
Mr. Lambert," said the hidy. <' Will Mr. War- 
rington get up after be has had his breakfast? 
We will send your valet to you." 

**If howling proves fidelity, your man must 
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be B most fond, ntlached creature," mya Mr. 
Lambert. 

" B« let TOOT baftgagB trarel otF after all in 
jDnr aunt's crarriafie," Mid Mrs. L»mbert. "Ton 
mult irear mj bmband'a linen, which, I dare- 
•ay, ii not ao fine aa yonrs." 

"Piah, my dearl my shirts ara good shirts 
enoDich for any Christiaa," cries the Colonel. 

"They are Theo's and Heater's work," sbtb 
mamma. At which her hnsband arches bis 
eyebrows and looks at her. "And Theo hath 
ripped and sewed yonr sleere to make it quite 
comfortable for yonr shoulder," the lady added. 

"What beBntifnl roaesl" cries Harry, look- 
IDR at a fine china rase full of thera that stood 
on the toileutable nnder the japan-framed gloss. 

" Mj dani;bter Theo cut them Ibis morning. 
Well, Hr. Lambert? She didcat tbemi" 

I nippo*e the Colonel was thinking tbat bis 
wife introduced Theo loo much into the conrer- 
nlioil, and tnxl on Mrs. Lambert's slipper, or 
pulled ber robe, or otherwise nudged her into a 
aenss of proprieij. 

"And I fanned I heard some one singin;; 
the Evening Hymn rery sweetly last night — or 
wai it only a dream?" asked ihe young patient. 

"Theo again, Hr. Wnrrington !'' said the 
Colonel, langhing. "My servants said your 
negro man began to sine it in Ihe kitchen as if 
he was a church organ." 

" Onrpeople singit at home. Sir. Mygmnd- 
papa used to love it veiy much. His wife's 
father was a great friend of good Bishop Ken 
who wrote it ; and — and my dear brother used 
to lore it too," said the boy, his roice dropping. 

It was then, I suppose, that Mrs. Lambert fell 
inclined to gire the boy a kiss. His Utile acci- 
dent, illoes), and recovery, the kindness of the 
people roond about btuvhadsoftenedHarry War- 



ringfon's heart, and opened it 
to better influences than those 
which had been brought to 
bear on it for some six weeks 
past. He was breathing a puier 
, air than that tainted atmos- 
phere ofselRsbnesB, and world- 
liness, and corruption into 
whicb he had been plunged 
since his arriTal in England. 
Sometimes the jonog man's 
fkte, or choice, or weakness, 
leads him into the feUowship 
of the giddy and rain ; happy 
he whose lot makes him ac- 
qnainled with the wiser com- 
pany, whose lamps are trim- 
med, and whose pure hearts' 
keep modest watch. 

The pleased matron left her 
young pa^nt devouring Miss 
Theo's mess of rice and chick- 
en, and the Colonel seated by 
the lad's bedside. Qralitnde 
to his hospitable entertain- 
ers, and contentment after 
a comfortable meal, caused 
in Mr. Warrington a very pleasant condition of 
mind and body. He was ready to talk now 
more freely than usually was bis custom; for, 
unless excited by a strong interest or emotion, 
the young man was commonly taciturn and 
cantioDS in bis converse with his fellows, and 
was by no means of an imaginative turn. Of 
books our youth bad been but a very remiss 
student, nor were bis remarks on such simple 
works as be had read veiy profound or vala- 
ablo; but regarding dogs, horses, and the ordi- 
nary business of life, he was afar better critic; 
and, with any person interested in each subjects, 
conversed on them freely enough. 

Harry's host, wbo had considerable shrewd- 
ness, and experience of books, and cattle, and 
1, was pretty soon able lo take Ihe measure 
of his yonng gueal in the talk which they now 
had together. It was now, for the first time, 
Ihe Virginian learned that Mrs. Lambert had 
been an early friend of bis mother's, and that 
the Colonel's own father had served with Harry's 
grandhther, Colonel Esmond, in the famoos 
wars of Qneen Anne. He found himself in a 
friend's country. He was soon at ease with his 
honest host, whose manners wei% quite simple 
and cordial, and who looked and seemed per- 
fectly a gentleman, thoagh he wore a plain fus- 
tian coat, and a waislcoal without a particle of 

" My boys are both away," laid Harry's host, 
"or tbey would have shown yon tbe country 
when you got up, Mr. Warrington. Now yon 
can only have the compntiy of my wife and her 
daughters. Mrs. Lambeit^ath told yd& already 
t one of them, Theo, our eldest, who made 
yonr broth, who cut your roaes, and who mended 
coat. She is not such a wonder as her 
mother imagines her to be ; bat little Theo is a 
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smart little honsekeeper, and a yeiy good and 
cheerful lass, though her father says it" 

^* It is very kind of Miss Lambert to take so 
much care for me," says the young patient. 

*^ She is no kinder to yon than to any other 
mortal, and doth bat her duty." Here the Col- 
onel smiled. **I laugh at their mother for 
praising our children,'* he said, '* and I think I 
am as foolish about them myself. The truth 
is, God hath giren ua very good and dutiful 
children, and I see no. reason why I should dis- 
guise my thankfulness for such a blessing. Yon 
have never a sister, I think?" 

" No, Sir, I am alone now," Mr. Warrington 
said. 

' ^ Ay, truly, I ask your pardon for my thought- 
lessness. Your man hath told our people what 
befell last year. I served with Braddock in 
Scotland ; and hope he mended before he died. 
A wild fellow, Sir; but there was a fund of truth 
about the man, and no little kindness under his 
rough swaggering manner. Your black fellow 
talks very freely about his master and his af&irs. 
I suppose you permit him these freedoms as he 
rescued you — ** 

*^Bescued met" cries Mr. Warrington. 

*'From ever so many Indians on that very 
expedition. My Molly and I did not know we 
were going to entertain so prodigiously wealthy 
a gentleman. He saith that half Virginia be- 
longs to you ; but if the whole of North Amer- 
ica were yours, we could but give you our best." 

*< Those negro boys. Sir, lie like the father of 
all lies. They think it is for our honor to rep- 
resent us as ten times as rich as we are. My 
mother has what would be a vast estate in En- 
gland, and is a very good one at home. We 
are as well off as most of our neighbors. Sir, but 
no better ; and all our splendor is in Mr. Gum- 
bo's foolish imagination. He never rescued me 
from an Indian in his life, and would run away 
at the sight of one, as my poor brother's boy did 
on that fatal day when he fell." 

^^The bravest man will do so at unlucky 
times," said the Colonel; "I myself saw the 
best troops in the world run at Preston, before 
a ragged mob of Highland savages." 

**That was because the Highlanders fought 
for a good cause, Sir." 

''Do you think," asks Hany's host, "that 
the French Indians had the good cause in the 
fight of Ust year?" 

''The scoundrels! I would have the scalp 
of every murderous red-skin among 'em 1" cried 
Harry, clenching his fist. * ' They were robbing 
and invading the British territories, too. But 
the Highlanders were fighting for their king." 

" We, on our side, were fighting for our king; 
and we ended by winning the battle," said the 
Colonel, laughing. 

" Ah !" cried Harry; *' if His Royal Highness 
the Prince had not turned back at Derby, your 
king and mine, now, would be his Migesty King 
James the Third r 

" WTio made such a Tory of you, Mr.' War- 
rington I" asked Lambert. 



"Nay, Sir, the Esmonds were always loyal!" 
answered the youth. " H^d we lived at home, 
and twenty years sooner, brother and I often and 
often agreed that our heads would have been 
in danger. We certainly would have staked 
them for the king's cause." 

" Yours is better on your shoulders than on a 
pole at Temple Bar. I have seen them there, 
and they don't look very pleasant, Mr. War- 
rington." 

" I shall take off my hat, and salute them, 
whenever I pass the gate," cried the young 
man, "if the king and the wholei court arc 
standing by!" 

"I doubt whether your relative, my Lord 
Castlewood, is as stanch a supporter of the 
king over the water," said Colonel Lambert, 
smiling : "or your aunt, the Baroness of Bern- 
stein, who left you in our chaige. Whatever 
her old partialities may have been, she has re- 
pented of them; she has rallied to our side, 
landed her nephews in the Household, and 
looks to find a suitable niatch for her nieces. 
If you have Tory opinions, Mr. Warrington, 
take an old soldier's advice, and keep them to 
yourself." 

" Why, Sir, I do not think that you will be- 
tray me I" said the boy. ^ 

" Not I, but others might. You did not ulk 
in this way at Castlewood? I mean the old 
Castlewood which you have just come from." 

"I might be safe among my own kinsmen, 
surely. Sir," cried Harry. 

" Doubtless. I woidd not say no. Bnt -a 
man's own kinsmen can play him slippery tricks 
at times, and he finds himself none the better 
for trusting them. I mean no offense to yon or 
any of your family ; bnt lackejrs have ears as 
well as their masters, and they carry about all 
sorts of stories. For instance, your black fel- 
low is ready to tell all he knows about yon, and 
a ffreat deal more besides, as it would appear." 
^' Hath he told about the broken-kneed hone ?" 
cried out Hany, turning very red. 

"To say truth, my groom seemed to know 
something of the story, and said it was a shame 
a gentleman should sell another such a brute ; 
let alone a cousin. I am not here to play the 
Mentor to you, or to carry about servants' titde- 
tattle. When you have seen more of yonr oona- 
ins, you will form yonr own opinion of them ; 
meanwhile, take an old soldier's advice, I say 
again, and be cautions with whom yon deal, and 
what yon say." 

Very soon after this little colloquy Mr. Lam- 
bert's guest rose, with the assistance of Gum- 
bo, his valet, to whom he, for a hundredth 
time at least, promised a sound caning if ever 
he should hear that Gnmbo had ventured to 
talk about his affiiirs again in the servants' hall 
— ^which prohibition Gumbo solemnly vowed and 
declared he would forever obey; bnt 1 daresay 
he was chattering the wh<^e of the Castlewood 
secrets to his new ftiends of Colonel Lambert^s 
kitchen ; for Harry's hostess certainly heard a 
number of stories concerning him which she 
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could not prevent her housekeeper from telling : 
though of ooorae I would not accase that worthy 
lady, or any of her sex or ours, of undue curi- 
osity regarding their neighbors* affairs. But 
how can you preyent servants talking, or listen- 
ing when the faithful attached creatures talk to 
you? 

A(r. Lambert's bouse stood on the outskirts 
of the little town of Oakhurst, which, if he Imt 
Pavels in the right direction, the patient read- 
er wiH find on the road between Famham and 
Beigate, and Madame Bernstein's servants nat- 
urally pulled at the first bell at hand, when 
the yonng Virginian met with his mishap. A 
few hundred yards farther was the long street 
of the little old town, where hospitality might 
have been found under the great swinging en- 
signs of a couple of guns, and medical relief 
was to be had, as a blazing gilt pestle and mor~ 
tar indicated, But what surgeon could have 
ministered more cleverly to a patient than Har- 
ry's host, who tended him without a fee, or what 
Boniface could make him more comfortably wel- 
come? 

Two tall gates, each surmounted by a couple 
of heraldic monsters, led from the high road up 
to a neat, broad stone terrace, whereon stood 
Oakhnrst House — a square brick building, with 
windows faced with stone, and many high chim- 
neys, and a tall roof surmounted by a fair bal- 
ustrade. Behind the house stretched a large 
garden, where there was plenty of room for cab- 
bages as well as roses to grow ; and before the 
mansion^ separated from it by the high road, 
was a field of many acres, where the Colonel's 
cows and horses were at grass. Over the cen- 
tre window was a carved shield supported by 
the same monsters who pranced or ramped 
upon the entrance-gates; and a coronet over 
the shield. The fiict is, that the house had 
been originally the jointure-house of Oakhnrst 
Castle, which stood hard by — its chimneys and 
turrets i^ppearing over the surrounding woods, 
now bronzed with the darkest foliage of sum- 
mer. Mr. Lambert's was the greatest house in 
Oakhnrst town ; but the Castle was of more im- 
portance than all the town put together. The 
Castle and the jointure-house had been friends 
of many yean* date. Their Others had fought 
side by side in Queen Anne's wars. There 
were two small pieces of ordnance on the ter- 
race of the jointure-house, and six before the 
Castle, which had been taken out of the same 
privateer, whicb Mr. Lambert and his kinsman 
and commander. Lord Wrotham, had brougjit 
into Harwich in one of their voyages home 
from Flanders with dispatches from the great 
Duke. 

His toilet completed with Mr. Gnmboi's aid, 
his fiiir hair neatly dressed by that artist, and 
his open, ribboned sleeve and wounded shoulder 
siqiported by a handkerchief which hung from 
his neck, Harry Warrington made his way out 
of his side chamber, preceded by his kind host, 
who led him first down a broad oak stair, round 
which hung many pikes and muskets of ancient 



shape, and so into a square marble-paved room, 
from which the living-rooms of the house branch- 
ed off. There were more arms in this hall — 
pikes and halberts of ancient date, pistols and 
jack-boots of more than a century old, that 
had done serriee in Cromwell's wars, a tattered 
French guidon which had been borne by a 
French gendarme at Malplaquet, and a pair of 
cumbrous Highland broadswords, which, having 
been carried as far as Derby, had been flung 
away on the fatal field of Culloden. Here were 
breast-plates and black morions of Oliver's troop- 
ers, and portraits of stem warriors in buff jerk- 
ins and plain bands and short hair. **They 
fought against your grandfathers and King 
Charles, Mr. Warrington," said Harry's host. 
'^ I don't hide that. They rode to join the 
Prince of Orange at Exeter. We were Whigs, 
yonng gentleman, and something more. John 
Lambert, the Major-Greheral, was a kinsman of 
our house, and we were all more or less partial 
to short hair and long sermons. Ton do not 
seem to like either?" Indeed, Harry's face 
manifested signs of any thing but pleasure 
while he examined the portraits of the Parlia- 
mentary heroes. "Be not alarmed, we are 
very good Churchmen now. My eldest son will 
be in orders ere long. He is now traveling as 
governor to my Lord Wrotham's son in Italy ; 
and as for our women, they are all for the 
Church, and carry me with *em. Every wo- 
man is a Tory at h^art ; Mr. Pope says a rake ; 
but I think t'other is the more charitable word. 
Come, let us go see them ;" and, flinging open 
the daric oak door, Colonel Lambert led his 
young host into the parlor where the ladies 
were assembled. 

"Here is Miss Hester," said the Colonel; 
"and this is Miss Theo, the soup-maker, the 
tailoress, the harpsichord-player, and the song- 
stress, who set you to sleep hut night Make a 
courtesy to the gentleman, young ladies ! Oh, 
I forgot — ^and Theo is the mistress of the roses 
which yon admired a short while since in your 
bedroom. I think she has kept some of them 
in her cheeks." 

In fact. Miss Theo was making, a profound 
courtesy and blushing most modestly as her 
papa spoke. I am not going to describe her 
person — though we shall see a great deal of her 
in the course of this history. She was not a 
particular beauty. Harry Warrington was not 
over head and ears in love with her at an in- 
stant's warning, and faithless to — ^to that other 
individual with whom, as we have seen, the 
youth had lately been smitten. Miss Theo had 
kind eyes and a sweet voice ; a ruddy, freckled 
cheek and a round white neck, on which, out 
of a little cap such as .misses wore in those 
times, fell rich curling clusters of dark brdwn 
hair. She was not a delicate or sentimental- 
looking person. Her arms, which were worn 
bare from the elbow, like other ladies' arms in 
those days, were very jolly and red. Her feet 
were not so miraculously small but that you 
could see them without a telescope. There was 
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nothing waspish aboat her waist. This young 
person was sixteen years of age, and looked old- 
er. I don't know what call she had to blush so 
when she made her coartesy to the stranger. It 
was such a deep ceremonial courtesy as you 
never see at present She and. her sister both 
made these '^cheesesf' in compliment to the 
new-comer, and with much stately agility. 

As Miss Theo rose up out of this salute her 
papa tapped her under the chin (which was 
6f the double sort of chins), and laughingly 
hummed out th^ line which he had read the 
day. ** Eh hiea ! qtte dite* voum^ ma fiUe, de 
noire hdtef* 

" Nonsense, Mr. Lambert !" cries mamma. 

'* Nonsense is sometimes the best kind of 
sense in the world," said Colonel Lambert. His 
guest looked puzzled. 

**Are you fond of nonsense?" the Colonel 
continued to Harry, seeing by the boy*8 face 
that the latter had no great love or comprehen- 
sion of his favorite humor. *^ We consume a 
vast deal of it in this house. Rabelais is my 
favorite reading. My wife is all for Mr. Field- 
ing and Theophrastus. I think Theo prefers 
Tom Brown, and Mrs. Hetty here loves Dean 
Swift." 

** Oar papa is talking what he loves," says 
Miss Hetty. 

'* And what is that, miss ?" asks the father of 
his second daughter. 

** Sure, Sir, you said yourself it was non- 
sense,'* answers the young* lady, with a saucy 
toss of her head. 

'* Which of them do you like best, Mr. War- 
rington ?" asked the honest Colonel. 

" Which of whom, Sir ?" 

*^ The Curate of Meudon, or the Dean of St 
Patrick*s, or honest Tom, c»r Mr. Fielding ?" 

" And what were they. Sir ?" 

" They I Why, they wrote books." 

'* Indeed, Sir. I never heard of either 
one of 'em," said Harry, hanging down his 
head. ** I fear my book learning was neglect- 
ed at home. Sir. My brother had read every 
book that ever was wrote, I think. He could 
have talked to you about *em for hours to- 
gether." 

With this little speech Mrs. Lambert's eyes 
turned to her daughter, and Miss Theo cast 
hers down and blushed. 

*' Never mind, honesty is better than books, 
any day, Mr. Warrington 1" cried the jolly Col- 
onel. ** You may go through the world very 
honorably without reading any of the books I 
have been talking of, and some of them might 
give you more pleasure than profit." 

'* I know more about horses and dogs than 
Greek and Latin, Sir. We most of us do ^n 
Vii^inia," said Mr. Warrington. 

'* You are like the Persians : you can ride 
and speak the truth." 

^* Are the Prussians very good on horseback, 
Sir ? I hope I shall see their king and a cam- 

'(^n or two, either with 'em or against 'em," 
irked Colonel Lambert's guest. Why did 



Miss Theo look at her mother, and why did 
that good woman's face assume a sad expres- 
sion? 

Why? Because young lasses are bred in 
humdrum country towns, do you suppose they 
never indulge romances? Because they are 
modest and have never quitted mother's apron, 
do you suppose they have no thoughts of their 
own ? What happens in spite of all those pre- 
cautions which the King and Queen take for 
their darling princess, those dragons, and that 
impenetrable forest, and that castle of steel? 
The faiiy prince penetrates the impenetrable 
forest, finds the weak point in the dragon's 
scale-armor, and gets the better of all the ogres 
who guard the castle of steeL Away goes the 
princess to him. She knew him at once. Her 
band-boxes and portmanteaux are filled with her 
best clothes and all her jewels. She has been 
ready overdo long. 

That is in fairy tales, you understand — ^where 
the blessed hour and youth always arrive, the 
ivory horn is blown at the castle gate ; and far 
ofi^ in her beauteous bower the princess hears 
it, and starts up, and knows that there is the 
right champion. He is always ready. Look ! 
how the giants' heads tumble off as, falchion in 
hand, he gallops over the bridge on his white 
charger I How should that viigin, locked up in 
that inaccessible fortress, where she has never 
seen any man that was not eighty, or hump- 
backed, or her father, ktiow that there were 
such beings in the world as young men? I 
suppose there's an instinct. I suppose there's a 
season. I never spoke, for my part, to a fairy 
princess, or heard as much from any unenchant- 
ed or enchanting maiden. Ne'er a one of them 
has ever whispered her pretty little secrets to 
me, or perhaps confessed them to herself, her 
manuna, or her nearest and dearest confidante. 
But they wiU fall in love. Their little hearts 
are constantly throbbing at the window of ex- 
pectancy on the look-out for the champion. 
They are always hearing his horn. They are 
forever on the tower looking out for the hero. 
Sister Ann, Spter Ann, do you see him ? Sure- 
ly 'tis a knight with curling mustaches, a flash- 
ing cimeter, and a suit of silver armor. Oh, 
no I it is only a costermonger with his donkey 
and a pannier of cabbage 1 Sister Ann, Sister 
Ann, what is that cloud of dust? Oh, it is 
only a farmer's man driving a flock of pigs from 
market. Sister Ann, Sister Ann, who is that 
splendid warrior advancing in scarlet and gold ? 
He nears the castle, he clears the drawbridge, 
he lifts the ponderous hammer at the gate. Ah 
me, he knocks twice ! Tis only the postman 
with a double letter from Northamptonshire! 
So it is we make false starts in life. I don't 
believe there is any such thing known as first 
love — ^not within man's or woman's memoiy. 
No male or female remembers his or her first 
inclination any more than his or her own chris- 
tening. What? You fancy that your sweet mis- 
tress, your spotless spinster, your blank maiden 
just out of the school-room, never cared for any 
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bnft ycm ? And she tells jou. so ? Oh, you id- 
iot ! When she was four jears old she had a 
tender feeling toward the Buttons who brought 
di8 coals np to the nursery, or the little sweep 
at the crossing, or the music-master, or never 
mind whom. She had a secret longing toward 
her brother's scheol-fellow, or the third charity 
boy at chnrch, and, if occasion had senred^ the 
comedy enacted with yon had been performed 
along with another. I do not mean to say that 
she confessed this amatory sentiment, but that 
she had it. Lay down this page, and think how 
many and many and many a time you were in 
loTe before yon selected the present Mrs. Jones 
as the partner of your name and affections I 

So,' from the way in which Theo held her 
head down, ^nd exchanged looks with her mo- 
ther, when poor, unconscious Harry called the 
Persians the Prussians, and talked of sending a 
campaign with them, I make no donbt she was 
feeling ashamed, and thinking within herself, 
** Is this the hero with whom my mamma and 
I have been in lore for these twenty-four hours, 
and whom we hare endowed with every perfec- 
tion? How beautiful, pale, and graceful he 
looked yesterday as he lay on the ground! 
How his curls fell over his face I How sad it 
was to see his poor white arm, and the blood 
trickling from it when papa bled him I And 
now he is well and among ns, he is handsome 
certainly, but oh! is it possible he is — he is 
stupid ?*' When she lighted the lamp and look* 
ed at him, did Psyche find Cupid out ; and is 
that Uie meaning of the old allegory? The 
wings of love drop off at this discovery. The 
fancy can no more soar and disport in skyey re- 
gions, the beloved object ceases at once to be ce- 
lestial, and remains plodding on earth, entirely 
nniomantic and substantial. 



CHAPTER XXin. 

HOLTDAT8. 

Mrs. Laicbbkt^s little day-dream was over. 
Miss Theo and her mother were obliged to con- 
fess, in their hearts, that their hero was but an 
ordinary mortal. They uttered few words on the 
subject, but each knew the other's thoughts, as 
people who love each other 'do; and mamma, 
by an extra tenderness and special caressing 
manner toward her daughter, sought to console 
her for her disappointment. ' * Never mind, my 
dear^ — the maternal kiss whispered on the filial 
cheek — *' our hero has turned out to be but an 
ordinary mortal, and none such is good enough 
for my Theo. Thou shalt have a real husband 
ere long, if there be one in England. Why, I 
was scarce fifteen when your father saw me at 
the Bury Assembly, and while I was yet at 
school, I used to vow that I never would have 
any other man. If Heaven gave me snch a 
husband — the best man in the whole kingdom 
— sure it will bless my child equally, who de- 
serves a king, if she fancies him T* Indeed, I 
am not sure that Mrs. dambert — ^who, of course, 
knew the age of the Prince of Wales, and was 



aware how handsome and good a young prince 
he was— did not expect that he too would come 
ridipg by her gate, and perhaps tumble down 
from his horse there, and be taken into the 
h6use, and be cured, and cause his royal grand- 
papa to give Martin Lambert a regiment, and 
fall in love with Theo. 

The Colonel for his part, and his second 
daughter Miss Hetty, were on the laughing, 
scornful, unbelieving side. Mainma was al- 
ways match-making. Indeed, Mrs. Lambert 
was much addicted to novels, and cried her 
eyes out over them with great assiduity. No 
coach ever passed the gate, but she expected a 
husband for her girls would alight from it and 
ring the bell. As for Miss Hetty, she allowed 
her tongue to wag in a more than usually saucy 
way : she made a hundred sly allusions to their 
guest She introduced Prussia and Persia into 
their conversation with abominable pertness and 
frequency. She asked whether the present 
King of Prussia was called the Shaw or the 
Sophy, and how far it was from Ispahan to 
Saxony, which his Majesty was at present in- 
vading, and about which war papa was so busy 
with his maps and his newspapers ? She brought 
down the Persian Tales from her mamma's clos- 
et, and laid them slyly on the table in the par- 
lor where thd family sate. She would not mar- 
ry a Persian prince for her part; she would 
prefer a gentleman who might not have more 
than one wife at a time. She called our young 
Virginian Theo's gentleman, Theo's prince. 
She asked man^ma if she wished her, Hetty, to 
take the other visitor, the black prince, for her- 
self? Indeed, she rallied her sister and her 
mother unceasingly on their sentimentalities, 
and would never stop until she had made them 
angry, when she would begin to cry herself, 
and kiss them violently one after the other, and 
coax them back into good-humor. Siinple 
Harry Warrington meanwhile knew nothing of 
all the jokes, the tears, quarrels, reconciliations, 
hymeneal plans, and so forth, of which he was 
the innocent occasion. A hundred allusions to 
the Prussians and Persians were shot at him, 
and those Parthian arrows did not penetrate 
his hide at all. A Shaw? A Sophy? very 
likely he thought a Sophy was a lady, and 
would have deemed it the height of absurdity 
that a m^n with a great black beard should have 
any such name. We fall into the midst of a 
quiet family : we drop like a stone, say^into a 
pool — ^we are perfectly compact and ccSl, and 
little know the flutter and excitiement we make 
there, disturbing the fish, frightening the ducks, 
and agitating the whole surface of the water. 
How should Harry know the effect which his sud- 
den appearance produced in this little, quiet, 
sentimental family? He th(>ught quite well 
enough of himself on many points, but was 
dlmdent as yet regarding women, being of that 
age when young gentlemen require encourage- 
ment and^to be brought forward, and having 
been brought up at home in very modest and 
primitive relations toward the other sex. So 
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Mlas Hettj's joke* pUjed ronnd the Ud, tmd be 
minded tbem no mora than bo iiMn; suDHuer 
gnaU. li wiu not (bat ho was stapid, as ihe 
ceitaioty thought bin I hewaaaimple, toomnch 
occupied with himKlf and hia ovn honest af- 
fairs to think of othen. Wbj, what tragedies, 
comediea, inlerlodei, inlrigaea, farce*, are going 
on nnder our ooaea in friends' drawing-rooms 
where we rigit everj day, and we remaia ut- 
terly iipiorant, self-aatiified, and blind I Ae 
these Bist(!iB Bate and combed their Sowing ring- 
lets of nigbta, or talked with each other in the 
great bed where, accordiog to the fashion of the 
daj, thej laj together, bow should Bany know 
that be had so great a ehare in their tboogbts, 
jokei, conrersalion 7 Three daja afler his ar- 
rival, his new and hospitable friends were walk- 
ing with him in m; Lord Wrotham's fine park, 
where they were free to wander ; and here, on 
a piece of water, they came to ' some twaoa, 
which the young ladiea were in the habit of 
feeding with bread. As the birds approached 
the young women, Hetty sud, with a queer look 
At her mother and sister, and then a glance at 
her father, who stood by, honest, happy, in a 
red waistcoat — Hetty said: "Mamma's swans 
are somethiiig tike these, papa." 

"What swans, my dear?" says mamma. 

" Something tike, bat not quite. They have 
shorty necks than these, and ore scores of them 
on our common," coutinnei Miss Hetty. "I 
Mw Betty plucking one in the kitcheo this 
morning. We shall have it (or dinner, with 
^>plo-sance and — " 

" Don't be a little gooae 1" says Miss Theo. 

" And sage and ooiona. Do ;oa lore swan, 
Mr. Warrington J" 

"I shot three lost winter on oar river," said 
the Virginian gentleman. " Oura are not Bu!h 
white birds as these — they eat very well though." 
The simple youth had not the slightest idea 
that he himself was an allegory at that very 
time, and that MJM Het? was narrating a fable 



regarding bim. In some exceedingly 
Incondite Latin work I have read that 
long before Virginia was discovered 
other folks were equally dull of dba- 
prehension. 

So it was a premature aentiment on 
' the part of Miss The*-~that little ten- 
der flutter of the bosom -which we have 
acknowle^ed she felt on fint behold- 
. ' lag the Virginian, so handsome, pale, 
; and bleeding. TTtis was not the great 
: passion wtudi she knew her heart could 
I feet Like the birds, it had wakened 
1 and begun to sing, at a &lse dawn. 
Hop back to thy perch, and cover thy 
head with thy wing, thoo treitaulons 
(? little fluttering creature. It is not yet 
' light, and roosting is as yet better than 
^nging. Anon will come morning, and 
the whole sky will redden, aod yoa 
shall soar np into it and salute the nm 
with yonr mniic. 

One little phrase, some five-and-thir- 
ty lines hack, perhaps the fitii and snspicious 
reader has remarked: ^' Three day* ajter hit ar- 
rivai, Hany waa walking with," etc, etc. If he 
coutd walk — which it appeared be could do per- 
fectly well — what bndness had he to be walking 
with any body but Lady Maria Esmond on the 
Pantiles, Tunbridge Wells ? His shoulder was 
set: hishealtb wasentirelyresiored: behadnot 
even a change of coats, as we have seen, and 
was obliged to the Colonel for bis raiment. 
Surely a young man in such a condition bad 
no right to be lingering on at Oakhuist, and 
was bound by every tie of duty andconTcnience, 
by love, by relationship, by a gentle heart wail- 
ing for him, by the washer-woman finally, to go 
to Tunbridge. Why did he stay behind, unlssa 
be was in love with either of the young ladies f 
(and we say be wasn't.) Could it be that be 
did not want to go f Hath the gracious reader 
nnderslood the meaning of the mystic S with 
which the last chapter commences, and in which 
the designer has feebly endeavored to depict the 
□otorioos Sinbad the Sailor surmounted by that 
odious old man of the sea? What if Harry 
Warrington should be that sailor, and bis fata 
that choking, deadening, inevitable old manF 
What if for two days past he has felt those kneel 
throttling him round the neck ? if his fell annt's 
purpose is answered, and if his late love is kill- 
ed as dead by her poisonous communication* as 
Fair Rosamond was hy her royal and legitimate 
rival ? Is Hero then lighting the lamp np, and 
getting ready the supper, while Leander is sit- 
ting comfortably with some other party, and 
never in the least thinking of taking to the 
water? Ever since that coward's blow wa* 
Btmck in Lsdy Maria's back by her own rela- 
tive, surely kind hearts must pity her ladyship^ 
I know she has faults — ay, and wears false haii 
and false never mind what. But a woman in 
distress, shall we not pity her — a lady of a cer- 
tain age, are we going to laugh at her because 
of her yearsf Between her old aunt and hei 
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iiiilii4>P7 delusion, be sure my Ladj Maria Es- 
moBd is having no veiy pleasant time of it at 
Tnnbridge Wells. There is no one to protect 
her. Madam Beatrix has her all to herself. 
Ladj Maria is poor, and hopes for money fVom 
her annt. Lady Maria has a secret or two 
which the old woman knows, and brandishes 
over her. I for one am quite melted and grow 
soft-hearted as I think of her. Imagine her 
alone, and a victim to that old woman ! Faint 
to yourself that antique Andromeda (if you 
please we will allow that rich flowing head of 
hair to fall over her shoulders) chained to a 
rock on Mount Ephraim, and given up to that 
dragon of a Baroness ! Succor, Persons I Come 
quickly with thy winged feet and flashing fal- 
chion ! Perseus is not in the least hurry. The 
dragon has her will of Andromeda for day after 
day. 

Harry Warrington, who would not have al- 
lowed his dislocated and mended shoulder to 
keep him from ^ing out hunting, remained 
day after day contentedly at OakhurSt, with 
each day finding the kindly folks who welcomed 
him more to his liking. Perhaps he had never, 
since his grandfather's death, been in such good 
company. His lot had lain among fox-hunting 
Viiginian squires, with whose society he had 
pvtt up very contentedly, riding their horses, liv- 
ing their lives, and sharing their punch-bowls. 
The ladies of his own and mother's acquaint- 
ance were veiy well bred, and decorous and pi- 
ous, no doubt, but somewhat narrow-minded. 
It was but a little place, his home, with its pomp- 
ons ways, small etiquettes and puo^tilios, small 
flatteries, small conversations and scandals. 
Until he had left the place, some time after, he 
did not know how narrow and confined his life 
had been there. He was free enough person- 
ally. He had dogs and horses, and might shoot 
and hunt for scores of miles round about. But 
the little lady mother domineered at home, and 
when there he had to submit to her influence 
and breathe her air. 

Here the lad found himself in the midst of a 
circle where eveiy thing about him was incom- 
parably gayer, brighter, and more free. He was 
living with a man and woman who had seen^he 
world, though they lived retired from it ; who 
had both of them happened to enjoy from their 
earliest times the ns<) not only of good books,- 
bat of good company — those live books, which 
are such pleasant, and sometimes such profita- 
ble reading. Society has this good at least — 
that it lessens our conceit by teaching us. oar 
insignificance, and making us acquainted with 
oar betters. If you are a young person who 
read this, depend upon it, sir, or madam, there 
is nothing more wholesome for you than to ac- 
knowledge and to associate with your superiors. 
If I could, I would not have my son Thomas 
first Greek and Latin prize boy, first oar, and 
cock of the school. Bettejr for his soul's and 
body's welfare that he should have a good place, 
not the first — a fair set of competitors round 
about him, and a good thrashing now and then, 



with a hearty shake afterward of the hand which 
administered the beating. What honest man 
that can choose his lot would be a prince, let 
us say, and have all society walking backward 
before him, only obsequious household gentle- 
men to talk to, and idl mankind mum except 
when your High Mightiness asks a question and 
gives permission to speak? One of the great 
benefits which Harry Warrington received from 
this family, before whose gate Fate hod shot 
him, was to begin to learn that he was a pro- 
foundly ignorant young fellow, and that there 
were many people in the world far better than 
he knew himself to be. Arrogant a little with 
some folks, in the company of his superiors he 
was magnanimously docile. We have seen how 
faithfully he admired his brother at home, and 
his friend, the gallant young Colonel of Mount 
Vernon : of the gentlemen, his kinsmen at Cas- 
tlewood, he had felt himself at least the equal. 
In his new acquaintance at Oakhurst he found 
a man who had read far more books than Harry 
could pretend to judge of, who had seen the 
world and come unwounded out of it, as he 
had out of the dangers and battles which he 
had confronted, and who had goodness and hon- 
esty written on his face and breathing from his 
lips, for which qualities our brave lad had al- 
ways an instinctive sympathy and predilection. 
As for the women, they were the kindest, 
merriest, most agreeable he had as yet known. 
They were pleasanter than Parson Broadbent's 
black-eyed daughter at home, whose laugh car- 
ried as for as a gun. They were quite as well 
bred as the Castlewood ladles, with the excep- 
tion of Madam Beatrix (who, indeed, was as 
grand as an empress on some occasions). But 
somehow, after a talk with Madam Beatrix, 
and vast amusement and interest in her stories, 
the lad would come away as with a bitter taste 
in his mouth, and fancy all the world wicked 
round about him. They were not in the least 
squeamish; and laughed over pages of Mr. 
Fielding, and cried over volumes of Mr. Rich- 
ardson, containing jokes and incidents which 
would make Mrs. Grundy's hair stand on end, 
yet their merry prattle left no bitterness behind 
it. Their tales about this neighbor and that 
were droll, not malicious ; the courtesies and 
salutations with which the folks of the little 
neighboring town received them, how kindly 
and cheerful ! their bounties how cordial ! Of 
a truth it is good to be with good people ! How 
good Harry Warrington did not know at the 
time, perhaps, or until subsequent experience 
showed him contrasts, or caused him to feel re- 
morse. Here was a tranquil sunshiny day of 
a life that was to be agitated and stom!^ — a 
happy hour or two to remember. Nut much 
happened during the happy hour or two. It 
was only sweet sleep, pleasant waking, friendly 
welcome, serene pastime. The gates of the old 
house seemed to shut the wicked world out 
somehow, and the inhabitants within to be bet- 
ter, and purer, and kinder than other people. 
He was not in love ; oh, no ! not the least, ei- 
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ther with saacj Hetty or generous Theodosia : 
bat, when the time came for going awaj, he 
fastened on both their hands, and felt an im- 
mense regard for them. He thought he should 
like to know their brothers, and that thej must 
be fine fellows ; and as for Mrs. Lambert, I be- 
lieve she was as sentimental at his departure as 
if he had been the last volume of Clarissa Har- 
lowe. 

'^He is very kind and honest," said Theo, 
gravely, as, looking from the terrace, they, saw 



him and their father and servants riding away 
on the road to Westerham. ^ 

**1 don*t think him stupid at all now," said 
little Hetty ; *^ and, mamma, I think he is veiy 
like a swan indeed." 

**It felt jast like one of the boys going to 
school," said mamma. 

'* Just like it," said Theo, sadly. 

'' I am glad he has got papa to ride widi htm 
to Westerham," resumed Miss Hetty, ** and that 
he bought Farmer Briggs's horae. I don't like 
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hii going to thoM C&Mletrood people. I am 
gnre that Hadame Benutein is a wicked old 
woman. I expected lo we her ride kwb; oq 
her crooked stick." 

"Hiuh, Hetty I" 

" Do 70a think she wottld float if the? tried 
her in the pond as poor old Mother Rely did 
Hmhnnt? The other old woman •eemed fond 
of him — I mean Hie one with tbe fair lour. She 
looked very melancholy when she went anay; 
but Hadame Bernitein whiiked her off with her 
cratch, and ahe was obliged to fo, I don't care, 
Theo. I huHe the ia a wicked woman. Yon 
think erery body good, yon do, became yon never 
do any thing wrong yourself." 

" Hy Thco u a good giii," lays the mother, 
looking fondly at both her danghlerg. 

"Then why do we coll her a miterable sin- 
ner?" 

" We are all to, my lore," itid mamma; 

"WhatI papa too? Yon' know yon don't 
think ao," erica Mils Heater. And to allow 
this waa aImo«t moi« than Mrt. Ltunbart could 
affijtd. 

"What was that yon told John to give to 
Mr. Warrington'! black man T" 

Mamma owned, with some sbamelacedneBR, 
it was a bottle of her cordial wBl«r and a cake 
whii'h she had bid Betty make. " I'feet qniie 
like a mother to him, my dean, I can't help 
owning it — and you know both our boys still 
like one of onr caket to take to school or col- 
lege with them." 



CHAPTER XXIV. 



Warmo her lily handkerchief in tnken of 
adien to the departing travelers, Mrs. Lambert 
and her girl* watched them pacing leisurely on 



the ilrst few hundred yards of their jonmey, and 
until snch time as a tree - clumped comer of 
the road hid them from the ladies' view. Be- 
hind that damp of limes the good matron had 
many a time watched those she loved beat dis- 
appear, HusbHnd departing to battle and dan- 
ger, sons to school, each after the other, had 
gone on his way behind yonder green trees, re- 
turning as it pleased Heaven's will at his good 
time, and bringing pleaanre and love back to 
the happy little family. Besides their own in- ' 
Ktinctive nature (which, to be sure, aidaiwon- 
derfully in the malter), the leisure and contem- 
plation attendant upon their home life serve to 
foBter the tetidemess and fidelity of onr women. 
The men gone, there is all dayi to think abont 
them, and to-morrow and to-morrow— ^when 
there certainly will be a letter — and bo on. 
There is the vacant room to go lock at, where 
the boy slept last night, and the impreaaion of 
hia carpet-bag is still on the bed. There it hii 
whip hang up in the hall, and his fishing-rod 
and basket — mute memorials of the brief by- 
gone pleasures. At dinner there comes tip 
that cherry-tart, half of which our darling ate 
at two o'clock in spile of his melancholy, and 
with a choking little sister on each side of him. 
The evening prayer is said withont that young 
scholar's vaico to niter the dne responses. Mid- 
night and silence come, and tbe good mother 
Ilea wakeful, thinking how one of the dear ae- 
custoRied brood is away &om the neat. Mtnn 
breaks, home and holidays have passed away, 
and toil and labor have begun for him. So 
those rattling limes formed, as it were, a screen 
between the world and our ladies 
of the house at Oakbarst. Kind- 
hearted Mra. Lambert always be- 
came eilent and thoughtful if, by 
> chance, ahe and her girls ualked 
: np to the trees in the absence of 
the men of the family. She aaid 
ahe would like to carve their 
namea up on the gray silvered 
trunks, in the midst ^ true-loveiB' 
knots, aa waa then the kindly fosh- 
; ion; and Mies Thco, who hod an 
exceeding elegant turn that way, 
made some verses regarding the 
; Ireea, which her delighted parent 
[ transmitted to a periodical of 
, those days. 

"Now we are out of sight of 

the ladles," aaya Colonel Lambert, 

giving a parting aalutf^ith his 

hat, as the pair of gEntlemen 

trotted past the limes in qucation. 

" I know my wife always watchet 

at her window until we are round 

this comer. I hope we shall 

have yon seeing the trees and the houae again, 

Mr. Warrington ; and the boys being U 

home, mayhap there will be better sport for 
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you will let me saj that I feel as if I am leaving 
quite old friends behind me." 

"The friend at whose house we shall sup to- 
night hath a son, who is an old friend of our 
family, too, and my wife, who is an inveterate 
marriage-monger, would have made a match 
between him and one of my girls, but that the 
Colonel hath chosen to fall in love with some- 
body else." 

«< Ah !" sighed Mr. Warrington. 

'* Other folks have done tiie same thing. 
There were brave fellows before Agamemnon." 

' * I beg your pardon. Sir. Is the gentleman's 
name Aga — ? I did not quite gather it," meek- 
ly inquired the younger traveler. 

"No, his name is James Wolfe," cried the 
Colonel, smiling. " He is a young fellow still, 
or what we call so, being scarce thirty years old. 
He is the youngest lieutenant-colonel in the 
army, unless, to be sure, we except a few scores 
of our nobili^, who take rank |)efore us common 
folk." 

"Of course, of course!" says the ColonePs 
young companion, with true colonial notions of 
aristocratic precedence. 

" And I have seen him commanding captains, 
and very brave captains, who were thirty years 
his seniors, and who had neither his merit nor 
his good fortune. But, lucky as he hath been, 
no one envies his superiority ; for, indeed, most 
of us acknowledge that he is our superior. He 
is beloved by every man of our old regiment, and 
knows every one of them. He is a good scholar 
as well as a consummate soldier, and a master 
of many languages." 

" Ah, Sir !" said Harry Warrington, with a 
sigh of great humility, "I feel that I have neg- 
lected my own youUi 'sadly, and am come to 
England but an ignoramus. Had my dear 
brother been alive, he would have represented 
our name, and our colony too, better than I can 
do. George was a scholar ; George was a mu- 
sician ; George could talk with the most learn- 
ed people in our country, and I make no doubt 
would have |^eld his own here. Do you know. 
Sir, I am glad to have come home, and to you 
especially, if but to learn how ignorant I am." 

'* If you know that well, *tis a great gain al- 
ready," said the Colonel, with a smile. 

"At home, especially of late, and since we 
lost my brother, I used to think myself a mighty 
fine fellow, and have no doubt that the folks 
round about flattered me. I am wiser now — 
that is, I hope I am — though perhaps I am 
wrong, mfi only bragging again. But you see. 
Sir, the^ntry in our colony don't know very 
much, except about dogs, and horses, and bet- 
ting, and games. I wish I knew more about 
books, and less about them." 

"Nay. Dogs and horses are very good 
books, too, in their way, and we may read a 
deal of truth out of 'em. Some men are not 
made to be scholars, and may be very worthy 
citizens and gentlemen in spite of their igno- 
rance. What call have all of us to be especially 
learned or wise, or to take a first place in the 



world? His Royal Highness is commander, 
and Martin Lambert is colonel, and Jack Hunt, 
who rides behind yonder, was a private soldier, 
and is now a very honest, worthy groom. So 
as we all do our best in our station, it matters 
not-much whether that be high or low. Nay, how 
do we know what is high and what is low ? and 
whether Jack's curry-comb, or my epaulets, or 
his Royal Highaess's baton, may not turn out 
to be pretty equal ? When I began life et mil" 
itavi non sine — never mind what — I dreamed of 
success and honor ; now I think of duty, and 
yonder folks, from whom we parted a few hours 
ago. Let us trot on, else we shall not reach 
Westerham before nightfall." » 

At Westerham the two friends were wel- 
comed by their host^, a stately matron, an old 
soldier, whose recollections and services were of 
five-and-forty years back, and the son of this 
gentleman and lady, the lieutenant-colonel of 
Kingsley's regiment, that was then stationed 
at Maidstone, whence the Colonel had come 
over on a brief visit to his parents. Harry 
looked with some curiosity at this officer, who, 
young as he was, had seen so much service, and 
obtained a character so high. There was little 
of the beautiful in his face. He was very lean 
and very pale ; his hair was red ; his nose and 
cheek-bones were high ; but he had a fine court- 
esy toward his elders, a cordial greeting toward 
his friends, and an animation in conversation 
which caused those who heard him to forget, 
even to admire, his homely looks. 

Mr. Warrington was going to Tunbridge ? 
Their James would bear him company, the lad j 
of the house said, and whispered something to 
Colonel Lambert at supper, which occasioned 
smiles and a knowing wink or two from that 
officer. He called for wine, and toasted " Miss 
Lowther." " With all my heart," cried the ea- 
thasiastic Colonel James, and drained his glass 
to the very last drop. Mamma whispered her 
friend how James and the lady were going to 
make a match, and how she came of the famous 
Lowther family of the North. 

" If she was the daughter of King Charle- 
magne," cries Lambert, " she is not too good for 
James Wolfe, or for his mother's son." 

" Mr. Lambert would not say so if he knew 
her," the young Colonel declared. 

" Oh, of course, she is the priceless pearl, and 
you are nothing," cries Mamma. *' No. I am 
of Colonel Lambert's bpinion ; and if she brought 
all Cumberland to you for a jointure, I should 
say it was by James's due. That is the way 
with 'em, Mr. Warrington. We tend our chil- 
dren through fevers, and measles, and hooping- 
cough, and small-pox ; we send them to the 
army, and can't sleep at night fbr thinking; we 
bresJL our hearts at parting with 'em, and have 
them at home only for a week or two in the 
year, or maybe ten years; and, after all our 
care, there comes a lass with a pair of bright 
eyes, and away goes our boy, and never cares a 
fig for us afterward." 

" And pray, my dear, how did you come to 
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many James's Papa ?'* said the elder Colonel 
Wolfe. "And whj didn't yon stay at home 
with Tonr parents ?" 

"Because James's Papa was Routy, and 
wanted somebody to take care of him, I sup- 
pose; not because I liked him a bit," answers 
the lady ; and so with much easy talk and kind- 
ness the eveniog passed away. ^ 

On the morrow, and with many expressions 
of kindness and friendship for his late guest. 
Colonel Lambert gave over the young Virginian 
to Mr. Wolfe's charge, and turned his horse's 
head homeward, while the two gentlemen sped 
toward Tunbridge Wells. Wolfe was in a hurry 
to reach the place ; Hany Warrington was, per- 
haps, not quite so eager : nay, when Lambert 
rode toward his own home, Harry's thoughts 
followed him with a great deal of longing desire 
to the parlor at Oakhnrst, where he had spent 
three days in happy calm. Mr. Wolfe agreed 
in all Harry's enthusiastic praises of Mr. Lam- 
bert, and of his wife, and of his daughters, and 
of all that excellent family. " To have such a 
good name, and to live such a life as Colonel 
Lambert's," said Wolfe, " seem to me now the 
height of human ambition." 

"And glory and honor ?" asked Warrington. 
"Are those nothing? and would yon give up 
the winning of them ?" 

" They were my dreams once," answered the 
Colonel, who had now diffsrent ideas of happi- 
ness, "and now my desires are much more 
tmnqnil. I have followed arms ever since I 
was fourteen years of age. I have seen almost 
eveiy kind of duty connected with my calling. 
I know all the garrison towns in this country, 
and have had the honor to serve wherever there 
has been work to be done during the last ten 
years. I have done pretty nearly the whole of 
a ftddier's duty, except, indeed, the command 
of an army, which can hardly be hoped for by 
one of my years ; and now, methinks, I would 
like quiet, books to read, a wife to love me, and 
some children to dandle on my knee. I have 
imagined some such Elysium for myself, Mr. 
Warrington. True love is better than gloiy ; 
and a tranquil fireside, with the woman of your 
heart seated by it, the greatest good the Gods 
can send to us." 

Hany imagined to himself the picture which 
his conurade called up. He said "Tes" in an- 
swer to the other's remark ; but, no doubt, did 
not give a very cheerful assent, for his compan- 
ion observed upon the expression of his face. 

"Yon say yes as if a fireside and a sweet* 
heart were not particularly to your taste." 

"Why, look yon. Colonel; there are other 
things which a yonng fellow might like to enjoy. 
Ton have had sixteen years of the world, and 
I am but a few months away from my mother's 
apron-strings. When I have seen a campaign 
or two, or six, as you have — ^when I have dis- 
tinguished myself like Mr. Wolfe, and made 
the world talk of me, I then may think of retir- 
ing from it." 

To these remarks, Mr. Wolfe, whose heart 



was full of a very different matter, replied by 
breaking out in a fi&rther encomium of the joys 
of marriage ; and a special rhapsody upon the 
beauties and merits of his Amelia — a theme in- 
tensely ipteresting to himself, though not so, 
possibly, to his hearer, whose views regarding a 
married life, if he permitted himself to entertain 
any, were somewhat melancholy and despond- 
ent. A pleasant afternoon brought them to the 
end of their ride ; nor did any accident or inci- 
dent accompany it, save, perhaps, a mistake 
which Harry Warrington made at some few 
miles' distance from Tnnbridge Wells, where 
two horsemen stopped them, whom Harry was 
for chaiging, pistol in hand, supposing them to 
be highwaymen. Colonel Wqlfe, laughing, bade 
Mr. Warrington reserve his fire, for these folks 
wBre only innkeeper's agents, and not robbers 
(except in their calling). Gumbo, whose horse 
ran away with him at this particular juncture, 
was brought back after a great deal of bawling 
on his master^s part, and the two gentlemen rode 
into the little town, alighted at their inn, and 
then separated each in quest of the ladies whom 
he had come to visit. 

Mr. Warrington found his aunt installed in 
handsome lodgings, with* a guard of London 
lackeys in her ante-room, and to follow her 
chair when she went abroad. She received 
him with the utmost kindness. His cousin my 
Lady Maria was absent when he arrived; I 
don't know whether the yonng gentleman was 
unhappy at not seeing her, or whether he dis- 
guised his feelings, or whether Madame de 
Bernstein took any note regarding them. 

A beau in a rich figured suit, the first sped' 
men of the kind Harry had seen, and two dow- 
agers with voluminous hoops and plenty of rouge, 
were on a visit to the Baroness when her nephew 
made his bow to her. She introduced the young 
man to these personages as her nephew, the 
young Croesus out of Virginia, of whom they 
had heard. She talked abont the immensitv 
of his estate, which was as large as Kent ; and, 
as she had read, infinitely more fruitful. She 
mentioned how her half-sister, Madam Esmond, 
was called Princess Pocahontas in her own 
country. She never tired in her praises of 
mother and son, of their riches and their good 
qualities. The bean shook the young man by 
the hand, and was delighted to have the honor 
to make his acquaintance. The ladies praised 
him to his aunt so loudly that the modest youth 
was fain to blush at their compliments. They 
went away to inform the Tunbridge society of 
the news of his arrival. The little place' was 
soon buzzing with accounts of the wealth, the 
good breeding, and the good looks of the Vir- 
ginian. ' 

"You could not have* come at a better mo- 
ment, my dear," the Barone^ said to her nephew, 
as her visitors departed with many courtesies 
and congees. "Those three individuals have 
the most active tongues in the Wells. They 
will trumpet your good qualities in every com- 
pany where tiiey go. I have introduced yon 
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to a hnndred people already, and, Heaven help 
me ! have told all sorts of fibs, about the geog- 
raphy of Virginia in order to describe your es- 
tate. It is a prodigious large one, but I am 
afraid I have magnified it. ' I have filled it with 
all sorts of wonderful animals, gold mines, spices : 
I am not sure I have not said diamonds. As 
for your negroes, I have given your mother 
armies of them, and, in fact, represented her as 
a sovereign princess .<reigning over a magnificent 
dominion. So she has a magnificent dominion : 
I can not tell to a few hundred thousand pounds 
how much her yearly income is, but I have no 
doubt it is a very great one. And yon must 
prepare, Sir, to be treated here as the heir-ap- 
parent of thU royal lady. Do not let your head 
be turned t From this day forth you are going 
to be flattered as you have never been flattered 
in your life." 

*^And to what end, ma*am?'* asked the 
young gentleman. ^*I see no reason why I 
should be reputed so rich, or get so much flat- 
tery." 

"In the first place. Sir, you must not con- 
tradict your old aunt, who has no desire to be 
made a fool of before her company. And as 
for your reputation, you must know we found 
it here almost ready-made on our arrival. A 
Xiondon newspaper has somehow heard of yon, 
and come out with a story of the immense 
wealth of a young gentleman from Virginia 
lately landed, and a nephew of my Lord Castle- 
wood. Immensely wealthy you are, and can't 
help yourself. All the world is eager to see 
you. You shall go to church to-morrow morn- 
ing, and see how the whole congregation will 
turn away from its books and prayers to wor- 
ship the golden calf in your person. You would 
not have had me undeceive them, would yon, 
and speak ill of my own flesh and blood ?'* 

" But how am I bettered by this reputation 
for money ?" asked Harry. 

** You are making your entry into the world, 
and the gold key will open most of its doors to 
you. To be thought rich is as good as to be 
rich. You' need not spend much money. Peo- 
ple will say that you hoard it, and your reputa- 
tion for avarice will do yon good rather than 
harm. You'll see how the mothers will smile 
upon you, and the daughters will courtesy! 
Don't look surprised ! When I was a young 
woman myself I did as all the rest of the world 
did, and tried to better myself by more than one 
desperate attempt at a good marriage. Your 
poor grandmother, who was a saint upon earth 
to be sure, bating a little jealousy, used to scold 
me, and call me worldly. Worldly, my dear I 
So is the world worldly ; and we must serve it 
as it serves ns, and give it nothing for nothing. 
Mr. Henry Esmond Warrington — I can't help 
loving the two first names, Sir, old yoman as I 
am, and that I tell you— <>n coming here or to 
London, would have been nobody. Our protec- 
tion would have helped him but little. Our fam- 
ily has little credit, and, entre nous, not much 
reputation. I suppose you know that Castle- 



wood was more than snspected in '45, and hath 
since ruined himself by play ?" 

Harry had never heard about Lord Castle- 
wood or his reputation. 

** He never had much to lose, but he has loat 
that and more : his wretched estate is eaten op 
with mortgages. He has been at all sorts of 
schemes to raise money : my dear, he has been 
so desperate at times, that I did not think my 
diamonds were safe with him ; and have trav- 
eled to and from Castlewood without them. 
Terrible, isn't it, to speak so of one's own 
nephew ? But you are my nephew too, and not 
spoiled by the world yet, and I wish to warn yon 
of its wickedness. I heard of your play-doings 
with Will and the Chaplain, bat they eould do 
you no harm — nay, I am told you bad the bet- 
ter of them. Had you played with Castlewood 
you wonld have had no such luck: and you 
would have played, had not an old annt of yoozs 
warned my Lord Castlewood to keep his hands 
off you." 

** What, ma'am, did you interfere to preserve 
me?" 

" I kept his clutches off from yon : be thank- 
ful that you are come out of that ogre's den with 
any flesh on your bones ! My dear, it has been 
the rage and passion of all our family. My poor 
silly brother played ; both his wivds played, es- 
pecially the last one, who has little else to live 
upon now but her nightly assemblies in London, 
and the money for the cards. I would not trust 
her at Castlewood alone with you : the passion 
is too strong for them, and they wonld fall upon 
you, and fleece you; and then fall upon each 
other, and fight for the plunder. But for his 
place about the Court my poor nephew hath no- 
thing, and that is Will's fortune too, Sir, and 
Maria's, and her sister's." 

"And are they, too, fond of the cards?" 

" No : to do poor Molly justice, gaming is not 
her passion ; but when she is among them in 
London, little Fanny will bet her eyes out of 
her head. I know what the passion is, Sir: do 
not look so astonished ; I have had it, as I had 
the measles when I was a child. I am not cured 
quite. For a poor old woman there is nothing 
left but that. Yon will see some high play at 
my card-tables to-ni^t. Hush, my dear! It 
was that I wanted, and without which I moped 
BO at Castlewood ! I could not win of my nieces 
or their mother. They would not pay if they 
lost. 'Tis best to warn you, my dear, in time, 
lest you should be shocked by the discovery. 
I can't -live without the cards, there's the 
truth!" 

A few days before, and while staying with 
his Castlewood relatives, Harry, who loved 
cards, and cock-fighting, and betting, and every 
conceivable sport himself, would have laughed 
very likely at this confession. Among that fam- 
ily into whose society he had fallen, many things 
were laughed at over which some folks looked 
grave. Faith and honor were laughed at : pni« 
lives were disbelieved ; selfishness was proclaim- 
ed as common practice ; sacred duties were sneer- 
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ingly spoken of, and rice fiippuitl? condoned. 
ThoM were no Phuiieea ; tbc? profetsed no hy- 
pocriair of rirtae, the; flung no stonei >t discor- 
Bred ainnen : they amUed, ahruggsd their ihonl- 
den, and psued on. The members of thii fam- 
ily did not pretend to be a whit better than their 
oeighbon, whom the; despised heartily ; they 
lived qnite Guniliarl; with the foUu aboot nhom 
and vboie wiTes they told such wicked, fanny 
Maries ; they took iheir share of what plaaaare 
or plunder came to head, and lired from day to 
day till their lut day came for them. Of cohfm 
there are no aacb people now ; and hnman na- 
ture is Tciy mnch changed in tbe last hundred 
years. At any rate, card-playing i* greatly ont 
of mode : about t/iat there can be no donbt; and 
very likely there are not six ladies of fashion in 
London who know the difference between ^la- 
di<le aod Muille. 

"How dreadfully dnil yon raoM have fonnd 
those hnmdmia people at that village where we 
left yon — bnt the savages were very kind to yon, 
child !" said Hadame de Bernstein, patting the 
youQH man's cheek with her pretty old hand. 

" They were very kind ; and it was not at aH 
doll, ma'aio, and I think they are some of the 
beat people in the world," said Harry, with hia 
lice flashing ap. His annC'a tone jarred npon 
him. He could not bear that any one should 
■peak or think lightly of the new friends wboio 
he had found. He did not want them in inch 
conpaoy. 

The old Udy, imperioas and prompt to anger, 
waa about to reaent the check she bod received, 
but a second thoogfat made her pause. " Those 
two girls," she thought, " a sick bed — an inter- 
esting stranger — of course he has been falling 
in love with one of them." Madame Bemslein 
looked roond with • misdiievons glance at Lady 
Maria, who entered the room at this jonctore. 

CHAPTER XXV. 

irew icauiiNTASCES. 
CoDSiH Mabu mads her appearance, at- 
tended by a coaplc of gardener's boya bearing 
baskets of flowers, with which it was proposed to 
decorate Madame de Beroslein'a drawing-room 
a^Dst the arriral of her ladyship's company. 
Three footmen Iq livery, gorgeously laced with 
wonted, set ont twice as many canl-tablas. A 
major-domo in black and a bag, with flue laced 
mffles, and looking as if he ongbt to have a sword 
by his side, followed the lackeya beating fasces 
of wax-CBodlci which he placed, a pair on each 
card-table, and in the silver sconces on the wain- 
Koced wall that was now ^It with the slanting 
rays of the sun, as war the prospect of the green 
common beyond, with ita rocks and clumps of 
trees and honses twinkling in the snn^ine. 
Gumps of many-colored figurea in hoc^ and 
powder and brocade sannlered over the green, 
and dappled the plain with (heir shadows. On 
the other ude Irom the Baioness'a windows yon 
saw the Pantilea, ,whera a perpetual fair was 
held, and heard the clatter and bnziing of the 



company. A band of music was here perform- 
ing for the benefit' of the visitors to the Wella. ' 
Madame Bernstein's chief sitling-room might 
nut sail a recluse or a stndent, but for tbose 
who liked bustle, gaye^, a bright cross light, 
and a view of all that was going on in the cheery 
busy place, no lodging conid be pleasanler. And 
when the windows were lighted np, the passen- 
gets walking below were aware that her lady- 
ship waa at home and holding a card assembly, 
to which an introdaction was easy enoo^h. By- 
the-way, in speaking of the past. I think the 
night-life of society a hundred years since was 
rather ■ dark Ufe. There was not one wax- 
candle for ten which we now see in a lady's 
drawing-room, let alone gas aod the wondrona 
new illnminatlons of clnba. Horrible guttering 
tallow smoked and stunk in passa^s. The can- 
dle-snuffer was a notorious officer in the theatra. 
See Hogarth's pictures : how dark they are, and 
how his Jf asCs are as it were begrimed with tal- 
low 1 In Marriage k la Mode, in Lord Viscount 
gqnanderfield'i grand saloons, where be and his 
wile are sitting yawning before the horror-strick- 
en steward nhen their party is over — there are 
bnt eight candles — one on each card-table, and 
half a doien in a brnss chandelier. If Jadl 
Briefless convoked his liiends to oysters and 
beer in his chambers. Pump Conrt, he would 
have twice aa many. Let na comfort ourselves 
by thinking that Lonis Qnatone in all hia glory 
held his revels in the dork, and bless Mr. nice 
and other Luciferou* benefactors of mankind 
for banishing the abominable rantlon of onr 

So Maria with her flowen (herself the fairest 
flower), popped her roses, tweet-vritliains, and 
so forth, in vase* here and there, and adorned 
the apartment to the best of her art. She'lin- 
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geied fondly oter this bowl and that dragon jar, 
casting bat sly timid glances the while at joang 
Coasin Harry, whose own blush wonld have be- 
come any young wom^n, and you might hare 
thought that she possibly intended to outstay 
her aunt ; but that Baroness, seated in her arm- 
chair, her crooked tortoise-shell stick in her 
hand, pointed the serrants imperiously to their 
duty ; rated one and the other soundly ; Tom 
for having a dam in his stocking ; John for hav- 
ing greased his locks too profusely out of the 
candle-box ; and so forth — ^keeping a stem dom- 
ination over them. Another remark concerning 
poor Jeames of a hundred years ago : Jeames 
slept two in a bed, four in a room, and that 
room a cellar very ^kely, and he washed in a 
trough such as you would hardly see any where 
in London now out of the barracks of her Ma- 
jesty's Foot Guards. 

If Maria hoped a present interview, her fond 
heart was disappointed. "Where are yon go- 
ing to dine, Hany?" asks l^Cadame de Bern- 
stein. "My niece Mari^ and I shall have a 
chicken in the little parlor ; I think you should 
go to the best oodinaiy. There is one at the 
White Horse at three, we shall hear his bell 
in a minute or two. And yon will understand. 
Sir, that you. ought not to spare expense, but 
behave like Princess Pocahontas's son. Tour 
trunks have been taken over to the lodging I 
have engaged for you. It is not good for a lad 
to be always hanging about the aprons of two 
old women. Is it, Maria ?" 

"No," says her ladyship, dropping her meek 
eyes, while the other lady's glared in triumph. 
I think Andromeda had been a good deal ex- 
posed to the Dragon in the course of the last 
five or six days ; and if Perseus had cut the lat- 
ter's oruel head off he would have committed 
not unjustifiable monstricide. But he did not 
liare sword or shield ; he only looked mechan- 
ically at the lackeys in tawny and blue as they 
creaked about the room. 

"And there are good mercers and tailors 
from London always here to wait on the com- 
pany at the Wells. .You had better see them, 
my dear, for your suit is not of the very last 
fashion — a little lace — ** ^ 

" I can't go out of mourning, ma'am," said 
the young man, looking down at his sables. 

" Ho, Sir," cried the jady, rastling up fVom 
her chair and rising on her cane, " wear black 
for your brother till you are as old as Methuse- 
lah, if you like. I am sure I don't want to pre- 
vent you. I only want you to dress and to do 
like other people, and make a figure worthy of 
your name." 

^^adam," said Mr. Warrington, with great 
statf , " I have not done any thing to disgrace it 
that I know." 

Why did the old woman stop, and give a lit- 
tle start as if she had been struck ? Let by- 
gones be by-gones. She and the boy had a 
score of little passages of this kind, in which 
swords were crossed and thmsts rapidly dealt 
or ^torried. She liked Harry none the worse 



for his courage in facing her. " Sure a little 
finer linen than that shirt yon wear will not be 
a disgrace to yon, Sir," she said, with rather a 
forced laugh. 

Harry bowed and blushed. It was one of 
the homely gifts of his Oakhnrst friends. He 
felt pleased somehow to think he wore it; 
thonght of the new friends, so good, so pure, so 
simple, so kindly, with immense tenderness, and 
felti while invested in this garment, as if evil 
could not touch him. He said he would go to 
his lodging, and make a point of returning ar- 
rayed in the best linen he had. 

" Come back here, Sir," said Madame Bern- 
stein, **^ and if onr company has not arrived, 
Maria and I will find some ruffles for yon I" 
And herewith, under a footman's guidance, the 
young fellow walked off to his new lodgings. 

Hany found not only handsome and spacious 
apartments provided for him, but a groom in 
attendance waiting to be engaged by his Hon- 
or, and a second valet, if he was inclined to hire 
one to wait upon Mr. Gnmbo. Ere he had been 
many minutes in his rooms emissaries from a 
London tailor and boot-maker waited him with 
the cards and compliments of their employers, 
Messrs. Begnier and Tull; the best articles in 
his modest wardrobe were laid out by Gud^ 
bo, and the finest linen with which his thrifty 
Virginian mother had provided him. Visions 
of the snow-surrounded home in his own conn- 
try, of the crackling logs, and the trim, quiet 
ladies working by the fire, rose up before him. 
For the first time a little thought that the home- 
ly clothes were not quite smart enough, the 
home-worked linen not so fine as it might be, 
crossed the young man's mind. That he should 
be ashamed of any thing belonging to him or to 
Gastlewood I That was strange. The simple 
folks there were only too well satisfied with all 
things that were done, or said, or produced at 
Gastlewood; and Madam Esmond, when she 
sent her son forth on his travels, thought no 
young nobleman need be better provided. The 
clothes might have fitted better and been of a 
later fashion, to be sure — but still the young 
fellow presented a comely figure enough when 
he issued from his apartments, his toilet over ; 
and Gumbo calling a chair, marched beside it, 
until they reached the ordinary where the young 
gentleman was to dine. 

Here he expected to find the bean whose ac- 
quaintance he had made a few hours before at 
his Aunt's lodging, and who had indicated to 
Harry thiat the White Horse was the most mo- 
dish place for dining at the Wells, and he men- 
tioned his friend's name to the host ; but the 
landlord and waiters leading him into the room 
with many smiles and bows, assured his Honor 
that his Honor did not need any other introduc- 
tion than his own, helped him to hang up his 
coat and sword on a peg, asked him whether he 
would drink Burgundy, Pontac, or Champagne 
to his dinner, and led him to a table. 

Though the most fashionable ordinary in the 
village, the White Horse did not happen to be 
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crow'ded on this day. Monsieur Barbean, the 
Undlord, infonned Uariy that there was a great 
entertainment at Summer Hill, wiiich had taken 
away most of the company ; indeed, when Har- 
ry entered the room there were but four other 
gentlemen in it. Two of these guests were 
drinking wine, and had finished their dinner ; 
the other two were young men in the midst of 
their meal, to whom the landlord, as he passed, 
must hare whispered the name of the new- 
comer, for they looked at him with some ap- 
pearance of interest^ and made him a slight 
bow across the table as the smiling host bustled 
away for Harry's dinner. 

Mr. Warrington returned the salute of the 
two gentlemen, who bade him welcome to Tun- 
bridge, and hoped he would like the place upon 
better acquaintance. Then they smiled and ex- 
changed waggish looks with each other, of which 
Harry did not understand the meaning, nor why 
they cast knowing glances at the two other 
guests orer their wine. 

One of these persons was in a somewhat tar- 
nished velvet coat with a huge queue and bag, 
and Toluminous ruffles and embroidery. The 
other was a little beetle-browed, hook-nosed, 
high-shonldered gentleman, whom his opposite 
companion addressed as Milor, or my lord, in a 
very high Toice. My lord, who was sipping the 
wine before him, barely glanced at the new- 
comer, and then addressed himself to his own 
companion. 

« And so yon know the nephew of the old 
woman — the Croesus who comes to arrive ?*' 

*' Tou're thrown out there, Jack T says one 
young gentleman to the other. 

'* Never could manage the lingo,** said Jack. 
The two elders had begun to speak in. the French 
language. 

**But assuredly, my dear lord I** says the 
gentleman with the long queue. 

**You have shown energy, my dear Baron I 
He has been here but two hours. My people 
told me of him only as I came to dinner.** 

** I knew him before ! — ^I have met him often 
in London with the Baroness and my lord, his 
cousin,'* said the Baron. 

A smoking soup for Harry here came in, 
borne by the smiling host. '* Behold, Sir! 
behold a potage of my fashion !'* says my land- 
lord, laying down the dish and whispering to 
Harxy the celebrated name of the nobleman 
opposite. Hany thanked Monsieur Barbeau in 
his own language, upon which the foreign gen- 
tleman, turning round, grinned most graciously 
at Harry, and said, ** Fons botfSedez notre langue 
barfaidement, Monsieur.'* Mr. Warrington had 
never heard die French language pronounced in 
that manner in Canada. He bowed in return 
to the foreign gentleman. 

*' Tell me more about the Croesus, my good 
Baro^," continued his lordship, speaking rather 
superciliously to his companion, and taking no 
notice of Harry, which perhaps somewhat net- 
tled the young man. 

'* What will you that I tell you, my dear 

H 



lord ? Croesus is a youth like other youths ; he 
is tall, like other youths ; he is awkward, like 
other youths; he has black hair, as they all 
have who come from the Indies. Lodgings 
have been taken for him at Mrs. Bose's toy- 
shop." 

**I have lodgings there, too,** thought Mr. 
Warrington. '* Who is Croesus they are talk- 
ing of? How good the soup is I" 

*' He travels with a large retinue,'* the Baron 
continued, *' four servants, two post-chaises, and 
a pair of outriders. His chief attendant is a 
black man who saved his life from the savages 
in America, and who will not hear, on any ac- 
count, of being made free. He persists in wear- 
ing mourning for his elder brother from whom 
he inherits his principality.'* 

** Could any thing console you for the death 
of yours ? Chevalier I" cried out the elder gen- 
tleman. 

* * Milor I His property might, ** said the Che- 
valier, "which yon know is not small.*' 

" Tour brother lives on his patrimony — ^which 
you have told me is immense— you by your in- 
dustry, my dear Chevalier." 

''Milor I** cries the individual addressed as 
Chevalier. 

" By your industry or your esprit — ^how much 
more noble I Shall you be at the Baroness's 
to-night ? She ought to be a little of your par- 
ents, Chevalier?" 

''Again I fail to comprehend your lordship,** 
said the other gentleman, rather sulkily. 

"Why, she is a woman of great wit — she is 
of noble birth — she has undergone strange ad- 
ventures — she has but little principle (there you 
happily have the advantage of her). But what 
care we men of the world ? You intend to go 
and play with the young Creole, no doubt, and 
get as mudi money from him as you can. By- 
the-way, Baron, suppose he should be a guet ^ 
penM, that young Creole ? Suppose our excel- 
lent friend has invented him up in London, and 
brings him down with his character for wealth 
to prey upon the innocent folks here ?" 

" J'y ai souvent pens^ my lor," says the little 
Baron, placing his finger to his nose very know- 
ingly. " That Baroness is capable of any thing.** 

"A Baron — a Baxoness^ que voulea Tons? 
my friend. I mean the late lamented husband. 
Do yon know who he was ?'* 

" Intimately. A more notorious villain never 
dealt a card. At Venice, at Brussels, at Spa, 
at Vienna — ^the jails of etery one of which places 
he knew. I knew the man, my lord.'* 

"I thought you would. I saw him at the 
Hague, where I first had the honor of meeting 
you, and a more disreputable rogue never en- 
tered my doors. A minister must open them 
to all sorts of people. Baron — spies, sharpers, 
ruffians of every sort." 

" Farbleu, milor, how you treat them !" says 
my lord's companion. 

" A man of my rank, my friend— of the rank 
I held then — of course, must see all sorts of peo- 
ple — entre autres your acqoaintancs. Whathis 
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wife coald want with Boch a name as his I can't 
conccire." 

'* Apparently it was better than the lady's 



own. 



f» 



''Effectively I So I have heard of my friend 
Paddy changing clothes with the scarecrow. I 
don't know which name is the most distin- 
guished, that of the English bishop or the Ger- 
man baron." 

*' My lord," cried the other gentleman, rising 
and laying his hand on a large star on his coat, 
'* you forget that I, too, am a baron and a Che- 
valier of the Holy Roman — " 

< ( — Order of the Spar I — ^not in the leasts my 
dear knight and baron t Yon will have no 
more wine? We shall meet at Madame de 
Bernstein's to-night." The knight and baron 
quitted the table^ felt in his embroidered pock- 
ets, as if for money to give the waiter, who 
brought him his great laced hat, and waving 
that menial off with a hand surrounded by large 
raffles and blazing rings, he stalked away from 
the room. 

It was only when the person addressed as my 
lord had begun to speak of the bishop's widow 
and the German baron's wife that Harry War- 
rington was aware how his Aunt and himself 
had been the subject of the two gentlemen's con- 
versation. Ere the conviction had settled itself 
on his mind, one of the speakers had quitted 
the room, and the other taming to a table at 
which two gentlemen sate, said, '' What a little 
sha^r it is ! Every thing I said about Bern- 
stein relates mutato nomine to him. I knew 
the fellow to be a spy and a rogue. He has 
changed his religion, I don't know how many 
times. I had him tumed^ont of the Hague my- 
self when I was embassador, and I know he was 
caned in Vienna." 

'* I wonder my Lord Chesterfield associates 
with such a villain !" called out Harry from his 
table. The other couple of diners looked at 
him. To his surprise the nobleman so ad- 
dressed went on talking. 

** There can not be a more fieffc coquin than 
this Poellnitz. Why, Heaven be thanked, he 
has actually left me my snuff-box ! You laugh ? 
the fellow is capable of taking it :" and my lord 
thought it was his own satire at which the 
young men were laughing. 

"You are quite right. Sir," said one of the 
two diners, turning to Mr. Warrington, "though, 
saving your presence, I don't know what busi- 
ness it is of yours. My lord will play with any 
body who will set him. Don't be alarmed, he 
is as deaf as a post, and did not hear a word 
that yoa said; and that's why my lord will 
play with any body who will put a pack of 
cards before him, and that is the reason why 
he consorts with this rogae." 

"Faith, I know other noblemen who are not 
particular as to their company," says Mr. Jack. 

"Do you mean because I associate with you ? 
I know my company, my good friend, and I 
defv most men to have the better of me." 

Not having paid the least attention to Mr. 



Warrington's angty interruption, my lord oppo- 
site was talking in his favorite French with Mon- 
sieur Barbeau,^ the landlord, and graciously com- 
plimenting him on his dinner. The host bowed 
again and again ; was enchanted that his Ex- 
cellency was satisfied; had not forgotten the 
art i|(hich he had learned when he was a young 
man in his Excellency's kingdom of Ireland. 
The salmi was to my lord's liking ? He had 
just served a dish to the young American 
seignenr who sate opposite, the gentleman from 
Virginia. 

"To whomf*^ My lord's pale face became 
red for a moment, as he asked this question, 
and looked toward Harry Warrington opposite 
to him. 

"To the young gentleman from Virginia 
who has just arrived, and who perfectly pos- 
sesses our beautiful lanjgnage!" says Mr. Bar- 
beau, thinking to kill two birds, as it were, 
with this one stone of a compliment. 

" And to whom your lordship will be answer- 
able for language reflecting upon my family, and 
uttered in the presence ef these gentlemen," 
cried out Mr. Warrington, at the top of his 
voice, determined that his opponent should 
hear. 

"You must go and call into his ear, and 
then he may perchance hear yon, " said one of 
the younger guests, i 

"I will take care that his lordship shall un- 
derstand my meaning, one way or other," Mr. 
Warrington said, with much dignity; "and 
will not suffer calumnies regarding my relatives 
to be uttered by him or any other man !" 

While Harry was speaking, the little nobleman 
opposite to him did not hear him, but had time 
sufficient to arrange his own reply. He had 
risen, passing his handkerehief once or twice 
across his mouth, and laying his slim fingers 
on the table.- "Sir," said he, "you will be- 
lieve, on the word of a gentleman, that I had 
no idea before whom I was speaking, and it 
seems that my acqaaintance, Monsieur de Poell- 
nitz, knew yon no better than myself. Had I 
known you, believe me that I should have been 
the last man in the world to ntter a syllable 
that should give you annoyance ; and I t^ider 
you my regrets and apologies before my Lord 
Mareh and Mr. Morris here^presenL" 

To these words Mr. Warrington conld only 
make a bow, and mumble out a few words of 
acknowledgmbnt : which speech having made 
believe to hear, my lord made Harry another 
very profound bow, and saying he should have 
the honor of waiting upon Mr. Warrington at 
his lodgings, saluted the company, and went 
away. 

CHAPTER XXVI. 

IN WHICH WE ABB AT A YEBT GSEAT DI8TAS!CE 
FROM OAKBUBST. 

Within the precinct of the White HcMve 
Tavern, and coming up to the windows of the 
eating-room, was a bowling-green, with a taUc 
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or two, where gaata might lit and partake of 
punch or tea. The three geotlemen haTingcome 
to an end of their dinner about the iame time, 
Hr. Morru proposed that they ahoold ai^onjii 
to the Green, and there drink a cool bottle. 
"Jack Monuwoald ■4joam to UeDnUHole, 
u a pntext for a fi-egh drink," raid my lord. 
On which Jack said be inppoaad each gentle- 
num had bii ovn favorite vaj of going to the 
dence. His weakness, he owned, was a bottle. 

" H; Lord Chesterfield's deuce i> deuce-ace," 
■Bji mj Lord March. "His lordship can't 
keep away from the canli or dice." 

"Hj Lord March has not one devil, bat. 
wreral denls. Ha lores gambliog, he lores 
hoTse-raciag, he tores bettjog, be lorei drink- 
ing, be lores eating, he lores monej, he lores 
women; and jon hare fallen into bad corn- 
pan/, Hr. Warrington, when jon lighted upon 
hia Icidahip. He will plaj yoa Ibt ever]' acre 
yoo hare in Vagiaia." 

"With the greatest pleasare in lib, Hr. 
Warrington 1" inierpoaet taj lord. 

" And for all jonr tobacco, and fbf all yonr 
■pices, and for all 7001 ilares, and fbr all joni 
oxen and uses, and tor ererj thing that it 

" Shall we b^a now 7 Jack, Toa'ate never 
witboot a dice-box or a boitle-iorew. I will 
Kt Hr. Warrington tor what he likes." 

" Unfortnnately, mj lord, the tobacco, and 
the slares, and the asaes, and the Oken, are not 
mine, as yet. lam jaitof age,aiidai7mollieT, 
•cane twenty yeare older, has quii« as good 
chance of long liie as 1 hare." 

"I will bet yoa that j'OD surrireher. I will 
paj jon a lam now againat fonr time* the nun 
to be paid at her death. I will set jon a bii 
•am orer this table against the rereruon of 
foor eataie in Tirginia at the old lady's de- 
parture. What do joa call yonc place ?" 



"Caitlewood." 

"Aprincipalilj, I hear it ii. I will bet that 
its ralae has been exaggerated ten times at 
least among the qnidnunca here. How came 
yoa by the name of Casllewood ? you are re- 
lated to my lord? Oh stay, I know — my lady, 
yoar mother, descends from the real head of 
the home. He took the losing side in 'fifteen. 
I hare had the itoi^ a dozen times from my 
old Dnchess. She knew your grandfather. 
He was friend of Addison and Steele, and 
Pope and Milton, I dare say, and the Ugwigt. 
Ji it a pity he did not stay at home, and trans- 
port the other branch of die family to the plan- 

"IbaTejostbeenstayingatCastlewood with 
my conain there," remarked Ur. Warrington. 

"Hml Did you play with him? He's fond 
of pasteboard and bones." 

"Kerer, bnt fbr sixpences and a pool of 
coDunerce with the ladies." 

" So anch the better for both of yon. Bnt 
yon played with Will Esmond if he was «l 
home ? I will lay ten to one you played with 
WiU Esmond?" ' 

Hanj blushed, and owned that of an eren- 
ing till consin and he had had a few games at 

"And Tom Sampson, the chaplain," cried 
Jack Morris, " was he of the party T I wager 
that Tom made a third, and the Lord delirer 
jou from Tom and Will Esmoad together I" 

"Nay; the truth is, I won of both of them," 
said Mr. Warrington. 

"And they paid you ? Well, miracles will 

" I did not say any thing abont miracles," 
remarked Mr. Bany, smiling orer his wine. 

' ' And you don't tell tales out of school — the 
Tolto sdolto — hey, Mr. Warrington?" says my 
lord. 

"I beg your pardon," said downright Har- 
ry, "French it the only langnage besides my 
own of which I know a little." 

" My Lord March has learned Italian at the 
Opera, and a pretty penny his lessons hare cost 
him," remarked Jack Morris. "Wemost show 
him the Opera — mtun't we, March ?" 

"Must we, Moms?" said mj lord, aa if he 
only half liked the other's familiarity. 

Both of the two gentlemen were dressed alike, 
in small tcraich-wigs without powder, in bine 
&ockt with plate buttons, in bncktkins, and rid- 
ing-boots, in liule hats with a narrow cord of 
lace, and no outward mark of fashion. 

"I don't care about the Opera mnch, my 
lord, "says Harry, warming with his wine; "but 
I should like to go to Neirmaiket, and long to 
tee a good English hunling-Beld." 

' ' We will show yoa Newmarket and the hunt- 
ing-Beld, Sir. Can you rids pret^ well ?" 

"I think I can," Hany said; "and I can 
shoot pretty well, and jnmp some." 

"What's your weight? I bet yon we weigh 
eren, or I weigh most. I bet you Jack Morris 
beats yon at birds or a mark, at flra^uid-twenty 
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paces. I bet yon I jamp farther than you on 
flat ground, here on this green." 

*' I don*t know Mr. Morris's shooting — ^I neTer 
saw either gentleman before — ^bat I take yonr 
bets, my lord, at what yon please,*' cries Harry, 
who by this time was more than warm with Bur- 
gundy. 

** Ponies on each I" cries my lord. 

« Done and done !" cried my lord and Harry 
together. The young man thought it ijfas for 
the honor of his country not to be ashamed of 
any bet made to him. 

«( We can try the last bet now, if your feet 
are pretty steady," said my lord, springing up, 
stretching his arms and limbs, and looking at 
the crisp diy grass. He drew his boots off, 
then his coat and waistcoat, buckling his belt 
round his waist, and flinging his clothes down 
to the ground. 

Harry had more respect for his garments. It 
was his best suit. He took off the yelyet coat 
and waistcoat, folded them up daintily, and, as 
the two or three tables round were slopped 
with drink, went to place the clothes on a table 
in the eating-room, of which the windows were 
open. 

Here a new guest had entered ; and this was 
no other than Mr. Wolfe, who was soberly eat- 
ing a chicken and salad, with a modest pint of 
mne. Harry was in high spirits. He told the 
Colonel he had a bet with my Lord March 
— would Colonel Wolfe stand him halves? The 
Colonel said he was too poor to bet. Would 
he come out and see fair play ? That he would 
with all his heart. Colonel Wolfe set down his 
glass, and stalked through the open window after 
his young friend. 

** Who is that tallow-faced Put with the car- 
roty hair?" says Jack Morris, on whom the Bur- 
gundy had had its due efiect. 

Mr. Warrington explained that this was Lieu- 
tenant-Colonel Wolfe, of the 20th Regiment. 

'* Your humble servant, gentlemen P* says the 
Colonel, making the company a rigid military 
bow. 

<* Never saw such a figure in my life!" cries 
Jack Morris. " Did you— Maijch ?" 

*< I beg your pardon, I think you said March ?" 
said the Colonel, looking very much surprised. 

"I am the Earl of March, Sir, at Colonel 
Wolfe's service," said the nobleman, bowing. 
** My friend, Mr. Morris, is so intimate with me, 
that, after dinner, we are quite like brothers." 

Why is not all Tunbridge Wells by to hear 
this ? thought Morris. And he was so delight- 
ed that he shouted out, ** Two to one on my 
lord!" 

* * Done ! " calls out Mr. Warrington ; and the 
enthusiastic Jack was obliged to cry **Done!" 
too. 

** Take him, Colonel," Hany whispers to his 
fnend. 

But the Colonel said he could not afibrd to 
lose, and therefore could not hope to win. 

<< I see you have won one of our bets already, 
Mr. Warrington," my Lord March remarked. 



"I am taller than you by an inch or two, but 
you are broader round the shoulders." 

*' Pooh, my dear Will I I bet you you weigh 
twice as much as he does !" cries Jack Morris. 

'*Done, Jack! " says my lord, laughing. " The 
bets are all ponies. Will you take him, Mr. 
Warrington ?" 

*'No, my dear fellow--<me's enough," says 
Jack. 

" Very good, my dear fellow," says my lord ; 
" and now we will settle the other wager." 

Having already arrayed himself in his best 
silk stockings, black sattin-net breeches, and 
neatest pumps, Hany did not care to take off 
his shoes as his antagonist had done, whose 
heavy riding-boots and spurs were, to be sure, 
little calculated for leaping. They had before 
them a flue even green turf of some thirty yards 
in length, enough for a run and enough for a 
jump. A gravel walk ran around this green, 
beyond which was a wall and gate-sign — a field 
azure, bearing the Hanoverian White Horse 
rampant between two skittles proper, and for 
motto the name of the landlord and of the ani- 
mal depicted. 

My lord's friend laid a handkerchief on the 
ground as the mark whence the leapers were to 
take their jump, and Mr. Wolfe stood' at the 
other end of the grass-plat to note the spot 
where each came down. *^My lord went first,'* 
writes Mr. Warrington, in a letter to Mrs. 
Mountain, at Castlewood, Virginia, still extant. 
'*He was for having me take the lead ; but, re- 
membering the stoiy about the Battel ofFonta- 
noy which my dearest Geoige used to tell, I 
says, ' Monseigneur le Comte tirez le premier, 
s'il vous play.' So ^e took his run in his stock* 
en-feet J and for the honor of Old Virginia, I had 
. the grcUafiicatwn of beating his lordship by more 
than two feet— viz., two feet nine inches — ^me 
jumping twenty-one feet three inches, by the 
drawer's measured tape, and his lordship only 
eighteen six. I had won from him about my 
weight before (which I knew the moment I 
set my eye upon him). So he and Mr, Jack 
paid me these two hetts. And with my best 
duty to my mother — she will not be displeased 
with me, for I bett for the honor of the Old Do^ 
minUniy and my opponent was a nobleman of the 
first quality, himself holding two Erldomes^ and 
heir to a Duke. Betting is all the rage here, 
and the bloods and young fellows of fashion are 
betting away from morning till night. 

* * I told them — and that was my mischief per- 
haps — ^that there was a gentleman at home who 
could beat me by a good foot; and when they 
asked who it was, and I said CoL G. Washington, 
of Mount Vernon — as you know he can, and he's 
the only man in his county or mine that can do 
it — Mr. Wolfe asked me ever so many questions 
about Col. 6. W., and showed that he had heard 
of him, and talked over last year's unhappy com- 
pane as if he knew every inch of the ground, and 
he knew the names of all our rivers, only he 
called the Potowmac Pottamac, at which we had 
a good lavgh at Atm. My Lord of March and 
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Bnglen was not in the least iU'humour about los- 
ing, and he and his Mei^d handed mo notes ont 
of their pocket-books, which filled mine that 
was getting very empty y for the vaks to the seir- 
ants at my Coosin Castlewood's house and buy- 
ing a horse at Oakhnrst have Teiy nearly put 
me on the necessity of making another draft 
upon my honored mother or her London or 
Bristol agent." 

These feats of activi^ oyer, the four gentle- 
men now stiolled ont of the tayem-garden into 
the public walk, where, by this time, a great 
deal of company was assembled : upon whom 
Mr. Jack, who was of a frank and free nature, 
with a loud yoice, chose to make remarks that 
were not always agreeable. And here, if my 
Lord Biarch made a joke, of which his lordship 
was not sparing, Jack roared, '*0h, ho, ho! 
0\ good Gad ! Oh, my dear earl I Oh, my 
dear lord, you'll be the death of me I** '*It 
seemed as if he wished eyery body to know,** 
writes Harry, sagaciously, to Mrs. Mountain, 
''that his friend and companion was cm Erll" 

There was, indeed, a great yariety of charac- 
ters who passed. M. Foellnitz, no finer dress- 
ed than he had been at dinner, grinned, and sa- 
luted with his great laced hi&t and tarnished 
feathers. Then came by my Lord Chesterfield, 
in a pearl-colored suit, with his blue ribbon and 
star, and saluted the young men in his turn. 

" I will back the old boy for taking his hat 
off against the whole kingdom, and France, ei- 
ther,** says my Lord March. '* He has neyer 
changed the shape of that hat of his for twenty 
years. Look at it. There it goes again I Do 
you see that great, big, awkward, pock-marked, 
snnff-oolored man, who hardly touches his dnm- 
sj beayer in reply. D — his confounded impu- 
dence—do jron know who that is ?*' 

"No, corse him I Who is it, March?** asks 
Jaid[, with an oath. 

" It's one Johnson, a Dictionary-maker, about 
whom my Lord Chesterfield wrote some most 
capital papers, when his dixonary was coming 
out, to patronise the fellow. I know they were 
ciqiital. IVe heard Horry Walpole say so, and 
he knows all about that kind of thing. Con- 
foond the impudent schoolmaster !'* 

"Hang him, he ought to stand in the pillo- 
ry!*' roars Jack. 

"That &t man he*s walking with is another 
of your writing fellows — a printer — ^his name is 
Rlchaidson ; he wrote ' Clarissa,* you know.** 

" Great Heayens I my lord, is that the great 
Richardson ? Is that the man who wrote ' Cla- 
rissa r ** called out Colonel Wolfe and Mr. War- 
rington, in a breath. 

Hany ran forward to look at the old gentle- 
man toddling along the walk with a train of 
adnuring ladies surrounding him. 

"Indeed, my yery dihr Sir," one was saying, 
"yon are too great and good to liye in such a 
wortd ; but sure you were sent to teach it yirtue !" 

" Ah, my Miss Mnlso I Who shall teach the 
teacher ?'* said the good, fat old man, raising a 
kind, roond face, skywaxd. "£yen he has his 



faults and errors! Eyen his age and experi- 
ence does not preyent him fh>m stumbl — . 
Heayen bless my soul, Mr. Johnson! I ask 
your pardon if I haye trodden on. your com.** 

"Ton haye done both, Sir. Tou have trod- 
den on the com, and receiyed the pardon,** said 
Mr. Johnson, and went on mumbling some 
yerses, swaying to and fro, his eyes turned to- 
ward the ground, his hands behind him, and 
occasionally endangering with his great stick 
the honest, meek eyes of his companion-author. 

"They do not see yeiy well, my dear Mulso,** 
he says to the young lady, "but such as they 
are, I would keep my lath from Mr. Johnson's 
cudgel. Your serrant, Sir.*' Here he made a 
low bow, and took off his hat to Mr. Warring- 
ton, who shrank back with many blushes, after 
saluting the great author. The great author 
was accustomed to be adored. A gentler wind 
neyer pnfied mortal yanity. Enraptured spin- 
sters flung tea-leayes round him, and incensed 
him with the cofiee-pot. Matrons kissed the 
slippers they had worked fbr him. There was 
a halo of virtue round his nightcap. All Eu- 
rope had thrilled, panted, admired,^ trembled, 
wept, over the pages of the immortal, little, 
kind, honest man with the round paunch. Har- 
ry came back quite glowing and proud at having 
a bow from him. "Ah 1'* says he, "my lord, 
I am glad to have seen him I'* 

"^en him ! why, dammy, you may see him 
any day in his shop, I suppose?" says Jack, 
with a laugh. ^ 

" My brother declared that he, and Mr. Field- 
ing, I think, was the name, were the greatest 
geniuses in England; and often used to say, 
that when we came to Europe, his first pilgrim- 
age would be to Mr. Richardson,** cried Harry, 
always impetuous, honest, and tender, when he 
spoke of the dearest friend. 

" Your brother spoke like a man," cried Mr. 
Wolfe, too, his pale face likewise fiushing up. 
" I would rather be a man of genius than a 
peer of the realm.** 

" Every man to his taste, Colonel,*' says mv 
lord, much amused. "Your enthusiasm — I 
don't mean any thing personal — ^refreshes me, 
on my honor it does." 

" So it does me — ^by gad — ^perfbctly refreshes 
me," cries Jack. 

" So it does Jack—you see— it actually re- 
freshes Jack! I say, Jack, which would you 
rather be ? — a fat old printer, who has written a 
story about a confounded girl and a fellow that 
ruins her— or a peer of Parliament with ten 
thousand a year?" 

" March — my Lord March, do you take me 
for a fool?" says Jack, with a tearfnl voice. 
"Have I done any thing to deserve this lan- 
guage from you ?" 

" I would rather win honor than honors : I 
would rather have genius than wealth. I would 
rather make my name than inherit it, though 
my father^s, thank God, is an honest one," said 
the young ColoneL "But pardon me, gentle- 
men," and here making them a hasty salutation, 
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be mh aeroM the parade toward a jfoong and 
dderlf lad;, and a gentleman, who vere now 
adrandDg. 

"It ii the beaadrnl Miu Lowther. I remem- 
ber now," laji m; lord. "Seel he takes bei 
arm 1 The report u, he's engaged to her." 

" Ton don't mean to sa3r nich a fellow is en- 
gaged to any of the Lowthen of the North ?" 
criei oQt Jack. "Cnne me, what ia the world 
come to, with toot printers, and joar half'paj 
enalgni, and foor KhoolBiaMen, and joor in- 

The dictionary-maker, who had ahown bo 
tittle deure to bow to mj Lord Chetlerfietd, 



nrteonslj sainted 



bow almoat to the gronnd, before a florid per- 
aonage in a larf^ round hat, with bands and a 
gown, who made his appearance in the Walk. 
This wa» mj Lord Bishop of Salisbnry, wear- 
ing complacenclj the bine ribbon and badge of 
the Garter, of whidi Nf^Ie Order bis I«rd«hip 

Mr. Jofanion stood, hat in band, dnring the 
whole time of his conrersatioa with Dr. Gilbert; 
who made many flattering and benedicloiy le- 
marks to Mr. Richardson, declaring that he was 
the supporter of virtue, the preacher of aonnd 
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morals, the mainstay of religion, of all which 
points the honest printer himself was perfectlj 
convinced. 

Do not let any yoong lady trip to her gnmd- 
pftpa*s book-case in consequence of this eulo- 
gium, and rashly take down Clarissa from the 
shell She woold not care to read the Tolames, 
orer which her pretty actresses wept and thrilled 
a hnndred years ago; which were commended 
by divines from polpits and belauded all Europe 
over. I wonder, are our women more virtnons 
than their grandmothers, or only more squeam- 
ish? If the former, then Miss Smith of New 
York is certainly more modest than Miss Smith 
of London, who still does not scruple to say 
that tables, pianos, and animals hare legs. 
Oh, my faithful, good old Samuel Richardson I 
Hath the news yet reached thee in Hades, that 
thy sublime novels are huddled away in comers, 
and that our daughters may no more read Gla* 
rissa than Tom Jones ? Go up, Samuel, and be 
reconciled with thy brother scribe, whom in life 
thou didst hate so. I wonder whether a century 
hence the novels of to-day will be hidden be- 
hind locks and wires, and make pratty little 
maidens blush. 

"Who is yonder queer person in the high 
head-dress of my grandmother's time, who stops 
and speaks to Mr. Richardson?'* asked Harry, 
as a fiintastically-dressed lady came up, and pei^ 
formed a courtesy and a compliment to the bow- 
ing printer. 

Jack Morris nervously struck Hany a blow 
in the side with the butt-end of his whip. Lord 
3Carch laughed. 

" Yonder queer person is my gracious kins- 
woman, Katharine, Duchess of Dover and 
Queensberiy, at your service, Mr. Warrington. 
She was a beauty once 1 She is changed now, 
isn*t she ? What an old Gorgon it is 1 She is 
a great patroness of your book-men ; and when 
that old frump was young, they actually made 
verses about her." 

The Eart quitted his friends for a moment to 
make his bow to the old Duchess, Jack Morris 
explaining to Mr. Warrington how, at the Duke's 
death, my Lord bf March and Ruglen would 
succeed to his cousin's dukedoms. 

"I suppose," says Harry, simply, "his lord- 
ship is here in attendance upon the old lady ?" 

Jack burst into a loud laugh. 

*<0h yes! very muchl exactly 1" says he. 
" Why, my dear fellow, you don't mean to say 
vou baven*t heard about the little Opera-dan- 
cer?" 

''I am but lately arrived in England, Mr. 
Morris," said Harry, with a smile, *' and in Vir- 
ginia, I own, we have not heard much about 
the little Opera-dancer." 

Luckily for us, the secret about the little Op- 
era-dancer never was revealed, for the young 
men's conversation was interrupted by a lady 
in a cardinal cape, and a hat by no means un- 
like those lovdy head-pieces which have return- 
ed into vogne-a hundred years after the date 
of our present history, who made a profound 



courtesy to the two gentlemen, and received 
their salutation in return. She stopped oppo- 
site to Hany; she held out her hand, rather 
to his wonderment : 

<*Have yon so soon forgotten me, Mr. War- 
rington ?" she said. 

Off went Harry's hat in an instant He 
started, blushed, stammered, and called out 
Good Heavens 1 as if there had been any celes- 
tial wonder in the circumstance I It was Lady 
Maria come out for a walk. He had not been 
thinking about her. She was, to say truth, for 
the moment so utterly out of the young gentle- 
man's mindi that her sudden re-entry there and 
appearance in the body startled Mr. Warring- 
ton's foculties, and caused those guilty blushes 
to crowd into his cheeks. 

No. He was not even thinking of her I A 
week ago-^a year, a hundred yean ago it seem- 
ed — ^he would not have been surprised to meet 
her any wherc^ Appearing from amidst dark- 
ling shrubberies, glicUng over greenjE^arden ter- 
races, loitering on stain or corridors, hovering 
even in his dreams, all day, or all night, bodily 
or spiritually, he had been accustomed to meet 
her. A week ago his heart used to beat. A 
week ago, and at the very instant when he 
jumped out of his sleep, there was her idea 
smiling on him. And it was only last Tuesday 
that his love was stabbed and slain, and he not 
only had left off mourning for her, but had for- 
gotten her 1 

'* You will come and walk with me a little ?" 
she said. " Or would you like the music best ? 
I dare say you will like the music best." 

" You know," said Harry, * * I don't care about 
any music much except" — he was thinking of 
the evening hymn — " except of your playing." 
He turned very red again as he spoke ; he felt 
he was peijuring himself horribly. 

The poor lady was agitated herself by the 
flutter and agitation which she saw in her young 
companion. Gracious Heaven! Could that 
tremor and excitement mean that she was mis- 
taken, and that the lad was still faithful? "Give 
me your arm, and let us take a little walk," she 
said, waving round a courtesy to the other two 
gentlemen : ** my Aunt is asleep after her din- 
ner." Harry could not but ofier the arm, and 
press the hand that lay against his heart. Maria 
made another fine courtesy to Harry's bowing 
companions, and walked off with her prize. In 
her griefs, in her rages, in the pains and an- 
guish of wrong and desertion, how women re- 
member to smile, courtesy, caress, dissemble I 
How resolutely they discharge the social pro- 
prieties 1 how they have a word, or a hand, or 
a kind little speech or reply for the passing ac- 
quaintance who crosses unknowing the path of 
the tragedy, drops a light airy remark or two 
(happy self-satisfied rogue I), and passes on. He 
passes on, and thinks that woman was rather 
pleased with what I said. " That joke I made 
was rather neat. I do really think Lady Maria 
looks rather favorably at me, and she's a dev'lish 
fine woman, begad she is !" Oh you wiseacre !. 
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Snch was Jack Morrises obflenration and case 
as he walked awaj, leaning on the ann of his 
noble friend, and thinking the whole Society 
of the Wells was looking at him. He had made 
some exquisite remarks about a particular run 
of cards at Lady Flashington- s the night before, 
and Lady Maria had replied graciously and 
neatly, and so away went Jack perfectly happy. 
The absurd creature! I declare we know 
nothing of any body (but that, for my part, I 
know better and better every day). You enter 
smiling to see your new acquaintance, Mrs. A. 
and her charming family. You make your bow 
in the elegant drawing-room of Mr. and Mrs. 
B. ? I tell you, that in your course through 
life you are forever putting your great clumsy 
foot upon the mute, invisible wounds of bleed- 
ing tragedies. Mrs. B.'s closets, for what yon 
know, are stuffed with skeletons. Look there 
under the sofa-cushion. Is that merely Missy's 
doll, or is it the limb of a 8ti6ed Cupid peeping 
out? What do you suppose are those ashes 
smouldering in the grate ? — Very likely a suttee 
has been offered up diere just before you came 
in : a faithfal heart has been burned out upon a 
callous corpse, and yon are looking on the dneri 
doloso. You see B. and his wife receiving their 
company before dinner. Gracious powers I Do 
you know that that bouquet which she wears is 
a signal to Captain C, and that he will find a 
note under the little bronze Shakspeare on the 
mantle-piece in the study? And with all this 
yon go up and say some uncommonly neat thing 
(as you fancy) to Mrs. B. about the weather 
(clever dog!), or about Lady E.*s last party 
(fashionable buck !), or about the dear children 
in the nursery (insinuating rogue !). Heaven 
and earth, my good Sir, how can you tell that 
B. is not going to pitch all the children out of 
the nursery window this veiy night, or that his 
lady has not made an arrangement for leaving 
them, and running off with the Captain ? How 
do you know that those footmen are not dis- 
gaised bailiffd? that yonder large-looking But- 
ler (really a skeleton) is not the pawnbroker's 
man ; and that there are not skeleton rotis and 
entrees under every one of the covers? Look 
at their feet peeping from under the table-cloth. 
Mind how you stretch out your own lovely little 
slippers, Madam, lest you knock over a rib or 
two. Remark the Death's-head moths flutter- 
ing among the flowers. See the pale winding- 
sheets gleaming in the waX'-eandles ! I know it 
is an old story, and especially that this preacher 
has yelled vanitas vanitatum five hundred times 
before. I can't help always falling upon it, and 
cry out with particular loudness and wailing, 
and become especially melancholy, when I see 
a dead love tied to a live love. Ha ! I look 
up from my desk, across the street; and there 
come in Mr. and Mrs. D. from their walk in 
Kensington Grardens. How she hangs on him ! 
how jolly and happy he looks as the children 
frisk round ! My poor, dear, benighted Mrs. 
D., there is a Regent's Park as well as a Ken- 
sington Gardens in the world. Go in, fond 



wretch! Smilingly lay before him what yon 
know he likes for dinner. Show him the chil- 
dren's copies and the reports of their masters. 
Go with Missy to the piano, and play your art- 
less duet together ; and fancy you are happy ! 

There go Harry and Maria taking their eren- 
ing walk on the commqn, away from the village 
which is waking up from its after-dinner siesta, 
and where the people are beginning to stir and 
the music to play. With the music Maria knows 
Madame de Bernstein will waken: with the 
candles she must be back to the tea-table and 
the cards. Never mind. Here is a minute. 
It may be my love is dead, but here is a min- 
ute to kneel over the grave and pray by it. He 
certainly was not thinking about her : he was 
startled and did not even know her. He was 
laughing and talking with Jack Morris and my 
Lord March. He is twenty years younger than 
she. Never mind. To-day is to-day in which 
we are all equal. This moment is ours. Come, 
let us walk a little way over the heath, Harry. 
She will go, though she feels a deadly assur- 
ance that he will tell her all is over between 
them, and that he loves the dark-haired girl at 
Oakhurst 
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Let me hear about those children, child, 
whom I saw running abput at the house where 
they took you in, poor dear boy, after your 
dreadful fall ?" says Maria, as they paced the 
common. ** Oh, that fall, Harry ! I thought 
I should have died when I saw it I You needn't 
squeeze one's arm so. Yon know you don't 
care for me." 

" The people are the very best, kindest, dear- 
est people I have ever met in the world," cries 
Mr. Warrington. ** Mrs. Lambert was a friend 
of my mother when she was in Europe for her 
education. Colonel Lambert is a most accom- 
plished gentleman, and has seen service every- 
where. He was in Scotland with his Royal 
Highness, in Flanders, at Minorca. No natural 
parents could be kinder than ihey were to me. 
How can I show my gratitude to them ? I want 
to make them a present : I must make them a 
present," says Harry, clapping his hand into 
his pocket, which was filled with the crisp spoils 
of Morris and March. 

" We can go to the toy-shop, my dear, and 
buy a couple of dolls for the children," says 
Lady Maria. '* You would offend the parents 
by offering any thing like payment for their 
kindness." 

** Dolls for Hester and Theo I Why, do yon 
think a woman is not woman till she is forty, 
Maria ?" (The arm under Harry's here gave a 
wince — perhaps ever so slight a wi^ce. ) ' * I can 
tell you Miss Hester by no means considers 
herself a child, and Miss Theo is older than her 
sister. They know ever so many languages. 
They have read books— oh ! piles and piles of 
books ! They play on the harpsichord and sing 
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together mdmirable ; and Tbeo composes, and 
*iag« lonst of her own." 

" Indeed I I scarcelj law them. I tfionght 
thej were children. They looked qoite child- 
■ iih. I had no idea thej hod all theie perfec- 
tioiia, and were inch wooden of the world." 

"That's Jon the waj with jon women! At 
borne, if me or George praised a woman, Mn. 
Esmond and Mountain, too, would be lore to 
find fault with her 1 " criei Harrj. 

"I am iore I would find halt with no one 
who i> kind to yon, Mr. Warrington," tithed 
Haiia, " though joa are not angry with me ibr 
enrying them beeaose they had to take care of 
yon when yon were wounded and ill — while I 
— I bad 10 leave yon?" 

"Ton dear, good Marial" 

"No,Harryt I am ixif dear and good. There, 
Sir, yon needn't be bo prening in your attentions. 
Look ! There u yonr block man walking with 
s icore of other wretches in liTerj. The hor- 
rid eieatorei are going to fiiddle at the tea-gar- 
den, and get tipsy like their master*. That 
dreadful Mr. Morris was perfectly tipsy when I 
came to yon, and frightened yon so." 

" I had just won great bets IVom both of them. 
What shall I buy for yon, my dear cousin?" 
And Barry narrated the triumphs which he had 
juit achiered. He was in high spirits; he 
langhed, he bragged a little. "For the honor 
of Virginia I was determined to show them what 
jam'ping was," he swd. "With a little prac- 
tice, I think I could leap two fbot fiirther." 

Haria wai pleased with the victories of her 
yonng champion. "But you must beware about 
play, child," she eaid. " Ton know it hath been 
Um min of our liunily. My brother Castlewood, 
Will, onr poor father, our aunt Lady Castlewood 
bersall^ they hare idl been rictims to it : as for 
my Lord March, he is Che moat dreadful gambler 
and the most anccMsfnl of all the nobility." 
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"I don't intend to be afraid 
I I of him, nor of his friend Mr. 

Jack Morris neither," says Har- 
ry, again fingering the delight- 
ful notes. "What do yon play 
at Aunt Benut«in's? Cribbage, 
all-fonrs, brag, whist, commerce, 
piquet, quadrille ? I'm ready at 
any of 'em. What o'clock is diat 
striking ? — sore 'tis sefeo t" 

" And yon want to begin now," 
said the platntiTe Maria. "Ton 
don't care about walking with 
your poor coosin. Not long ago 
]'0u did." 

" Hey I Tonlh it youth, cons- 
Inl" cried Mr. Hart;, tossing up 
his head, " and a young fellow 
must have his fling!" and he 
; strutted by bis partner's side, 
I confident, happy, and eager for 
pleasure. Not long ago, be did 
like to walk with her. Only ye*- 
: (erday, he liked to be with Theo 
and Hester, and good Mrs. Lam- 
bert ; but pleasure, life, gayety, the desire to 
shine and to ronqner, had also their temptations 
for the tad, who sciied the cup like other lads, 
and did not care-to calculate on the headache in 
store for the morning. While be and his condn 
were talking, the fiddles from the open orchestra 
on the Parade made a great tuning and squeak- 
ing, preparatory to their nsual evening concert, 
Maria knew her aunt was awake ngain, and that 
she must go back to her slaTcry. Harry never 
asked about that Elavery, though he must have 
known it, had he taken the trouble to think. 
He never pitied his consin. He was not think- 
ing abont her at all. Yet when his aisbsp be- 
fell him, she had been wounded far mpre cmelly 
than he was. He had scarce ever been out of 
her thonghts, which of conne she bad bad to 
biU7nnder smiling hypocrisies, ai is the way with 
her sex. I know, my dear Mrs. Grundy, jon 
think she was an old fool? Ahi do you sup- 
pose fools' caps do not cover gray hair as well 
as jet or auburn ? Bear gently with our elderly 
fridauui, oh yon Minerva of a woman ! Or 
perhaps yon are so good and wise that you don't 
read novels at all. This I know, that there are 
lata crops of wild oats, as well as early harvests 
of them ; and (from obaervation of self and 
neighbor) I have an idea that the oBtna fattia 
grows up to the very last days of the year- 
like worldly parents anxious to get rid of a 
troublesome child, and go out to their evenintt 
party, Madame Bernstein and her attendants 
bad put the sun to bed, while it was as yet 
light, and had drawn the curtains over it, anfl 
were busy about their cards and their candles,, 
and their tea and negns, and other refreshments. 
One chair after another landed ladies at the 
Baroness'* door, more or less painted, patched, 
brocaded. To these came gentlemen in gala 
raiment. Mr. Poellniti's star was the largest, 
, and bit coat the most embroidered of all pies- 
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ent. Mjr lord of March and Baglen, when he 
made his appearance, was quite changed from 
the indiviUiml with whom Hany had made 
acquaintance at the White Horse. His tight 
brown scratch was exchanged for a neatly-cnrled 
feather-top, with a bag and graj powder, his 
jockey-dress and leather breeches replaced by a 
rich and elegant French suit. Mr. Jack Morris 
had just such another wig and a suit of stuff 
as closely as possible resembling his lordship's. 
Mr. Wolfb came in attendance upon his beau- 
tiful mistress. Miss Lowther, and her aunt, who 
loyed cards, as all the world did. When my 
lady Maria Esmond made her appearance, 'tis 
certain that her looks belied Madame Bern- 
stein's account of her. Her shape was very 
fine, and her dress showed a great deal of it. 
Her complexion was by nature exceeding fair, 
and a dark frilled ribbon, clasped by a jewel, 
round her neck, enhanced its snowy whiteness. 
Her cheeks were not redder than those of other 
ladies present, and the roses were pretty openly 
purchased by every body at the perfumery-shops. 
An artful patch or two, it was supposed, added 
to the lustre of her charms: Her hoop was not 
larger than the iron contrivances which ladies 
of the present day hang round their persons ; 
and we may pronounce that the costume, if 
absurd in some points, was pleasing altogether. 
Suppose our ladies took to wearing of bangles 
and nose-rings ? I dare say we should laugh 
at the ornaments, and not dislike them, and 
lovers would make no difficulty about lifting up 
the ring to be able to approach the rosy lips un- 
derneath. 

As for the Baroness de Bernstein, when that 
lady took the pains of making a grand toilet, 
she appeared as an object, handsome still, and 
magnificent, but melancholy, and even some- 
what terrifying to behold. You read the past 
in some old faces, while some others lapse into 
mere meekness and content. The fires go quite 
out of some eyes, as the crow's feet pucker round 
them ; they flash no longer with scorn, or with 
anger, or love ; they gaze, and no one is melted 
by their sapphire glances; they look, and no 
one is dazzled. My fair young reader, if yon 
are not so perfect a beauty as the peerless Lin- 
damira, Queen of the Ball — if, at the end of it, 
as you retire to bed, yon meekly own that yon 
have had but two or three partners, while Lin- 
damira has had a crowd round her all night — 
console yourself with thinking that, at fifty, you 
will look as kind and pleasant as you appear 
now at eighteen. You will not have to lay 
down your coach and six of beauty and see an- 
other step into it, and walk yourself through the 
rest of life. Yon will have to forego no longer 
accustomed homage ; yon will not witness and 
own the depreciation of yonr smiles. You will 
not see fashion ibrsake your quarter; and re- 
main all dust, gloom, cobwebs within your once 
splendid saloons, and placards in your sad win- 
dows, gaunt, lonely, and to let I You may not 
have known any grandeur, but you won't feel 
any desertion. You will not have enjoyed mill- 1 



ions, but yon will have escaped bankruptcy. 
^'Our hostess," said my Lord Chesterfield to 
his friend in a confidential whisper, of which 
the utterer did not in the least know the loud- 
ness, " puts me in mind of Covent Garden in 
my youth. Then it was the court end of the 
town, and inhabited by the highest fashion. 
Now, a nobleman's house is a gaming-house, 
or you may go in with a friend and call for a 
bottle." 

" Hey ! a bottle and a tavern are good things 
in their way," says my Lord March, with a shrug 
of his shoulders. '*I was not bom before the 
Gtooi^s came in, though I intend to live to a 
hundred. I never knew the Bernstein but as 
an old woman ; and if she ever had bcanty, 
hang me if I know how she spent it." 

*' No, hang me, how did she spend it ?" laughs 
out Jack Morris. 

"Here's a table! Shall we sit down and 
have a game ? Don't let the Frenchman come 
in. He won't pay. Mr. Warrington, will yon 
take a card?" Mr. Warrington and my Lord 
Chesterfield found themselves partners against 
Mr. Morris and the Earl of March. **You 
have come too late. Baron," says the elder no- 
bleman to the elder nobleman who was advanc- 
ing. '* We have made our game. What, hare 
you foiigotten Mr. Warrington of Virginia — ^the 
young gentleman whom yon met in London ?'* 

*' The young gentleman whom I met at Ar- 
thur's Chocolate House had black hair, a little 
cocked nose, and was by no means so fortunate 
in his personal appearance as Mr. Warrington," 
said the Baron, with much presence of mind. 
''Warrington, Dorrington, Harrington? We 
of the Continent can not retain your insular 
names. I certify that this gentleman is not the 
individual of whom I fpoke at dinner." And, 
glancing kindly upon him, the old Bean sidled 
away to a farther end of the room, where Mr. 
WoUe and Miss Lovrther were engaged in deep 
conversation in the embrasure of a window. 
Here the Baron thought fit to engage the Lien- 
tenant-Colonel upon the Prussian manual ex- 
ercise, which had lately been introduced into 
King George II. 's army — a subject wi^ which 
Mr. Wolfe was thoroughly familiar, and which, 
no dobbt, would have interested him at any 
other moment but that Nevertheless the old 
gentleman nttered his criticisms and opinions, 
and thought he perfectly charmed the two per- 
sons to whom he communicated them. 

At the commencement of the evening the 
Baroness received her guests personally, and as 
they arrived engaged them in talk and intro- 
ductory courtesies. But as the rooms and ta- 
bles filled, and the parties were made up, Ma- 
dame de Bernstein became more and more rest- 
less, and finally retreated with three friends to 
her own comer, where a table specially lesenred 
for her was occupied by her migor-domo. And 
here the old lady sate down resolutely, never 
changing her place or quitting her game till 
cock-crow. The charga.of receiving the com- 
pany devolved now ujpon my Lady Maria, who 
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did not can for cardi, but datifiillj did the 
honor* of the faonte to her Annt's gneKa, and 
often nutled by the Mble where her jonng 
cocrin mu engaged with his three frienda. 

"Come and cat the eardi for m," said mj 
Lord March to Jier Ladyship, as ihe passed on 
one of her wistfal viaita. " Cnt the carda, and 
bring Di lock, L«df Marial We haTB had 



none to-oigfat, and Ht. Warrington ii winning 
orery thing." 

"I hope yon are not playing high, Harry?" 
•eld the lady, timidly. 

"Ob, no, only lizpences," cried my lord, 
Aeaiing. 

"Only lixpence*!" echoed Mr. Morris, -who 
WBi Lord March'* partaer. But Hr. Mortia 
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mttst have been yeiy keenly alive to the valae 
of sixpence, if the loss of a few sach coins coald 
make his round face look so dismal. Mj Lord 
Chesterfield sate opposite Mr. Warrington, sort- 
ing his cards. No one could say, by inspecting 
that calm physiognomy whether good or ill for- 
tune was attending his lordship. 

Some word, not altogether indicatire of de- 
light, slipped oat of ^(r. Morris's lips, on which 
his partner cried oat, ''Hang it, Morris, play 
yoar cards, and hold yoar tongue !** Consider- 
ing they were only playing for sixpences, his 
lordship, too, was strangely affected. 

Maria, still fondly lingering by Harry's chair, 
with her hand at the back of it, coold see his 
cards, and that a whole corey of tramps was 
ranged in one comer. She had not taken away 
his lack. She was pleased to think she had cut 
that pack which had dealt him all those pretty 
trumps. As Lord March was dealing, he had 
said, in a qaiet Toice, to Mr. Warrington, " The 
bet as before, Mr. Warrington, or shall we 
double it?" 

*'Any thing yon like, my lord," said Mr. 
Warrington, very quietly. 

"We will say, then, -- shillings." 

''Yes, shillings," says Mr. Warrington, and 
the game proceeded. 

The end of the day's, and some succeeding 
days', sport may be gathered from the following 
letter, which was never delivered to the person 
to whom it was addressed, but found its way to 
America in the papers of Mr. Heniy Warring- 
ton: 

TxnniuiMiB WCLLB, Aitgutt 10, 1764. 

Deab Geoboe, — ^As, at White's, two bottles 
of Burgundy and a pack of cards constitute all 
the joys of your life, I take for granted that you 
are in London at this moment, preferring smoke 
and faro to fresh air and fresh haystacks. This 
will be delivered to you by a young gentleman 
with whom I have lately made acquaintance, 
and whom you will be charmed to know. He 
will play with you at any game for any stake, 
up to any hour of the night, and drink any rea- 
sonable number of bottles during the play. Mr. 
Warrington is no other than the fortunate youth 
about whom so many stories have been told in 
the Public Advertiser and other prints. He has 
an estate in Virginia as big as Yorkshire, with 
the encumbrance of a mother, the reigning Sov- 
ereign: but, as the country is unwholesome, 
and fevers plentiful, let us hope that Mrs. Es- 
mond will die soon, and leave this virtuous lad 
in undisturbed possession. She is aunt of that 
poli$$on of a Castlewood, who never pays his 
play-debts, unless he is more honorable in his 
dejdings with you than he has been with me. 
He is de bonne race. We must have him of 
our society, if it be onljr that I may win my 
money back from him. 

He has had the devil's luck here, and has 
been winning every thing, while his old card- 
playing beldam of an aunt has been losing. A 
few nights ago, when I first had the ill-luck to 
make his acquaintance, he beat me in jumping 



(having practiced the art /imong the savages, 
and running away firom bears in his native 
woods) ; he won bets of me and Jack Morris 
about my weight ; and at night, when we sat 
down to play, at old Bernstein's, he won from 
us all round. If you can settle our last Epsom 
account, please hand over to Mr. Warrington 
£850, which I still owe him, after pretty well 
emptying my pocket-book. Chesterfield has 
dropped six hundred to him, too ; but his lord- 
ship does not wish to have it known, having 
sworn to give up play, and live cleanly. Jack 
Morris, who has not been hit as hard as either 
of us, and can afibrd it quite as well, for the fiit 
chuff has no houses nor train to keep up, and all 
his misbegotten father's money in hand, roars 
like a bull of Bashan about his losses. We had 
a second night's play, en petit comite, and Bar- 
beau serve^ us a fair dinner in a private room. 
Mr. Warrington holds his tongue like a gentle- 
man, and none of us have talked about our 
losses ; but the whole place does, for ns. Yes- 
terday the Cattarina looked as sulky as thunder, 
because I would not give her a diamond neck- 
lace, and says I refuse her becanse I have lost 
five thousand to the Virginian. My old Duch- 
ess of Q. has the very same story, besides know- 
ing to a fraction what Chesterfield and Jack 
have lost 

Warrington treated the company to breakfast 
and music at the rooms ; and you should have 
seen how the women tore him to pieces. That 
fiend of a Cattarina ogled him out of my vis-a- 
vis, and under my very nose, yesterday, as we 
were driving to Penshnrst, and I have no doubt 
has sent him a biUet-doux ere this. He shot 
Jack Morris all to pieces at a mark: we shall 
try him with partridges when the season comes. 

He is a fortunate fellow, certainly. He has 
youth (which is not deboshed by evil courses in 
Virginia, as ours is in England), he haa good 
health, good looks, and good Indc 

In a word, Mr. Warrington has won our 
money in a very gentleman-like manner ; and, 
as I like him, and wish to win some of it back 
again, I put him under your worship's saintly 
guardianship. Adieu! I am going to the North, 
and shall be back for Doncaster. 

Yours ever, dear Qeoige, 

M. &IL 

To Geoiige AaKOftai Selirfn, Esq., wX White's 
Chocolate Hoase, St James's BtraeL 



CHAPTER XXVUL 

THE WAT OF TBB WOBLD. 

OuB young Virginian found himself, after 
two or three days at Tunbridge Wells, by far 
the most important personage in that merry little 
watering-place. No nobleman in the place in- 
spired so much curiosity. My lord Bishop of 
Salisbury himself was scarce treated with mons 
respect. People turned round to look after 
Harry as he passed, and country folks stared aft 
him as they came into market. At the rooms, 
matrons encouraged him to come round to them. 
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and rotmd means to leara him alone with their 
daimjbters, moM of whom Bmiled npon him. 
Ererj body knew, to an acre aod a ihilUng, 
the extent of hi* Tirginian property, and the 
■moant of hii income. At erery tea-table in 
the Wells, his wiDningi at pUy were told and 
calculated. Wonderfal ia the knowledge which 
oni neigbbora have of our affainl So gi«at 
wai the interest and cnrioaitj which Eany in- 
spired, that people even smiled npon bis serr- 
ant, and took Gambo aside and treated him 
with ale and cold meat, in order to get news of 
Che yoang Virginian. Ur. Gambo fottened im- 
der the diet, became a leading member of the 
Society of Valeta in the place, and lied more 
enormonsly than erer. No party was complete 
unless Mr. Warrington attended iL. The lad 
was not a little amtued and aaiooished by this 
f nnperi^, and bore hi* new honors pretty weU. 
He had been bred at home to think too well of 
himself and his present good fortune no doabt 
tended to confirm his self-satisfaction. Bat he 
was not too mnch elated. He did not brag 
abont his Ticimiea or give himself any portica- 
lar aits. Id engaging in play with the geDtle- 
men who challenged him, he had acted np to 
his qoeer code of honor. He felt as if he was 
boond io meet them when they sommoned him, 
and that if they inriced bjm to a horse-race, or 
a drinking-boDt, or a match at cards, for the 
sake of Old Virginia be const not draw back. 
tlz. Harry fonnd bis new acquaintances ready 
to ttj him at all these sports and contests. Be 
had a strong head, a skillful hand, a firm seat, 
an unflinching nerre. The representative of 
Old Virginia came off very well in his friendly 
rivalry with the mother country. 

Hadame de Bernstein, who got her fill of 
cards ever; night, and, no donbt, repaired the 
ill-tbrtnne of which we heard in the last chap- 
ter, was delighted with her nephew's victories 
and repotation. iHehadshot with Jack Morris, 
Bud beat him i ho had ridden a match nith Mr. 



Scamper, and won it. He played tennis with 
Colonel Batts, end, though the boy had never 
tried the game before, in a few days he held bis 
own uncommonly well. He had engaged in 
play with those celebrated gamesters, my Lords 
of Chesterfield and March ; and they both bore 
■eatimony to his coolness, gallantry, and good 
breeding. At his books Harry was not brilliant 
certainly : but he could write as well as a great 
number of men of fashion ; and the ndlvtii of 
hia ignorance amused the old lady. She had 
read books in her time, and could talk very well 
abont them with bookish people : she had a rel- 
ish for humor and delighted in Moli^ and Mr. 
Fielding, but she loved the world far better than 
the library, and was never so interested in any 
novel but that she wonld leare it for a game (^ 
cards. She superintended with fond pleasure 
the Improvetnenis of Harry's toilet: rummaged 
one fine laces for his raffles and shirt, and fotind 
a pretty diamond brooch for his frill. He at- 
tained the post of prime favorite of all her neph- 
ews and kinsfolk. I fear Lady Maria was only 
too well pleased at the lad's successes : and did 
not grodge him his superiority over her broth- 
ers: but those gentlemen most hare quaked 
with fear and envy when they heard of Mr. 
Warrington's prodigious successes, and the ad- 
vance which he had made in their wealthy 

After a fortnight of Tunbridge, Mr. Hairy 
had become quite a personage. He knew all 
the good company in the place. Was it his 
fiiult if he became acquainted with the bad Uke- 
wise ? Was he very wrong in taking the world 
as he fbnod it, and dtinUng from that sweet 
sparkling pleasure-cup, which was filled for 
Mm to the brim? The old aunt enjoyed his 
triumphs, and for her part only bade him pur- 
sne his enjoyments. She was not a rigorous 
old moralist^ nor, perhaps, a very wholesome 
preceptress for yottth. If the Cadiarina wrote 
him billetB-douz, I fear Aunt Bernstein would 
have bid him accept the invitations : but the 
lad bad brought with him from his colonial 
home a stock of modesty which he still wore 
along with the honest hone-spun linen. Lib- 
ertinism was rare in those thinly-peopled re- 
gions from which he came. The vices of great 
cities were scarce known or practiced in the 
rough towns of the American Conlineat. Ear- 
ly Warrington blushed like a girl at the dar- 
ing talk of bis new European associates: even 
Aunt Bernstein's conversation and jokes as- 
tounded the young Virginian, so that tbe world- 
ly old woman would call liim Joeeph — a sim- 

But however iimocent he was, the world gave 
him credit for being as bad as other folks. How 
was he to know that he was not to associate 
with that saucy Catharinaf He bad seen my 
Lord March driving her about in bis Lord- 
ship's phaeton. Harry thought there was no 
harm in giving her his arm, and parading open- 
ly with her in (he public walks. She took a 
fiincy to a trinket at the toy-shop ; and, a* bis 
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pockets were full of monej, be was delighted to 
make her a present of tbe locket which she 
coveted. The next day it was a piece of laoe : 
again Harry gratified her. The next day it 
was something else : there was no end to Ma- 
dam Catharina*s fancies; bat here the yonng 
gentleman stopped, turning off her reqnest with 
a joke and a langh. He was shrewd enongh, 
and not reckless or prodigal, though generons. 
He had no idea of purchasing diamond drops 
for the petulant little lady's pretty ears. 

But who was to give him credit for his mod- 
esty? Old Bernstein insisted upon belioTing 
that her nephew was playing Don Juan's part, 
and supplanting my L^i^ Mardi. She insist- 
ed the more when poor Maria was by: loving 
to stab the tender heart of that spinster, and 
enjoying her niece's piteous silence and discom- 
fiture. 

** Why, my dear,'* said the Baroness, *<boys 
will be boys, and I don't want Harry to be the 
first milksop in his family !** The bread which 
Maria ate at her aunt's expense choked her 
sometimes. Oh me, how hard and indigestible 
some women know how to make it t 

Mr. Wolfe was forever coming over from 
Westerham to pay court to the lady of his love ; 
and, knowing that the Colonel was entirely en- 
gaged in that pursuit^ Mr. Warrington scarce- 
ly expected to see much of him, however much 
he liked that officer's conversation and society. 
It was different from the talk of the ribald peo- 
ple round about Harry. Mr. Wolfi» never spoke 
of cards, or horses' pedigrees ; or bragged of his 
performances in the hunting-field ; or boasted 
of the favors of women ; or retailed any of the 
iimnmerable scandals of the time. It was not 
a good time. That old world was more disso- 
lute than ours. There was an old king with 
mistresses openly in his train, to whom the 
great folks of the land did honor. There was 
a nobility, many of whom were mad and reck- 
less in the pursuit of pleasure; there was a 
looseness of words and acts which we must note, 
as faithful historians, without going into par- 
ticulars, and needlessly shocking honest read- 
ers. Our young gentleman had lighted upon 
some of the wildest of these wild people, and 
had found an old relative who lived in the very 
midst of the rout. 

Harry then did not remark how Colonel 
Wolfe avoided him, or, when they casually met, 
at first notice the Colonel's cold and altered 
demeanor. He did not know the stories that 
were told of him. Who does know the stories 
that are told of him? Who makes them ? Who 
are the fathers of those wondrous lies ? Poor 
Harry did not know the reputation he was get- 
ting ; and that, while he was riding his horse 
and playing his game and taking his frolic, he 
was passing among many respectable persons 
for being the most abandoned and profligate 
and godless of yonng men. 

Alas, and alas I to think that the lad whom 
we liked so, and who was so gentle and quiet 
when with us, so simple and so easily pleased. 



should be a hardened profligate, a spendthrift, 
a confirmed gamester, a frequenter of aban- 
doned women ! These stories came to honest 
Colonel Lambert at Oakhurst: first one bad 
story, then another, then crowds of them, till 
the good man's kind heart was quite filled with 
grief and care, so that his &mily saw that some- 
thing annoyed him. At first he would not 
speak on the matter at all, and put aside the 
wife's fond queries. Mrs. Lambert thought a 
great misfortune had happened ; that her hus- 
band had been mined ; tiiat he had been order- 
ed on a dangerous service ; that one* of the boys 
was ill, disgraced, dead: who can resist an 
anxious woman, or escape the cross-examina- 
tion of the coigugal pillow? Lambert was 
obliged to tell a part of what he knew about 
Harry Warrington. The wife was as much 
grieved and amazed as her husband had been. 
From papa's and mamma's bedroom the grief, 
after being stifled for a while under the bed-pil- 
lows there, came down stairs. Theo and Hes- 
ter took the complaint after their parents, and 
had it very bad. Oh kind, little woonded hearts ! 
At firrt Hester turned red, flew into a great 
passion, clenched her little fists, and vowed she 
would not believe a word of the wicked stories; 
but she ended by believing them. Scandal al- 
most always does master people: eqiecially 
good and innocent people. Oh, the serpent they 
had nursed by their firel Oh, the wretched, 
wretched boy ! To think of his walking about 
wjth that horrible painted Frenchwoman, and 
giring her diamond necklaces, and parading his 
shame before all the society at the Wells ! The 
three la^es having cried over the stoiy, and tbe 
father being deeply moved by it, took the par- 
son into their confidence. In vain he preached 
at church next Sunday his fiivorite sennon 
about scandal, and invoiced against our pio- 
penrity to think evil. We repent: we promise 
to do so no more ; but when Uie next bad story 
comes about our neighbor we believe it. So 
did those kind, wretched Oakhurst folks beUere 
what they heard about po(^ Hany WanringlOB. 
Harry Warrington, meanwhile, was a great 
deal too well pleased with himself to know how 
ill his friends were thinking of him, and was 
pursuing a very idle and pleasant, if unprofita- 
ble, life, without having the least notion of the 
hubbub he was creating, and the dreadfnl re- 
pute in which he was held by many good men. 
Coming out from a match at ^ennis with Mr. 
Batts, and pleased with his piay and all the 
world, Harry overtook Colonel Wolfe, who had 
been on one of his visits to the lady of his heart. 
Harry held out his hand, which the Colonel 
took; but the latter^s salutation was so cold, 
that the young man could not help remarking 
it, and especially noting how Mr. Wolfe, in re- 
turn for a fine bow from Mr. Batts's hat, scajree- 
ly touched his own with his fore-finger. The ten- 
nis captain walked away looking somewhat dis- 
concerted, Harry remaining behind to talk with 
his friend of Westerham. Mr. Wolf!e walked 
by him for a while^ very erect^ silent, and cold. 
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" I hftTB not seen jcm tliese manj days," says 
Hany. 

"Yon have other companions," remarks 
Mr. Wolfe, curtly. 

*'Bat I had rather be with yon than any of 
them !" cries the young man. 

" Indeed I might be better company for yon 
than some of them,*' says the other. 

''Is it Captain Batts yon mean?" asked 
Harry. 

" He is no fovorite of mine, I own ; he bore 
a rascally reputation when he was in the army; 
and I doubt has not mended it since he was 
turned out. You certainly might find a better 
friend than Captain Batts. Pardon the freedom 
which I take in saying so,* says Mr. Wolfe, 
grimly. 

*' Friend ! He is no friend. He only teach- 
es me to play tennis. He is hand-in-glove with 
my lord, and all the people of fashion here who 
pUy." 

*' I am not a man of fashion," says Mr. Wolfe. 

"My dear Colonel! What is the matter? 
Hare I angered you in any way ? You speak 
almost as if I had, and I am not conscious of 
haring done any thing to forfeit your regard !" 
exchiimed Mr. Warrington. 

**I will be free with you, Mr. Warrington," 
said the Colonel, gravely, ** and tell yon, with 
frankness, that I don't like some of your friends.^' 

'' Why, sure they are of the first rank and 
fiuhion in England !" cries Harry, not choosing 
to be offended with his companion's bluntness. 

*' Exactly. They are men of too high rank 
and too great fashion for a hard-working, poor 
soldier like me ; and if you continue to live with 
such, believe me, yon will find numbers of us 
humdrum people can*t afford to keep such com- 
pany. I am here, Mr. Warrington, paying my 
addresses to an honorable lady. I met yon 
yesterday openly walking with a French ballet- 
dsnoer, and you took off your hat I must 
frankly tell you that I had rather you would not 
take off your hat when you go out in such com- 
pany." 

"Sir!" said Mr. Warrington, growing very 
red, *' do yon mean that I am to forego the hon* 
or of Colonel Wolfe's acquaintance altogether?" 

** I certainly shall request yon to do so when 
yon are in company with that person!" said 
Colonel Wolfe, angrily. But he used a word 
not to be written at present, though Shakspeare 
puts it in the month of Othello. 

''Great Heavens I What a shame it is to 
speak so of any woman 1" cries Mr. Warring- 
ton. " How dare any man say that that poor 
cxeatore is not honest?" 

"Yon ought to know best, Sir!" says the 
other, looking at Harry with some surprise, " or 
the world belies yon very much." 

" What ought I to know best ? I see a poor 
little French dancer, who is come hither with 
her mother, and is ordered by the doctors to 
drink the waters. I know that a person of my 
rank in life does not ordinarily keep company 
with people of hers ; but really, Colonel Wolfe, 



are yon so squeamish ? Have I not heard yon 
say that you did, not value birth, and that all 
honest people ought to be equal ? Why should 
i not give the little unprotected woman my arm? 
There are scarce half a dozen people here who 
can speak a word of her language. I can talk 
a little French, and she is welcome to it ; and if 
Colonel Wolfe does not choose to touch his hat 
to. me when I am walking with her, by George 
he may leave it alone 1" cried Hany, flushing 
up. 

"Yon don't mean to say," says Mr. WolfSs, 
eying him, " that you don't know the woman's 
character ?" 

" Of course. Sir, she is a dancer, and, I sup- 
pose, no better nor worse than her neighbors. 
But I mean to say that had she been a duchess, 
or your grandmother, I could not have respected 
her more." 

"You do not mean to say that you did not 
win her at dice from Lord March?" 

"At what?" 

"At dice, from Lord March. Every body 
knows the story. Not a person at the WeUs is 
ignorant of it. I heard it but now, in the com- 
pany of that good old Mr. Bichardson ; and the 
ladies were saying that you would be a charac- 
ter for a colonial Lovelace !" 

"What on earth else have they said abont 
me?" asked Hany Warrington. And such 
stories as he knew, the Colonel told ; the most 
alarming accotmts of his own wickedness and 
profligacy were laid before him. He was a 
corrupter of virtue, an habitual drunkard and 
gamester, a notorious blasphemer and free- 
thinker — a fitting companion for my Lord March, 
finally, and the company into whose society he 
had frdlen. " I tell you these things," said Mr. 
Wolfe, "because it is fair yon should know 
what is said of yon, and because I do heartily 
believe, from your manner of meeting the last 
charge brought against yon, that you are inno- 
cent on most of the other counts. I feel, Mr. 
Warrington, that I, for one, have been doing 
jpvL a wrong, and sincerely ask yon to pardon 



me. 
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Of course Harry was eager to accept his 
friend's apology, and they shook hands with 
sincere cordiaUty this time. In respect of most 
of the charges brought against him, Harry re- 
butted them easily enough : as for the play, he 
owned to it. He thought that a gentleman 
shonld not refuse a fair challenge from other 
gentlemen, if his means allowed him ; and he 
never would play beyond his means. After 
winning considerably at first, he could afford to 
play large stakes, for he was playing with other 
people's money. Play, bethought, was fair; it 
certainly was pleasant. Why, did not all En- 
gland, except the Methodists, play? Had he 
not seen the best company at the Well§ over 
the cards — ^his aunt among them ? 

Mr. Wolfe made no immediate comment upon 
Harry's opinion as to the persons who formed 
** the best company" at the Wells ; but he frankly 
talked with the young man, whose own frankness 



128 



THE VIBGINIANS. 



had won him, and warned him that the life he 
was leading might be the pleaaantest, bat enre- 
Ij was not the most profitable, of lives. '* It 
can't be, Sir," said the Colonel, " that a man is 
to pass all his days at hors^-racing and tennis, 
and his nights carousing or at cards. Sure, ev- 
ery man was made to do some work ; and a gen- 
tleman, if he has none, most make some. Do yod 
know the laws of yonr country, Mr. Warring- 
ton? Being a great proprietor, yon will donbt- 
less one day be a magistrate at home. Have 
yon traveled over the conntiy, and made your- 
self acquainted with its trade and manufactures? 
These are fit things for a gentleman to study, 
and may occupy him as well as a cock-fight or 
a cricket-match. Do you know any thing of 
our profession ? That, at least, you will allow 
is a noble one; and, believe me, there is plenty 
in it to learn, and suited, I should think, to you. 
I speak of it rather than of books and the learn- 
ed professions, because, as far as I can judge, 
your genius does not lie that way. But honor 
is the aim of life," cried Mr. Wolfe, ''and eveiy 
man can serve his country one way or the oth- 
er. Be sure, Sir, that idle bread is the most 
dangerous of all that is eaten ; that cards and 
pleasure may be taken by way of pastime after 
work — but not instead of work, and all day. 
And, do you know, Mr. Warrington, instead 
of being the Fortunate Touth, as all the world 
calls you, I think you are rather Warrington the 
Unlucky ; for you are followed by daily idleness, 
daily flatteiy, daily temptation ; and the Lord, 
I say, send you a good deliverance out of yonr 
good fortune I*' 

But Harry did not like to tell his aunt that 
afternoon why it was he looked so grave. He 
thought he would not drink ; but there were 
some jolly fellows at the ordinary, who passed 
the bottle round ; and he meant not to play in 
the evening, but a fourth was wanted at his 
annt*8 table, and how could he resist? He 
was the old lady's partner several times during 
the night, and he had Somebody's own luck, to 
be sure ; and once more he saw the dawn, and 
feasted on chickens and Champagne at sunrise. 

CHAPTEB XXEX. 

» WHICH HABBT GOKTIiarBS TO SXJOT OHUM 
BINS niOKITATE. 

While there were card-players enongh to 
meet her at her lodgings and the assembly- 
rooms, Madame de Bernstein remained pretty 
contentedly at the Wells, scolding her niece, 
and playing her rubber. At Harry's age almost 
all places are pleasant, where yon can have 
lively company, fresh air, and yonr shai« of 
sport and diversion. Even all pleasure is pleas- 
ant at twenty. We go out to meet it with 
alacrity, speculate upon its coming, and when 
its visit is announced, count the days until it 
and we shall come together. How very gently 
and coolly we regard it toward the close of Life's 
long season ! Madam, don't you recollect yonr 
first ball ', and does not your memory stray to- 



ward that happy past, sometimes, as yon sit 
ornamenting the wall while your daughters are 
dancing? I, for my part, can remember when 
I thought it was delightful to walk three miles 
and back in the country to dine with old Cap- 
tain Jones. Fancy liking to walk three miles, 
now, to dine with Jones and drink his half-pay 
port! No doubt it was bought from, the little 
country-town wine merchant, and cost but a 
small sum ; but 'twas offered with a kindly wel- 
come, and youth gave it a flavor which no age 
of wine or man can impart to it nowadays. 
Vixinnu nuper. I am not disposed to look so 
severely .upon young Harry's conduct and idle- 
ness, as his friend the stem Colonel of the 
Twentieth Begiment. Oh, blessed idleness! 
Divine lazy nymph I Beach me a novel as I lie 
in my dressing-gown at three o'clock in the 
afternoon ; compound a sherry-cobbler for me, 
and bring me a cigar I Dear slatternly — smil- 
ing Enchantress I They may assail thee with 
bad names — swear thy character away, and call 
thee the Mother of Eril ; but, for all that, thou 
art the best company in the world I 

My Lord of March went away to the North; 
and my Lord Chesterfield, finding the Tun- 
bridge waters did no good to his deafness, re- 
turned to his soUtnde at Blackheath ; but other 
gentlemen remained to sport and take their 
pleasure, and Mr. Warrington had quite enouf^ 
of companions at his ordinary at the White 
Horse. He soon learned to order a French 
dinner as well as the best man of fashion out of 
St. James's ; could talk to Monsieur Barbeau, 
in Monsieur B.'s native language, much more 
fluently than most other folks — discovered a 
very elegit and decided taste in wines, and 
could distinguish between Clos Yougeot and 
Boman^ with remarkable skill. He was the 
young King of the Wells, of which the general 
frequenters were easy-going men of the woridt 
who were, by no means, shocked at that repu- 
tation for g^dlantiy and extravagance wUcfa 
Harry had got, and which had so frightened Mr. 
Wolfe. 

Though our Virginian lived among the revel- 
ers, and swam and sported in the same waters 
with the loose fish, the boy had a natural shrewd- 
ness and honesty which kept him clear of the 
snares and baits which are commonly set for the 
unwary. He made very few foolifl^ beta with 
the jolly idle fellows round about him, and the 
oldest hands found it difficult to take him in. 
He engaged in games out doors and in, becanae 
he had a natural skill and aptitude for them, and 
was good to hold almost any match with any 
fair competitor. He was scrupulous to play 
only with those gentlemen whom he knew, and 
always to settle his own debts on the spot. He 
would have made but a very poor figure at a 
college examination; though he possessed pru- 
dence and fidelity, keen, shrewd perception, 
great generosity, and dauntless personal cour- 
age. 

And he was not without occasions for show- 
ing of what stuff he was made. For instance, 
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perils or gallantry. A man who pltjs M 
; bowla, BB tlie phrase is, must expect to 
F meet with rnbberB. After dinner at the 
■- ordiaarj, haTin^ declined to play picqnet 
: any further with Capwin Baits, and be- 
: ing roughly asked his reaaon for rtfna- 
ing, Hany fairly told the Capuin that 
he only played wilh gentlemen who paid, 
like biuiself: but expreaged himself so 
ready to satisfy Mr. Batts as soon aa 
their oAtotanding little account was set- 
tled that the Captain declared bimse)f 
salisflGd (fatanct, and straiKhlway left 
the Wella without paying Harry or any 
other creditor. Also ha had an occasion 
to show his spirit hy beating a chairman 
who was rude to old Hiss Whiffler one 
I evening as she was going to (he assem- 
bly: and finding that the calumny n- 
i; garding himself and that unlucky opera- 
^ dancer was repeated by Mr. Hector Back* 
ler, one of the fiercest frequcntera of the 
Wells, Mr. Wanington stepped np to 

"^^ -y^ iK- -1^— the latter was regaling a number of 

when that unhappy Utile Cattarina, who had valer- drinkers with the rery calumny, and 
biaiiRht him into aa inach trouble, enrried her pablicly infuimed Mr. Buckler that Ibo story 
importunities beyond the mark at which Harry was a falsehood, and that he should hold any 
thought his generosity should stop, he withdrew person accountable to himself who hencefordi 
from the advances o'f the Opera-Honse Siren uttered it. So that though our fiiend, being 
with perfect coolueia and skill, leaiing her to at Rome, certainly did ai Home did, yet he 
exercise her blandishments upon some more showed himself to be a valoroua and worthy 
easy victim. In vain the mermaid's hysterical I lioman; and, hvTiant urec Ui lotipi, vai ac- 
mother wnited upon Harry, and rowed that a, knowledged by Mr. Wolfe himself to beas brave 
duet bailiff had seised alt her daughter's goods . as the best of the wolves. 

for debt, and that her venerable father was at If that officer had told Colonel Lambajt tbe 
ptasagt languishing in a London jail. Harry slarieBUbich had given the latter so much pain, 
declared that between himself and the baililf we may be sure tliat when Mr. Wolfe found his 
tbere could be no dealings, and that because he young friend was innocent he look the first op- 
had bad the good fortune to become known to portunity to withdraw the odious charges against 
Mademoisetle Cattarina, and to gratify ber ca- him. And there was joy among the Lamberts, 
prices bypresentingherwithvarioustrinketsand in consequence of the lad's acquittal — some- 
nidnack* for which she had a fancy, he was not ! thing, doubtless, of that pleasnre which is felt 
bound to pay the past debts of her family, and : by higher natures than ours at the recovery of 
muitdGclinebeingbailforherpBpainLondon.orl sinners. Never had tbe little family been so 
nttling her outstanding accounts atTunbridge. happy — no, not even when they got tbe news 
The Cattarina's mother first called him a mon- of Brother Tom winning bis ^holarship, as 
sler and an ingrale, and then asked him, with a • when Colonel Wolfe rode over with the accouDt 
Teierao amirfc, why he did not take pay for the ' of the convetaaiion which he had with Harry 
serricea he had rendered to the young peraon ? Warrington. " Hadst thou brought me a reg- 
At first, Mr. Warrington conld not underataiid iment, James, I think I should not have been 
what the nature of the payment might be ; but , better pleased," said Mr. Lambert. Mrs. Lam- 
^hen that matter was explained by th« old : bert called to her danghter* who were in the 
woman, tbe honest lad rose up in horror, to [ garden, and kissed them both when they came 
think that a woman should traffic in her child's ' in, and cried oat the good news to them. Hetty 
diabonor, told ber that be came from a country : jumped for joy, and Then performed some un- 
where the very savages would recoil from such ' commonly brilliant operations upon the barpsi- 
a bargain ; and, having bowed the old lady cer- chord that night ; and when Dr. Boyle came in 
emoniooaly to the door, ordered Gumbo to maA for his backgammon, he could not, at first, ac- 
faet well, and never admit her lo his lodgings count for the illumination in all their faces, 
again. No doubt she retired breathing renge- until the three ladies, in a happy chorus, told 
ase« against the Iroqaois: no Turk or Persian, him how right he had been in his sermon, and 
she declared, would treat a lady so: and she bow dreadfully they had wronged that poor 
and her daughter retreated to London as soon dear, good young Mr. Warrington, 
■a (heiranxioua landlord would let them. Then "What shall we do, my dear?" Mys the Col- 
Harry had his perils of gaming at well as bis onel to hit wKto. "The bay it in, the com 
I 
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won't be cut for a fortnight — the horses have 
nothiog lo do. Suppose we ... " And here 
he ISHDS over the table and whispers in her ear. 

"My dearest Martini The very thing!" 
cries Mrs. Lambert, lokiag her hnsbaod's hand 
and pressing it. 

"Whftt'stheverything, mother?" cries yoang 
Charly, who is home for his Bartleray-tide hol- 

" The very thing is to go to supper. Come, 
Doctor!' WewilihaTe a bottle of wine lo-ni(,'ht, 
imd drink repentance to all who think evil." 

"Amen," nays the Doctor, "with all my 
heartl" And with this the worthy family 
to (heir sapper. 



CHAITKB XXX. 



at Harybone Garden, and not TomlDy Ruffier, 
of the Foot Guards ? The names and dates 
did not matter roach. Provided the aiories 
were lively and wicked, their correctness was 
of no great importance ; and Mr. Sampson 
laufihed and chattered away among his country 
gentlemen, charmed them with ffis spirits and 
(»Ik, and drank his share of one bottle afier an- 
other, for which his delighted andiloiy persist- 
ed in calling. A hundred years h);o Ibe Able 
Parson, the clergiman who (requented the the- 
atre, the larern, the race-course, tlie world of 
fashion, was no uncommon character in English 
society: liis voice might be heard the loudest 
in the hnnting-field : he could sing the jolliest 
«ang at the Rose or the Bedford Head, alter the 
phiy was over at Covent Garden, and could call 
a main as vtcll as any at the gaming-table- 
It may have been modesty, or it may have 
been claret, which cansed his reTerence's msj 
face to redden deeper, but when he saw Mr, 
Wamnglon enter be whispered naj^ma dAetur 
to the laughing country squire who sac next him 
drab coat and gold-laced red waistcoat. 












, nay, si 



Havino repaired one day to his accnstomed 
dinner at the White Horse Ordinary, Mr. War- 
rington was pleased to see among the bees 
round the table the Jolly, good-looking coanic. 
qance of Parson Sampson, who was regaling the 
company, when Harry entered, with stories and 
horn moll, which kept them in roan of laughter. 
Thongh he had not been in London for some 
months, the Parson had the latest London news, < 
or what passed (or such with the folks at the Or- 
dinary : what was doing in the King's house at 
Kensington; and what in the Duke's in Pall 
Mall : how Mr. Bjng was behaving in prison, 
and who came to him : what were the odds at 
New Market, and who was the last reigning 
toast in Covent Garden ; — the jolly Chaplain 
could give the company news upon all these 
points — news that might not be very accurate, 
indeed, but was as good as if it were for the ' 
country gentlemen who heard it. For suppose 1 
that my Lord Viscount Squandcrfleld was ruin- | 
log himself for Mrs. Polly, and Sampson called I 
herMrs. LncjF that it was Lady Jane who was ' 
in love with the actor, and not Lady Mary ? that 
it was Harry Hilton, of the Horse Grenadiers, | 
who had the quarrel with Choaliec Soliogcn, 



bled forward, in his haste to greet the Virgin- 
ian. " My dear Sir, my vety dear Sir, my con- 
queror of spades, and clubs, and hearts too, I 
am delighted to see your honor looking so freafa 
and well," cries tlie Chaplain. 

Harry returned the clergyman's greeting with 
great pleasure. He was glad to see Mr. Samp- 
son ; he could also justly compliment his rer- 
orence upon his cheerful looks and rosy gills. 

The Squire in tho drab coat knew Mr. War- 
rington; he made a place beside himself; he 
called ont to the parson to return to his seat on 
the other side, and 10 continue his story about 
Lord Ogle and the grocer's wife in — Where 
he did not say, for his sentence was interrupted 
by a sboot and an oath nddreaied to the pursoo 
for treading on his gouty toe. 

The Chaplain asked pardon, hurriedly tnm- 
ed round to'Mr. Warrington, and informed hioi, 
and the test of the company indeed, that my 
Lord Castlewood sent. bis affectionate rcmein- 
branees to his cousin; and had given speciid or- 
ders to him (Mr.:Sampson) to coitio to Tun- 
bridge Wells and look after the young gentle- 
man's morals ; that my Lady Viscountess and 
my Lady Fanny were gone to Harrowgate for 
the waters ; that Mr. Will had won his money 
at New Market, and was going on a visit to my v 
Lord Dnke ; that Molly, the housemaid, waa 
crying her eyes ont about Gumbo, Mr. Warring- 
ton's valet ; — in fine, all the news of Casllen-ood 
and its neighborhood. Mr. Warrington was be- 
loved by alt the country round, Mr. Sampaon 
told the company, managing to introduce the 
names of some persons of the very highest rank 
into his discourse. "All Hampshire had heard 
of his snccesses at Tunbridge — Bucccssee of ev- 
ery kind," says Mr. Sampson, looking pKrtica- 
larly nrch ; my lord hoped, ' their ladyshipi 
hoped. Hnrry would not be spoiled for bia qoiei 
Hampshire home. 
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The gnests dropped off one by one, leaving 
the joang Virginian to his bottle of wine and 
the Chaplain. 

" Though I have had plenty," says the jolly 
Chaplain, *' that is no reason why I should not 
have plenty more ;'* and he drank toast after 
toast, and hamper after bumper, to the amuse- 
ment of Harry, who always enjoyed his society. 

By the time when Sampson had had his 
"plenty more,** Harry, too, was become spe- 
cially generous, warm-hearted, and friendly. A 
lodging ? — why should Mr. Sampson go to the 
expense of an inn, when there was a room at 
GUirry's quarters ? The Chaplain's trunk was 
ordered thither, Gumbo was bidden to make 
Mr. Sampson comfortable — most comfortable ; 
nothing would satisfy Mr. Warrington but that 
Sampson should go down to his stables and see 
his horses; he had several horses how; and 
when at the stable Sampson recognized his own 
liorse, which Harry hod won from him ; and the 
fond beast whinnied with pleasure, and rubbed 
Itis nose against his old master's coat; Harry 
rapped out a brisk, energetic expression or two, 
and vowed by Jupiter that Sampson should have 
his old horse back again : he would give him to 
Sampson, that he would ; a gift which the Chap- 
lain accepted by seizing Harry's hand and bless- 
ing him — by flinging his arms round the horse's 
neck, and weeping for joy there, weeping tears 
of Bordeaux and gratitude. Arm-in-arm the 
friends walked to Madame Bernstein's from the 
suble, of which they brought the odors into her 
ladyship's apartment. Their flushed cheeks and 
brightened eyes showed what their amusement 
had been. Many gentlemen's cheeks were in 
the habit of flushing in those days, and from the 
same cause. 

Madame Bernstein received her nephew's 
chaplain kindly enough. The old lady relished 
Sampson's broad jokes and rattling talk from 
time to time, as she liked a highly-spiced dish 
or a new entree composed by her cook, upon 
its two or three first appearances. The only 
amasement' of which she did not grow tired, 
she owned, was cards. *■ ^he cards don't cheat, " 
5he used to say. '* A bad hand tells you the 
troth to your face", and there is nothing so 
flattering in the world as a good suite of 
tramps." And when she was in a good hu- 
mor, and sitting down to her favorite pastime, 
she would laughingly bid her nephew's chap- 
lain say grace before the meal. Honest Samp- 
son did not at first care to take a hand at 
Tunbridge Wells. Her ladyship's play was too 
high for him, he would own, slapping his pocket 
with a comical piteous look, and its contents 
had already been handed over to the fortunate 
Toath at Castlewood. Like most persons of 
her age and indeed her sex, Madame Bernstein 
was not prodigal of money. I suppose it must 
have been from Harry Warrington, whose heart 
was overflowing with generosity as his purse 
with guineas, that the Chaplain procured a small 
«tock of ready coin, with which he was presently 
enabled to appear at the curd table. 



Our young gentleman welcomed Mr. Samp- 
son to his coin, as to all the rest of the good 
things which he had gathered about him. 'Twas 
surprising how quickly the young Virginian 
adapted himself to the habits of life of the 
folks among whom he lived. His suits were 
still black, but of the finest cut and quality. 
''With a star and ribbon, and his stockiug 
down, and his hair over his shoulder, he would 
make a pretty Hamlet," said the gay old Duch- 
ess Queensbury. '*And I make no doubt he 
has been the death of a dozen Ophelias already, 
here and among the Indians," she added, think- 
ing not at all the worse of Harry for his sup- 
posed successes among the fair. Harry's lace 
and linen were as fine as his aunt could desire. 
He purohased fine shaving-plate of the toyshop 
women, and a couple of magnificent brocade 
bed-gowns, in which his worship lolled at ease, 
and sipped his chocolate of a morning. He 
had swords and walking-canes, and French 
watches with painted backs and diamond set- 
tings, and snuff-boxes enameled by artists of 
the same cunning nation. He had a levee of 
grooms, jockeys, tradesmen, daily waiting in his 
ante-room, and admitted one by one to him 
and Parson Sampson, over his chocolate, by 
Gumbo the groom of the chambers. We have 
no account of the number of men whom Mr. 
Gumbo now had under him. Certain it is that 
no single negro £ould have taken core of all 
the fine things which Mr. Warrington now pos- 
sessed, let alone the horses and the post-chaise 
which his honor had bought. Also Harry in- 
structed himself in t^e arts which became a 
gentleman in those days. A French fencing- 
master, and a dancing-lnaster of the same na- 
tion, resided at Tunbridge daring that season 
when Harry made his appearance : these men 
of science the young Virginian sedulously fre- 
quented, and acquired considerable skill and 
grace in the peaceful and warlike accomplish- 
ments which they taught. Ere many weeks 
were over he could handle the foils against his 
master or any frequenter of the fencing school, 
and, with a sigh. Lady Maria (who danced very 
elegantly herself) owned that there was no 
gentleman at Court who could walk a minuet 
more gracefully than Mr. Warrington. As for 
riding, though Mr. Warrington took a few les- 
sons on the great horse from a riding-master 
who came to Tunbridge, he declared that their 
own Virginian manner was well enough for 
him, and that he saw no one among the fine 
folks and the jockeys who could ride better than 
his friend Colonel George Washington of Mount 
Vernon. 

The obsequious Sampson found himself in 
better quarters thto he had enjoyed for ever so 
long a time. He knew a great deal of the 
world, and told a great deal more, and Hany 
was delighted with his stories, real or fancied. 
The man of twenty looks up to the roan of thirty, 
admires the latter's old jokes, stale puns, and 
tarnished anecdotes that are slopped with the 
wine of a hundred dinner-tcbles. Sampson's 
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town and college pleasantries were all new and 
charming to the young Virginian. A hundred 
years ago— no doubt there are no such people 
left in the world now — ^there used to be grown 
men in London who loved to consort with fash- 
ionable youths entering life; to tickle their 
young fancies with merry stories ; to act as 
Covent-Garden Mentors and masters of cere- 
monies at the Bound-house ; to accompany lads 
to the gaming-table, and perhaps have an un- 
derstanding with the punters ; to drink lemonade 
to Master HopefuFs Burgundy, and to stagger 
into the streets with perfectly cool heads when 
my young lord reeled out to beat the watch. 
Of this no doubt extinct race, Mr. Sampson 
was a specimen : and a great comfort it is to 
think (to those who choose to beliere the state- 
ment) that in Queen Victoria's reign there are 
no flatterers left, such as existed in the reign 
of her royal great-grandfather, no parasites pan- 
dering to the follies of young men ; in fact, 
that all the toads have been eaten off the face 
of the island (except one or two that are found 
in stones, where they have lain perdus these 
hundred years), and the toad-eaters have per- 
ished for lack of nourishment. 

With some sauces, as I read, the above-men- 
tioned animals are said to be exceedingly fra- 
grant, wholesome, and savory eating. Indeed, 
no man could look more rosy and healthy, or 
flourish more cheerfully, than friend Sampson 
upon the diet. He became our young friend's 
confidential leader, and, from the following let- 
ter, which is preserved in the Warrington cor- 
respondence, it will be seen that Mr. Harry not 
only had dancing and fbncing-masters, but like- 
wise a tutor, chaplain, and secretary. 

TO MBS. ESMOND WARRINGTON, O^ CASTLE- 
WOOD, 

▲T HSB BOV8X AT UOHSCOirD, VIBOnnA. 

Hra. BUgh*t Lodgings, Pantilea, Tunbridge Wells, 

AuffUit 26eA, 1756. 

HoNOURBD Madam, — Tour honoured letter 
of 20 June, per Mr. Trail of Bristol, has been 
forwarded to me duly, and I have to thank 
your goodness and kindness for the good advice 
which yon are pleased to give me, as also for 
the remembrances of dear homey which I shall 
love never the worse for having been to the 
home of our ancestors in England. 

1 writ you a letter by the last monthly packet, 
informing my honoured mother of the little acci- 
dent I had on the road hither, and of the kind 
friends who I found and whom took me in. 
Since then I have been profiting of the fine 
weather and the good company here, and have 
made many friends among our nobility, whose 
acquaintance I am sure you will not be sorry that 
I should make. Among their lordships I may 
mention the famous. Earl of Chesterfield, late 
Ambassador to Holland, and Viceroy of the 
Kingdom of Ireland ; the Earl of March and 
Ruglen, who will be Duke of Queensberry at 
the death of his Grace; and her Grace the 
Duchess, a celebrated beauty of the Queen's 
time, when she remembers my grandpapa at 



Court. These and many more persons of the 
first fashion attend my aunt's assemblies, which 
are the most crowded at this crowded place. 
Also on my way hither I stayed at Westerham, 
at the house of an officer, Lieut. -Gen. Wolfe, 
who served with my Grandfather and General 
Webb in the famous wars of the Duke of Marl- 
borough. Mr. Wolfe has a son, Lieut.->Col. 
Jatpes Wolfe, engaged to be married to a beau- 
tiful lady now in this place. Miss Lowther of 
the North — and though but dO years old he is 
looked up to as much as any officer in the whole 
army, and hath served with honour under His 
Royal Highness the Duke wherever our arms 
have been employed. 

I thank my honoured mother for announcing 
to me that a quarter's allowance of £52*10 will 
be paid me by Mr. Trail. I am in no present 
want of cash, and by practising a rigid economy, 
which will be necessary (as I do not disguise) 
for the maintenance of horses, Gumbo, and the 
equipage and apparel requisite y^r a young gen-' 
tkman of good family^ hope to be able to main- 
tain my credit without unduly trespassing upon 
yours. The linen and clothes which I brought 
with me will with due care last for some years 
— as you say. 'Tis not quite so fine as worn 
here by persons of fashion, and I may have to 
purehase a few very fine shirts for great days : 
but those I have are excellent for daily wear. 

I am thankful that I have been quite with- 
out occasion to use your excellent family pills. 
Gumbo hath taken them with great benefit, who 
grows fat and saucy upon English beef, ale, and 
air. He sends his humble duty to his mistress, 
and prays Mrs. Mountain to remember him to 
all his fellow-servants, especially Dinah and 
Lily, for whom he has bought posey-rings at 
Tunbridge Fair. 

Besides partaking of all the pleasures of the 
place, I hope my honoured mother will believe 
that I have not been unmindful of my education. 
1 have had masters in fencing and dancing, and 
my Lord Castlewood's chaplain, the Reverend 
Mr. Sampson, having come hither to drink the 
waters, has been so g»od as to take a vacant 
room at my lodging. Mr. S. breakfasts with 
me, and we read together of a morning — he 
saying that I am not quite such a dunce as I used 
to appear at home. We have read in Mr. Ra- 
pin's History, Dr. Barrow's Sermons, and for 
amusement, Shakspeare, Mr. Pope's Homer, 
and (in French) the translation of an Arabian 
Work of Tales, very diverting. Several men 
of learning have been staying here besides the 
persons of fashion, and amongst the former was 
Mr. Richardson, the author of the famous books 
which you and Mountain and my dearest broth- 
er used to love so. He was pleased when I told 
him that his works were in your closet in Vir- 
ginia, and begged me to convey his respectful 
compliments to my lady mother. Mr. R. ia a 
short fat man, with little of the Jire of genius 
visible in his eye or person. 

My aunt and my cousin, the Lady Maria, de- 
sire their affisctionate compliments to you, and 



THE VIBGINIANS. 



183 



with best regards for Moantain, to whom I en- 
close a note, I am, 

Honoured Madam, 
Yonr dutiful Son, 

H. EsMOKD Wabkinoton. 

Sole in Madam £smond*s handwriting. 

From my son. Received Oc^ber 15 at Bich- 
mond. Sent 16 jars preserved peaches, 224 lbs. 
best tobacco, 24 tinest hams, per Royal William 
of Liverpool, 8 jars peaches, 12 hams for my 
nephew, the Rt. Honourable the Earl of Castle- 
wood. 4 jars, 6 hams for the Baitoness Bern- 
stein, ditto ditto for Mrs. Lambert of Oakhnrst, 
Surrey, and \ cwt. tobacco. Packet of Infalli- 
ble Family Pills for Gumbo. My Papa's large 
silver-gilt shoe-buckles for H, and red silver- 
laced saddle cloth; 

II. (enclosed in No.* I.) 

For Mrs. Mountain. 

What do yon mien, you silly old Mountain, 
by sendittg an order for your poor old divadends 
dew at Xmas? I'd have you to know I don't 
want your 7. 10£, and have toar your order up 
into 1000 bitfg. I've plenty of money. But 
I'm ableaged to yon all same. A kiss to Fanny 
from Yonr loving 

Habbt. 

Note in Madam E»mond*s handwriting. This 
note which I desired M. to show to me, prores 
that she hath a good heart, and that she wished 
to show her gratitude to the family, by giving 
up her half-yearly divd. (on 500£ 8 per ct.) to 
my boy. Hence I reprimanded her very slight- 
ly for daring to send money to Mr. £. Warring- 
ton, unknown to his mother. Note to Mountain 
not so well spelt as letter to me. 

Mem. to write to Revd. Mr. Sampson desire 
to know what theolog. books he reads with H. 
Recommend Law, Baxter, Drellncourt. — Re- 
quest H. to say his catechism to Mr. S., which 
he has never quite been able to master. By 
next ship peaches (8), tobacco i cwt. Hams 
for Mr. S. 

The mother of the Virginians and her sons 
haTe long long since passed away. So how are 
we to account for the fact, that of a couple of 
letters sent under one inclosure and by one 
packet, one ' should be well spelled, and the 
other not entirely orthographical ? Had Harry 
found some wonderful instructor such as exists 
in the present Incky times, and who would im- 
prore his writing in six lessons? My view of 
the case, after deliberately examining the two 
notes, is this: No. 1, in which there appears a 
trifling grammatical slip (''the kind friends 
teho I found and whom took me in,'*) must 
have been re-written from a rough copy which 
had probably undergone the supervision of a 
tutor or friend. The more artless composition, 
No. 2, was not referred to the scholar who pre- 
pared No. I for the maternal eye, and to whose 
corrections of "who" and "whom** Mr. War- 



rington did not pay very close attention. Who 
knows how he may have been disturbed? A 
pretty milliner may have attracted Harry's at- 
tention out of window — a dancing-bear with 
pipe and tabor may have passed along the com- 
mon — a jockey come under his windows to show 
off a horse there ? There are some days when 
any of us may be ungrammatical and spell ill. 
Finally, suppose Harry did not care to spell so 
elegantly for Mrs. Mountain as for his lady-mo- 
ther, what affair is that of the present biogra- 
pher, century, reader? And as for yonr ob- 
jection that Mr. Warrington, in the above com- 
munication to his mother, showed some little 
hypocrisy and reticence in his dealings with that 
venerable person, I dare say, young folks, you 
in your time hare written more than one prim 
letter to your papas and mammas in which not 
quite all the transactions of yonr lives were nar- 
rated, or if narrated, were exhibited in the most 
favorable light for yourselves — I dare say, old 
folks! you, in your time, were not altogether 
more candid, "rhere must be a certain distance 
between me and my son Jacky. There must be 
a respectful, an amiable, a virtuons hypocrisy 
between us. I do not in the least wish that he 
should treat me as his equal, that he should 
contradict me, take my arm-chair, read the 
newspaper first at breakfast, ask unlimited 
friends to dine when I have a party of my own, 
and so forth. No ; where there is not equality 
there must be hypocrisy. Continue to be blind 
to my faults ; to hush still as mice \dKn I fall 
asleep after dinner ; to laugh at my old jokes ; 
to admire my sayings ; to be astonished at the 
impudence of those unbelieving reviewers ; to 
be dear filial humbugs, O my children! In 
my castle I am king. Let all my royal house 
hold back before me. *Tis not their natural 
way of walking, I know : but a decorous, be- 
coming, and modest behavior highly agreeable 
to me. Away from me they may do, nay, they 
db do, what they like. Tbey may jump, skip, 
dance, trot, tumble over head and heels, and 
kick about freely, when they are out of the 
presence of my majesty. Do not then, my dear 
young friends, be surprised at your mother and 
aunt when they cry out, "Ob, it was highly 
immoral and improper of Mr. Warrington to be 
writing' home humdrum demure letters to his 
dear mamma, when he was playing all sorts of 
merry pranks !" — but drop a courtesy, and say, 
" Tes, dear grandmamma (or aunt as may be), 
it was very wrong of him : and I suppose you 
never had your fun when gou were young?" 
Of course, she didn't! And the sun never 
shone, and the blossoms never budded, and the 
blood never danced, and the fiddles never sang, 
in her spring time. Eh Bahet! mon hit de 
poule et mon bonnet de mat / Ho, Betty ! my 
gruel and my slippers ! And go ye frisky, mer- 
ry, little souls ! and dance, and have yonr mer- 
ry little supper of cakes and ale. 
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CHAPTER XXXI. 

THE BBlK jUCD THE LEADEB. 

Odr Mndid readers know the. leal slate of 
the caae regardiDg Uany Warrington and that 
luckless Caitaiina ; but a nnmber of the old la- 
dies at 'lanbridge Weill supposed the VlrginiaD 
to be as dissipated as anj yonng EoRlish noble- 
man of the highest quality, and Madame de 
Bernstein was especiallj incredidous aboac her 
nephew's innocence. It was the old lady's firm 
belief that Harry was leading not only a merry 
life but a wicked one, and her wish was father 
to the thought that the lad might be no better 
than his neighbors. An old Itoman herscir, 
•he liked her nephew to do as Rome did. All 
the scandal regarding Mr. Warrington's Love- 
lace adrentnres she eagerly and complacently 
accepted. We bare seen how, on one or two 
occasions, he gare tea and mtitic to the com- 
pany at the Weill J and he was so gallant and 
amiable to the ladies (to ladies of a mnch better 
figure and character than the anfortnnate Cat- 
tarina), that Madame Bernstein ceased to be 
disqnieted regarding the silly love affair which 
had had a commencement at Castlewood, and 
relaxed iu her vigilance O'er Lady Maria. 
Some folks — many old folks — are too selfish to 
interest themselves long about the affairs of 
their neighbon. The Baroness had her tramps 
to think of, her diuuera, her twinges of rhenma- 
tilm : and her suspiiiions regarding Maria and 
Uarry, lately so Lrely, now dazed, and kept a 
careless, anobserrant watch. She may bare 
thought that the danger was over, or she may 
baTB ceased to care whether it existed or not, 
or that artful Maria, by her conduct, may have 
quite cooled, soothed, and misguided the old 
Dragon, to whose charge she was given over. 
At Maria's ago, nay, earlier indeed, maidens 



IisTe learned to be reiy sly, and 
at Madame Bernstein's time of 
life, dragons are not so Rerce and 
. alert. They can not turn wi 
readily, some of their old teeth 
hare dropped out, and their eyes 
require more sleep than they 
needed in days when they were 
more active, venomous, aud dan- 

1);erons. I, for my part, know a 
few female dragons, de par It 
monde, and, as I watch them and 
remember what they were, ad- 
mire the softening influence of 
years apon these whilome de- 
stroyen of man and woman- 
kind. Their scales are so soft 
that any kni;j;ht, with a moder- 
ate power df thrust, can strike 
-them: their claws, once strong 
enongh to tear out a thousand 
eyes, only fall with a feeble put 
that scarce raises the skin : their 
tongues, from their toothless old 
gums, dart a venom which .is 
rather disagreeable than deadly. 
See them trailing their languid tails, and crawl- 
ing home to their caverns at roosting Ume! 
How weak are their powers of doing iiyniy ! 
their maleficence how feeble i How changed 
are they since the brisk days when their eyes 
shot wicked fire ; their toogne spat poison ; 
their bieath blasted reputation j and they gob- 
bled up a daily victim at least t 

If the good folks at Oakharst could not re- 
sist the testimony which was brought to them 
regarding Harry's ill-doings, why should Ma- 
dame Bernstein, who ih the course of her long 
days bad had more experience of evil than all 
the Oakhurst family put together, be less credu- 
lous than they ? Of course every single old 
woman of her ladyship's society believed every 
slory that was told about Mr. Harry Warring- 
ton's dissipated habits, and was ready to believe 
as much more ill of him as you please. When 
the little dancer went bock to London, as she 
did, it was because that heartless Harry deserted 
her. He deserted her for somebody else, whose 
name was confidently ^ven — whose name ? — 
whose half dozen names the society at Tun- 
bridge Wells would wbispeiaboutj where there 
congregated people of all ranks and degrees. 
women of fashion, women of reputation, of demi- 
reputalion, of virtue, of no virtue — all minglinj* 
in the same rooms, dancing to tbe same fiddles, 
drinking out of the same glasses at the Wells, 
and alike in search of health, or society, or 
pleasure. A centuiy ago, and our ancestors, 
the most free or the most strait-laced, met to- 
gether at a score of such merry places as that 
where our present scene lies, and danced, and 
frisked, and gamed, and drank at Epsom, Bath. 
Tunhridgc, Harrowgate, as they do at Uombout^ 
and Baden now. 

Harry's bad reputation then comforted hl^ 
old Aunt exceedingly, and eased her mind iu 
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respect to the hoj's passion for Lady Maria. 
So easj was she in her mind, that when the 
Chaplain said he came to escort her ladyship 
home, Madame Bernstein did not even care to 
part from her niece. She preferred rather to 
keep her under her eye, to talk to her about 
her wicked young cousin^s wild extravagances, 
to whisper to her that boys would be boys, to 
confide to Maria her intention of getting a prop- 
er wife for Harry — some one of a suitable age 
— some one with a suitable fortune — ^all which 
pleasantries poor Maria had to bear with as 
much fortitude as she could muster. 

There lived, during the last century, a cer- 
tain French duke and marquis, who distin- 
guished himself in Europe, and America like- 
wise, and has obliged posterity by leaving be- 
hind him a choice volume of memoirs, which 
the genfle reader is specially warned not to con- 
sult. Having performed the part of Don Juan 
in his own country, in ours, and in other parts 
of Europe, he has kindly noted down the names 
of many court-beauties who fell victims to his 
powers of fascination ; and very pleasant read- 
ing, no doubt, it must be fot the grandsons and 
descendants of the fashionable persons .among 
whom our brilliant nobleman moved, to find the 
names of their ancestresses adorning M. le Due's 
sprightly pages, and their firailties recorded by the 
candid writer who caused them. 

In the course of the peregrinations of this no- 
bleman, he visited North America, and, as 
had been his custom in Europe, he proceeded 
straightway to fall in love. And curious it is 
to contrast the elegant refinements of European 
society, where, according to Monseigneur, he had 
but to lay siege to a woman in order to vanquish 
her, with the simple lives and habits of the co- 
lonial folks, among whom this European enslaver 
of hearts did not, it appears, make a single con- 
qnest. Had he done so, he would as certainly 
hare narrated his victories in Pennsylvania and 
New England as he described his successes in this 
and his own country. Travelers in America have 
cried out quite loudly enough against the rude- 
ness and barbarism of transatlantic manners ; let 
the present writer give the humble testimony of 
his experience that the conversation of Ameri- 
can gentlemen i& generally modest, and, to the 
best of his belief, the lives of the women pure. 

We have said that Mr. Harry Warrington 
brought his colonial modesty along with him to 
the old country ; and though he could not help 
hearing the free talk of the persons among 
whom he lived, and who were men of pleasure 
and the world, he sat pretty silent himself in 
the midst of their rattle; never indulged in 
ehubk entendre in his conversation with women ; 
had no victories over the sex to boast of ; and 
was shy and awkward when he heard such nar- 
rated by others. 

This youthful modesty Mr. Sampson had re- 
marked during his intercourse with the lad at 
Castlewood, where Mr. Warrington had more 
Chan once shown himself quite uneasy while 
croosin Will was telling some of his choice 



stories; and my lord had curtly rebuked his 
brother, bidding him keep his jokes for the 
usher's table at Kensington, and not give need- 
less offispse to their kinsman. Hence the ex- 
clamation of ^'Keverentia pueris," which the 
Chaplain had addressed to his neighbor at the 
ordinaiy on Harry's first appearance there. 
Mr. Sampson, if he had not strength sufficient 
to do right himself, at least had grace enough 
not to offend innocent young gentiemen by hib 
cynicism. 

The Chaplain was touched by Harry's gift of 
the horse ; and felt a genuine friendliness to- 
ward the lad. '* You see. Sir,'* says he, "I am 
of the world, and must do as the rest of the 
world does. I have led a rough life, Mr. 
Warrington, andf*can't afford to be more par- 
ticular than my neighbors. Video meliora. 
deteriora sequor, as we said at college. I have 
got a little sister, who is at boarding-school, 
not very far from here, and as I keep a decent 
tongue in my head when I am talking with my 
little Patty, and expect others to do as much, 
sure I may try and do as much by you." 

The Chaplain was loud in his praises of Har- 
ry to his aunt, the old Baroness. She liked to 
hear him praised. She was as fond of him as 
she could be of any thing ; was pleased in hi'' 
company, with his good looks, his manly, cour- 
ageous bearing, his blushes, which came so 
readily, his bright eyes, his deep, youthful 
voice. His shrewdness and simplicity con- 
stantly amused her; she would have wearied 
of him long before, had he been clever, or 
learned, or witty, or other than he was. '' We 
must find a good wife for him, Chaplain," she 
said to Mr. Sampson. ^* I have one or two in 
my eye, who, I think, will suit him. We must 
set him up here ; he never will bear going back 
to his savages again, or to live with his little 
Methodist of a mother." 

Now about this point Mr. Sampson, too, was 
personally anxious, and had also a wife in hi.* 
eye for Harry. I suppose he must have had 
some conversations with his lord at Castlewood. 
whom we have heard expressing some inten- 
tion of complimenting his Chaplain with a good 
living or other provision, in event of his being 
able to carry out his lordship's wishes regarding 
a marriage for Lady Maria. If his good offices 
could help that anxious lady to a husband, 
Sampson was ready to employ them ; and he 
now waited to see in what most effectual man- 
ner he could bring his influence to bear. 

Sampson's society was most agreeable, and 
he and his young friend were intimate in the 
course of a few hours. The parson rejoiced in 
high spirits, good appetite, good-humor, pre- 
tended to no sort of squeamishness, and in- 
dulged in no sanctified h3rpocritical conversa- 
tion; nevertheless, he took caro not to shock 
his young friend by any needless outbreaks of 
levity or immorality of talk, initiating his pu- 
pil, perhaps firom policy, perhaps firom compunc- 
tion, only into the minor mysteries, as it were ; 
and not telling him the secrets with which the 
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unlucky adept himself was onlj too familiar. 
With Harry, Sampson was only a brisk, lively, 
jolly companion, ready for any drinking bout, 
or any sport, a cock-fight, a shooting match, a 
game at cards, or a gallop across the common ; 
but his conversation was decent, and he tried 
^uch more to amuse the young man than to 
lead him astray. The Chaplain was quite 
successful : he had immense animal spirits as 
well as natural wit, and aptitude as well as ex- 
perience in that business of toad-eater which 
had been his calling and livelihood from his 
mry earliest years— ever since he first entered 
college as a servitor, and cast about to see by 
whose means he could make his fortune in life. 
That was but satire just now, when we said 
there were no toad-eaters left in the world. 
There are many men of Sampson*s profession 
now, doubtless ; nay, little boys at our public 
schools are sent thither at the earliest age, in- 
structed by their parents, and put out ap- 
prentices to toad-eating. But the flattery is not 
so manifest as it used to be a hundred years 
since. Toung men and old have hangers-on, 
and led captains, but they assume an appear- 
ance of equality, borrow money, or swallow their 
toads in private, and walk abroad arm-in-arm 
with the great man, and call him by his name 
without his title. In those good old times, 
when Harry Warrington first came to Europe, 
a gentleman's toad-eater pretended to no airs 
of equality at all ; openly paid court to his pa- 
tron, called him by that name to other folks, 
went on his errands for him — any sort of er- 
rands which the patron might devise — called 
him Sir in speaking to him, stood up in his 
presence until bidden to sit down, and fiattered 
him ex officio^ Mr. Sampson did not take the 
least shame in speaking of Harry as his young 
patron — as a young Virginian nobleman recom- 
mended to him by his other noble patron, the 
Earl of Castlewood. He was proud of appear- 
ing at Harry's side, and as his humble retainer ; 
in public talked about him to the company, gave 
orders to Harry's tradesmen, from whom, let us 
hope, he received a percentage in return for his 
recommendations ; performed all the functions 
of aid-de-eamp— others, if our young gentleman 
demanded them from the obsequious divine, who 
had gayly discharged the duties of ami th prince 
to ever so many young men of fashion since his 
own entrance into the world. It must be con- 
fessed that, since his arrival in Europe, Mr. 
Warrington had not been uniformly lucky in 
the friendships which he had made. 

"What a reputation. Sir, they have made 
for you in this place !" cries Mr. Sampson, com- 
ing back from the coffee-house to his patron. 
** Monsieur de Richelieu was nothing to you !** 

'* How do you mean. Monsieur de Richelieu ? 
— ^Never was at Minorca in my life," says down- 
right Harry, who had not heard of those victo- 
ries at home, which made the French duke fa- 
mous. 

Mr. Sampson explained. The pretty widow 
Patcham, who had just arrived, was certainly 



desperate about Mr. Warrington : her way of 
going on at the rooms, the night before, proved 
that. As for Mrs. Hooper, that was a known 
case, and the Alderman had fetched his wife 
back to London for no other reason. It was 
the talk of the whole Wells. 

*' Who says so?" cries out Hairy, indignant- 
ly. ** I should like to meet the man who dares 
say so, and confound the villain !" 

** I should not like to show him to you," says 
Mr. Sampson, laughing. '^It might be the 
worse for him." 

'^ It's a shame to speak with such levity about 
the character of ladies, or of gentlemen either^" 
continues Mr. Warrington, pacing up and down 
the room in a fume. 

" So I told them," says the Chaplain, wag- 
ging his head and looking very much moved and 
very grave, though, if the truth were known, 
it had never come into his mind at all to be 
angry at hearing charges of this nature against 
Harry. 

"It's a shame, I say, to talk away the repu- 
tation of any man or woman as people do here*. 
Do you know, in our country, a fellow's ears 
would* not be safe; and a little before I lefc 
home, three brothers shot down a man for hav- 
ing spoken ill of their sister." 

" Serve the villain right !" cries Sampson. 

" Already they have had that calumny about 
me set agoing here, Sampson — ^about me and 
the poor little French dancing-girl." 

"I have heard," says Mr. Sampson, shaking 
powder out of his wig. 

"Wicked; wasn't it?" 

"Abominable." 

** They said the very same thing about my 
Lord March ? Isn't it shameful ?" 

"Indeed it is," says Mr. Sampson, preserv- 
ing a face of wonderftil gravity. 

"I don't know what I should do if these sto- 
ries were to come to my mother's ears. It 
would break her heart ; I do believe it would. 
Why, only a few days before you came, a mili- 
tary friend of mine, Mr. Wolfe, told me hoiv 
the most horrible lies were circulated about me. 
Good Heavens ! What do they think a gentle- 
man of my name and country can be capable 
of — ^I a seducer of women?- They might as 
well say I was a horse-stealer or a housebreak- 
er. I vow if I hear any man say so I'll have 
his ears!" 

"I have read, Sir, that the Grand Seignior 
of Turkey has bushels of ears sometimes sent in 
to him," says Mr. Sampson, laughing. "If 
von took all those that had heard scandal 
against you or others, what basketfnls you 
would fill !" 

' " And so I would, Sampson, as soon as look 
at *em, any fellow's who said a word against a 
lady or a gentleman of honor," cries the Vir- 
ginian. 

" If you'll go down to the Well, you'll find r 
harvest of 'em. I just came from there. It 
was the high tide of Scandal. Detraction was 
at its height And you may see the nympkas 
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dUcentes and the mares aatyrorwn aetttof,^* cries 
the Chftplain, with a shmg of his shonlders. 

*'That maj' be as you say, Sampson,'* Mr. 
Warrington replies; "bat if erer I hear any 
man tpeak against my character, I'll punish 
him. Mark that !" 

*'I shall be Tery sorry for his sake, that I 
should ; for you'll mark him in a way he won't 
like. Sir ; and I know you are a man of your 
word.** 

«Tou may be sure of that, Sampson. And 
now shall we go to dinner, and afterward to my 
Lady Trumpington's tea ?" 

** You know, Sir, I can't resist a card or a 
bottle," says Mr. Sampson. *'Let us have the 
last first, and then the first shall come last." 
And with this the two gentlemen went off to 
their accustomed place of refection. 

That was an age in which wine*bibbing was 
more common than in our politer time ; and es- 
pecially since the arrival of General Braddock's 
army in his native country, our young Virgin- 
ian had acquired rather a liking for the filling 
of bumpers and the calling of toasts, having 
heard that it was a point of honor among the 
officers never to decline a toast or a challenge. 
So Harry and his Chaplain drank their claret in 
peace and plenty, naming, as the simple custom 
wasf some favorite lady with each glass. 

The Chaplain had reasons of his own for de- 
siring to know how far the afiisiir between Harry 
and my Lady Maria had gone ; whether it was 
advancing, or whether it was ended; and he 
and his young friend were just warm enough 
with the claret to be able to talk with that great 
eloquence, that candor, that admirable friendll- 
neiss, which good wine, taken in a rather inju- 
dicious quantity, inspires. O kindly harvests 
of the Acquitanian grape ! O sunny banks 
of Garonne ! O friendly caves of Gledstane 
and Morel, where the dusky flasks lie recon- 
dite I May we not say a word of thanks for all 
the pleasure we owe you ? Are .the Temper- 
ance men to be allowed to shout in the public 
places? are the Vegetarians to bellow "Cab- 
bage forever!" and may we modest (£nophi- 
listfl not sing the praises of our favorite plant ? 
After the drinking of good Bordeaux wine 
there is a point (I do not say a pint) at which 
men arrive when all the generous faculties of 
the soul are awakened and in full vigor ; when 
the wit brightens and breaks out in sudden 
Hashes ; when the intellects are keenest ; when 
the pent-up words and confined thoughts get a 
night-rule, and rush abroad and disport them- 
selves; when the kindest affections come out 
nnd shake hands with mankind, and the timid 
Truth jumps up naked out of his well and pro- 
claims himself to all the world. How, by the 
kind influence of the wine-cup, we succor the 
poor and humble I How bravely we rush to 
the rescue of the oppressed I I say, in the face 
of all the pnmps which ever spouted, that there 
is a moment in a bout of good wine, at which 
if a man could but remain, wit, wisdom, cour- 
age, generosity, eloquence, happiness, were his ; 



but the moment passes, and that other glass 
somehow spoils the state of beatitude. There 
' is a headache in the morning ; we are not go- 
ing into Parliament for our native town ; we 
are not going to shoot those French officers who 
have been speaking disrespectfully of our conn- 
try ; and poor Jeremy I>iddler calls about eleven 
o'clock for another half-sovereign, and we are 
unwell in bed, and can't see him, and send him 
empty away. 

• Well, then, as they sate over their generous 
cups, the company havitfg departed, and the 
— th bottle of claret being brought in by Mon- 
sieur Barbeau, the Chaplain found himself in 
an eloquent state, with a strong desire for in- 
culcating sublime moral precepts, while Harry 
was moved by an extreme longing to explain 
his whole private history, and impart all his 
present feelings to his new friend. Mark that 
fact. Why must a man say every thing that 
comes uppermost in his noble mind, because, 
forsooth, he has swallowed a half-pint more of 
wine than he ordinarily drinks? Snppose I 
had committed a murder (of course I allow the 
sherry and Champegnp at dinner), should I 
announce that homicide somewhere about the 
third bottle (in a small party of men) of claret 
at dessert ? Of course : and hence the fidelity 
to water-gruel announced a few pages back. 

'* I am glad to hear what your conduct has 
really been with regard to the Cattarina, Mr. 
Warrington ; I am glad from my soul !" says 
the impetuous Chaplain. ** The wine is with 
you. You have shown that yom can bear down 
calumny and resist temptation. Ah I my dear 
Sir, men are not all so fortunate. What famous 
good wine this is !" and he sucks up a glass with 
'* A toast from you, my dear Sir, if you please I'* 

'* I give you ' Miss Fanny Mountain, of Vir- 
ginia,' " says Mr. Warrington, filling a bumper 
as his thoughts fiy straightway, ever so many 
thousand miles, to home. 

''One of your American conquests, I sup- 
pose ?" says the Chaplain. 

" Nay, she is but ten years old, and I have 
never made any conquests at all in Virginia, 
Mr. Sampson," says the young gentleman. 

" You are like a true gentleman, and don't 
kiss and tell, Sir." 

" I neither kiss nor tell. It isn't the custom 
of our country, Sampson, to ruin girls, or fre- 
quent the society of low women. We Vii^nian 
gentlemen honor women : we don't wish to bring 
them to shame," cries the young toper, looking 
' very proud and handsome. " The young lady 
whose name I mentioned hath lived in our fam- 
ily since her infancy, and I would shoot the 
man who did her a wrong — ^by Heaven I would !" 

"Your sentiments do you honor I Let me 
shake hands with you I I icill shake hands with 
you, Mr. Warrington !" cried the enthusiastic 
Sampson. " And let roe tell you 'tis the grasp 
of honest friendship offered you, and not mere- 
ly the poor retainer paying court to the wealthy 
patron. No 1 with such liquor as this all men 
are equal — ^faith, all men are rich, while it lasts I 
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and Tom Sampson is as wealthy with his bottle 
as yovLT honor with all the acres of joar princi- 
IMility!" 

*'Let OS have another bottle of riches/' says 
Harry, with a laugh. ^^ Encor du cachet jaune^ 
laon bon Monsieur Barbeaa I" and eut Monsieur 
Barbeau to the caves below. 

''Another bottle of riches! Capital, capi- 
tal ! How beautifully yon speak Prench, Mr. 
Harry.^ 

'' I db speak it well," says Hany. *^ At least 
when I -speak Monsieur Barbeau understands 
me well enough." 

** You do erery thing well, I think. You suc- 
ceed in whatever you try. That is why they 
have fancied here you have won the hearts of 
so many women. Sir." 

" There you go again about the women I I 
tell you I don't like these stories about women. 
Confound me, Sampson, why is a gentleman's 
character to be blackened so ?" 

'' Well, at any rate, there is one, unless my 
eyes deceive me veiy much indeed, Sir !" cries 
the Chaplain. 

''Whom do you mean?" asked Hairy, flush- 
ing very red. 

"Nay. I name no names. It isn't for a 
IK>or Chaplain to meddle with hj^ betters' do- 
ings, or to know their thoughts," says Mr. Samp- 
.>on. 

"Thoughts! trAa< thoughts, Sampson?" 

" I fancied I saw, on the part of a certain 
lovely and respected lady at Castlewood, a pref- 
erence exhibited. I fancied on the side of a 
certain distinguished young gentleman a strong 
liking manifested itself; but I may have been 
wrong, and ask pardon." 

"Oh, Sampson, Sampson !" broke out the 
young man. " I tell you I am miserable. I 
tell you I have been longing for some one to 
confide in, or ask advice of. You (h know, 
then, that there has been something going on 
— something between me and — Help Mr. Samp- 
son, Monsieur Barbeau — and — and some one 
else?" 

" I have watched it this month past," says 
the Chaplain. 

"Confound me, Sir, do you mean you 
have been a spy on me?" says the other, 
hotly. 

"A spy! You made little disguise of the 
matter, Mr. Warrington, and her ladyship wasn't 
u much better hand at deceiving. You were 
always together. In the shrubberies, in the 
walks, in the village, in the galleries of the* 
house — you always found a pretext for being 
together, and plenty of eyes besides mine watch- 
ed you." 

" Gracious powers ! What did you see, Samp- 
son ?" cries the lad. 

" Nay, Sir, 'tis forbidden to kiss and teU. I 
say so again," says the Chaplain. 

The young man turned very red. " Oh, Samp- 
son !" he cried, " can I— can I confide in you ?" 

"Dearest Sir — dear, generous youth — you 
know I would shed my heart's blood for you !" 



exclaims the Chaplain, squeezing his patron's 
hand, and turning a brilliant pair of &yes ceil- 
ing-ward. 

"Oh, Sampson! I tell you I am miserable. 
With all this play and wine, while I have been 
here, I tell you I have been trying to drive 
away care. I own to you that, when we were 
at Castlewood, there was things passed between 
a certain lady and me." 

The parson gave a slight whistle over his 
glass of Bordeaux. 

"And they've made me wretched, those things 
have. I mean, you see, that if a gentleman has 
given his word, why, it*s his word, and he must 
stand by it, you know. I mean ^at I thought 
I loved her — and so I do, very much, and she's 
a most dear, kind, darling, affectionate creature, 
and very handsome, too— quite beautiful ; but 
then, you know, our ages, Sampson. Think 
of our ages, Sampson! " She's as old as mj 
mother!" 

" Who would never forgive you." 

"I don't intend to let any body meddle in 
my affairs, not Madam Esmond nor any body 
else," cries Harry ; "but you see, Sampson, she 
is old — and, oh, hang it! Why did Aunt 
Bernstein tell me — ?" 

"Tell you what?" 

" Something I can't divulge to any body — 
something that tortures me ?" 

" Not about the — the — " the Chaplain paused : 
he was going to say about her ladyship's little 
affair with the French dancing-master ; about 
other little anecdotes affecting her character. 
But he had not drunk wine enough to be quite 
candid, or too much, and was past the real mo- 
ment of virtue. 

"Yes, yes; every one of 'em false — every 
one of 'em !" shrieks out Harry. 

"Great powers, what do you mean?" asks 
his friend. 

"These, Sir, these!" says Harry, beating a 
tattoo on his own white teeth. ' ' I didn't know 
it when I asked her. I swear I didn't know it. 
Oh, it's horrible, it's horrible ! and it has caosed 
me nights of agony, Sampson. My dear old 
grandfather had a set — ^a Frenchman at Charles- 
ton made them for him — and we used to look 
at 'em grinning in a tumbler, and when they 
were out his jaws used to fall in — I never thought 
she had 'em." 

" Had what. Sir?" again asked the Chaplain. 

"Confound it. Sir, don't yon see I mean 
teeth f" says Harry, rapping the table. 

"Nay, only two." 

"And how the devil do yon know, Sir?'* 
asks the young man, fiercely. 

" I — ^I had it from her maid. She had two 
teeth knocked out by a stone which cut her lip 
a little, and they have been replaced." 

"Oh, Sampson, do you mean to say they 
ain't ail sham ones ?" cries the boy. 

" But two. Sir ; at least, so Peggy told me ; 
and she would just as soon have blabbed about 
the whole two-and-thirty — the rest are as souni 
as yours, which are beautiful." 
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"And her hair, Sampgon — is that all right, 
too?" asks the joaDg gentlemui. 

" Tis lovelj — I have seen that. I can take 
my oath to (hat. Her ladyship can sit upon it ; 
and her figure ia rery fine ; and her skin is as 
white as anow; and her heart is the kindest 
(hat erer was ; and I know, that is, I feel snre, 
it is Tery tendJer abont yon, Mr. Warrington." 

" Ob, Sampson ! Heaven, Heaven bless yon '. 
What a weight yonVe taken off my mind with 
those — those — never mind them ! Oh, Sam ! 
How happy — that is, no, no — Ob, bow miserable 
I am 1 She's as old as Madam Esmond — hy 
Georite she is — she's as old as my mother. You 
wonldn't have a fellow marry a woman as old 
lis his mother? It's too bad ; by George it is. 
It's too bad." And hero, I am sorry to say, 
Harry Esmond WarrinRton, Eaqnire, of Castle- 
wood, in Virginia, began to cry. The delect- 
uble point, yoa see, most hare been passed sev- 
eral glasses ago. 

'* You don't want to marry her, then ?" ask^ 
the Chaplain. 

"What's that to yon. Sir? I've promised 
her, and an Esmond — a Yirginia Esmond, mind 
that^ — Mr. What's-yonr-name — Sampson — has 
but his word !" The sentiment was noble, bat 
delirered by Harry with rather a donhtfat artic- 
ulation. 

" Hind yon, I said a Virginia Esmond," con- 
tinued poor Harry, lifting np his finger; "1 
don't mean the younger branch here. I don't 
mean Will, who robbed mo about the horse, 
nnd whose bones I'll break. I give yon Lady 
Maria — Heaven bless her, and Hearen bless 
f<m, Sampson, and yoo deserve to be a bishop, 
old boy I" 

" There are letters between yon, I suppose ?" 
says SampaoQ. 

" Letters ! Dammy, she's always writing me 
hitters '. never gets ma into a window but she 
«tickB one in my cuff. Letters, that it a good 
idea. Look here! Here's letters!" And bo 
threw down a pocket-book containing a heap 
of papers of the poor lady's composition. 

""Those are letters, indeed! What a post- 
hag!" says the Chaplain. 

"But any man who touches them — dies — 
dies on the spot !" shrieks Harry, starting from 
bis seat, and leeling toward his sword; which 
bo draws, and tlieu stamps with his foot, and 
^ays "Ha! ha!" and then Innges at M. Bar- 
bean who skips away from the lunge behind the 
Chaplain, who looks rather alarmed. I know 
we could have had a much more exciting pictare 
than either of (hose we present of Harry this 
month, and the lad with his hair disheveled, rag- 
ing ahoDt the TOOtaJlambeTge fm vent, and pink- 
ing the afirigbted innkeeper andChaplain, wonld 
have aflbrded a good anbjeci for the pencil. Bat 
oh, to think of him stumbling over a stool, and 
|iroatrated by an enemy who has stole away hia 
liraini I Come Gnmbo ! and help your master 
to bed! 



CHAPTER XXXU. 



Onn pleasing duty now ia to divulge the secret 
which Mr, Lambert whispered inhiswife'searat 
the close of the ante-penultimate chapter, and the 
publication of which caused such great pleasDro 
to the whole of the Oakhnjst family. As the 
hay was tn, the com not ready for cutting, and 
by conaequcQce the fam-horses disengaged, 
why, asked Colonel Lambert, ahonld they not 
be pnt into the coach, and Ehoold we not all 
pay a visit to Tunbridge Wells, taking friend 
Wolfe at Westerham on onr way? 

Mamma embraced this proposal, and I darn 
eay the honest gentleman who made it. All 
the children jumped for joy. The girls went 
off straightway to get together their best cala- 
mancoes, paduasoys, falbalas, furbelows, capes, 
cardinals, sacks, negligees, solitaires, caps, rib- 
bons, mantnae, clocked stockings, and high- 
heeled shoes, and I know not what articles of 
toilet. Mamma's best robes were taken from 
the presses, whence they only issued on rare, 
solemn occasions, retiring immediately after- 
ward to lavender and seclusion ; the brave Col- 
onel produced hia laced hat and waistcoat and 
ailver-hilted hanger; Cbarly rejoiced in a ratie 
holiday anil of his father's, in which the Colonel 
had l>een married, and which Mrs. Lambert cut 
np, not without a pang. Ball and Dumpling 
bad thctr tails and manes tied with ribbon, and 
Chump, the old white cart-horse, went as nci- 
com leader, to help the carriage-horses np the 
lirst hilly five miles of the road from Oakhnrst 
to Westerham. The carriage was an ancient 
vehicle, and was believed to bave served in the 
procession which had brought George I. from 
Greenwich to London, on his first arrival to as- 
same the sovereignty of these rcalma. It had 
beloni^ed to Mr. Lambert's father, and the fum- 
ily bad becD in the habit of regarding it, evel 
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since thej could remember Any thing, as one of 
the most splendid coaches in the three king- 
doms. Brian, coachman, and — must it also 
be owned ? — plowman, of the Oakhnrst family, 
had a place on the box, .with Mr. Charly by 
I lis side. The precious clothes were packed in 
imperials on the roof. The Colonel's pistols 
were pat in the pockets of the carriage, and the 
blnnderbnss hang behind the box, in reach of 
Brian, who was an old soldier. No highway- 
man, however, molested the convoy ; not even 
an innkeeper levied contribations on Colonel 
Lambert, who, with a slender purse and a large 
family, was not to be plundered by those or any 
other depredators on the king*s highway ; and a 
reasonable, cheap, modest lodging had been en- 
gaged for them by young Colonel Wolfe, at the 
house where he was in the habit of putting up, 
and whither he himself accompanied them on 
horseback. 

It happened thit these lodgings were opposite 
Madame Bernstein's; and as the Oakhnrst fam- 
ily reached their quarters on a Saturday even- 
ing, they could see chair after chair discharg- 
ing powdered beaux and patched and brocaded 
beauties at the Baroness's door, who was hold- 
ing one of her many card parties. The sun was 
not yet down (for oar ancestors began their dis- 
sipations at early hours, and were at meat, 
drink, or cards, any time after three o'clock in 
the afternoon until any time in the night or 
morning), and the young country ladies and 
their mother from their window could see the 
various personages as they passed into the Bern- 
stein rout. Colonel Wolfe told the ladies who 
most of the characters were. Twas almost as 
delightful as going to the party themselves, Het- 
ty and Theo thought, for they not only could 
see the guests arriving, but look into the Baron- 
ess's open casements and watch many of them 
there. Of a few of the personages we have be- 
fore had a glimpse. When the Duchess of 
^ Qneensberry passed, and Mr. Wolfe explained 
who she was, Martin Lambert was ready with 
a score of lines about ** Kitty, beautiful and 
young," from his favorite Mat Prior. 

*^ Think that that old lady was once like you, 
girls!" cries the Colonel. 

'* Like us, papa? Well, certainly we never 
set up for being beauties?" says Miss Hetty, 
tossing up her little head. 

^* Yes, like you, you little baggage ; like you 
At this moment, who want to go to that drum 
yonder : 

" ' Inflmmed with rage at lad rutTalnt 
Which wise mamma ordained, 
And mrely vexed to play the eaint 
While wit and beauty reigned.'" 

"We were never invited, papa; and I am 
sure if there's no beauty more worth seeing than 
that, the wit can't be much worth the hearing," 
again says the satirist of the family. 

"Oh, but he's a rare poet, Mat Prior!" con- 
tinues the Colonel ; " though, mind you, girls, 
you'll skip over all the poems I have marked 
with a cross. A rare poet ! and to think you 



should see one of his heroines 1 Fondness pre- 
vailed, mamma gave way (she always will, Mrs. 
Lambert !) — 

** ' Fondnen prevailed, mamma gave viay,— 
Kitty at heart'e deaire 
Obtained the chariot tor a day. 
And wt the world on fire I* ** 

" I am sure it must have been very inflam- 
mable," says mamma. 

" So it was, my dear, twenty years ago, much 
more iafl%mmable than it is now," remarks the 
Colonel. 

"Nonsense, Mr. Lambert!" is mamma's an- 
swer. 

" Look, look I" cries Hetty, running forward 
and pointing to the little square, and the cov- 
ered gallery, where was the door leading to 
Madame Bemstein*s apartments, and roand 
which stood a crowd of street urchins, idlers, and 
yokehi, watching the company. 

" It's Harry Warrington V* exclaims Theo, 
waving a handkerchief to the young Virginian ; 
but Warrington did not see Miss Lambert. The 
Virginian was walking arm-in-arm with a port- 
ly clergyman in a crisp rustling silk gown, 
and the two went into Madame de Bernstein's 
door. 

" I heard him preach a most admirable ser- 
mon here last Sunday," says Mr. Wolfe ; **a lit- 
tle theatrical, but most striking and eloquent." 

"You seem to be here most Sundays, James," 
says Mrs. Lambert. 

"And Monday, and so on till Saturday," 
adds the Colonel. " See, Harry has beautified 
himself already, hath his hair in buckle, and I 
have no doubt is going to the drum too." 

" I had rather sit quiet generally of a Satur- 
day evening," says sober Mr. Wolfe ; " at any 
rate away from card-playing and scandal ; but 
I own, dear Mrs. Lambert, I am under orders. 
Shall I go across the way and send Mr. War- 
rington to you ?" 

" No, let him have his sport. We shall see 
him to-morrow. He wonU care to be disturbed 
amidst his fine folks by us country people,** said 
meek Mrs. Lambert 

"I am glad he is with a clergyman who 
preaches so well," sa3rs Theo, softly; and her 
eyes seemed to say, * You see, good people, ho 
is not so bad as you thought him, and as I, for 
my part, never believed him to be.* "The 
clergyman has a very kind, handsome faee." 

"Here comes a greater clergyman!" cries 
Mr. Wolfe ; "it is my Lord of Salisbury, with 
his blue ribbon, and a chaplain behind him.** 

" And whom a mercy's name have we here ?" 
breaks in Mrs. Lambert, as a sedan-chair, cov- 
ered with gilding, topped with no less than five 
earl's coronets, carried by bearers in richly laced 
clothes, and preceded by three footmen in the 
same splendid livery, now came np to Madame 
de Bernstein's door. The Bishop, who had 
been about to enter, stopped, and ran back with 
the most respectful bows and courtesies to the 
sedan-chair, giving his hand to the lady who 
stepped thence. 



THE VIRGINIANS. 



141 



" Who on earth is this ?" asks Mrs. Lambert. 

"Sprechen sie Deatsch. Ja meinherr. 
Nichts yerstand,'' says the waggish Colonel. 

"Pooh, Martin." 

'* Well, if you can't understand High Dutch, 
my lore, honr can I help it ? Your education 
was neglected at schooL Can you understand 
heraldry ? I know you can." 

"I make," cries Charly, reciting the shield, 
"three morions on a field or, with an earPs 
coronet.*' 

"A countess's coronet, my son. The Counts 
ess of Yarmouth, my son." 

"And pray who is she ?" 

" It hath ever been the custom of our sor- 
ereigns to advance persons of distinction to hon- 
or," continues the Colonel, grarely ; ' ' and this 
eminent lady hath been so promoted, by our 
gracious monarch, to the rank of Countess of 
this kingdom." 

"But why, papa?" asked the daughters to- 
gether. 

'* Never mind, girls!" said mamma. 

But that incorrigible Colonel would go on. 

" Y, my children, is one of the last and the 
most awkward letters of the whole alphabet. 
When I tell you stories, you are always say- 
ing Why. Why should my Lord Bishop be 
cringing to that lady ? Look at him rubbing 
his fat hands together, and smiling into her 
£iuel It's not a handson^e face any longer. 
It is all painted red and white like Scaramouch's 
in the pantomime. See, there comes another 
blue-ribbon, as I lire I My Lord Bamborough. 
The descendant of the Hotspurs. - The proud- 
est man in England. He stops, he bows, he 
smiles; he is hat-in*hand too. See, she taps 
him with her fan. Get away, you crowd of 
little blackguard boys, and don't tread on the 
robe of the lady whom the king delights to 
honor." 

"But why does the king honor her?" ask 
the girls once more. 

" There goes that odious last letter but one ! 
Did you ever hear of her Grace the Duchess of 
Kendal ? No. Of the Duchess of Portsmouth ? 
Non plus. Of the Duchess of La Valli^re? 
Of Fair Rosamond, then ?" 

" Hush, papa ! There is no need to bring 
blushes on Uie cheeks of my dear ones, Martin 
Lambert," said the mother, putting her finger 
to her husband's lip. ■ 

" Tis not I ; it is their sacred Majesties who 
are the cause of the shame," cries 'the son of 
the old republican. "Think of the Bishops 
of the Church and the proudest nobility of the 
world cringing and bowing before that painted 
High Dutch Jezebel. Oh, it's a shame 1 a 
shame!" 

"Confusion !" here broke out Colonel Wolfe, 
and, making a dash at his hat, ran from the 
room* He had seen the young lady whom he 
admired and her guardian walking across the 
Pantiles on foot to the Baroness's party, and 
they came up while the Countess of Yarmouth- 
Walmoden was engaged in conversation with 



the two lords spiritual and temporal ; and these 
two made the* lowest reverences and bows to 
the Countess, and waited until she had passed 
in at the door on the Bishop's arm. 

Theo turned away from the window with a 
sad, almost awe-stricken face. Hetty still re- 
mained there, looking from it with indignation 
in her eyes, and a little red spot on each cheek. 

"A penny for little Hetty's thoughts," says 
mamma, coming to the window to lead the 
child away. 

"I am thinking what I should do if I saw 
papa bowing to that woman," says Hetty. 

Tea and a hissing kettle here made their ap- 
pearance, and the family sate down to partake 
of their evening meal, leaving, however, Miss 
Hetty, from her place, command of the win- 
dow, which she begged her brother not to close. 
That young gentleman had been down among 
the crowd to inspect the armorial bearings of 
the Coantess's and other sedans, uq doubt, and 
also to invest sixpence in a cheese-cake by 
mamma's order and his own desire, and he re- 
turned presently with this delicacy wrapped up 
in a paper. 

"Look, mother," he comes back and says, 
" do you see that big man in brown beating all 
the pillars with liis stick ? That is the learned 
Mr. Johnson. He comes to the Friars some- 
times to see our master. He was sitting with 
some friends just now at the tea-table before 
Mrs. Brown's tart-shop. They have tea there, 
twopence a cup ; I heard Mr. Johnson say he 
had had seventeen cups — that makes two-and- 
tenpence — what a sight of money for tea !" 

" What would you have, Charly ?" asks Theo. 

" I think I would have cheese-cakes," says 
Charly, sighing, as his teeth closed on a large 
slice, " and the gentleman whom Mr. Jolinson 
was with," continues Charly, with his month 
quite full, "was Mr. Richardson, who wrote — ** 

"Clarissa!" cry all the women in a breath, 
and run to the window tp see their favorite 
'writer. By this time the sun was sunk, the 
stars were twinkling overhead, and the footmen* 
came and lighted the candles in the Baroness's 
room opposite our spies. 

Theo and her mother were standing together 
looking from their place of observation. There 
was a small illumination at Mrs. Brown's tart 
and tea-shop, by which our friends could sec 
one lady getting Mr. Richardson's hat and stick, 
and another tying a shawl round his neck, after 
which he walked home. 

" Oh dear me I he does not look like Grand- 
isonl" cries Theo. 

" I rather think I wish we had not seen him, 
my dear," says mamma, who has been described 
as a most sentimental woman and eager novel 
reader; and here again they were interrupted 
by Miss Hetty, who cried : 

"Never mind that little fat man, but look 
yonder, mamma." 

And they looked yonder. And they saw, in 
the first place, Mr. Warrington undergoing the 
honor of a presentation to the Countess of far- 
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mouth, who was still followed by the obsequious 
peer and prelate with the blue ribbons. And 
now the Countess graciously sate down to a 
card-table, the Bishop and the Earl and a fourth 
person being her partners. And now Mr. War- 
rington came into the embrasure of the window 
with a lady whom they recognized as the lady 
whom .they had seen for a few minutes at Oak- 
hurst. 

*' How much finer he is !" remarks mamma. 

"How he is improved in his looks! What 
has he done to himself?" asks Theo. 

'^Look at his grand lace frills and ruffles! 
My dear, he has not got on our shirts any more," 
cries the matron. 

**What are you talking about, girls?" asks 
papa, reclining on his sofa, where, perhaps, he 
was dozing after the fashion of honest house- 
fathers. 

The girls said how Harry Warrington was in 
the window, talking with his cousin, Lady Maria 
Esmond. 

** Come away I" cries papa. " You have no 
right to be spying the young fellow. Down with 
the curtains, I say I** 

And down the curtains went, so that the girls 
saw no more of Madame Bernstein's guests or 
doings for that night. 

I pray you be not angry at my remarking, if 
only by way of contrast between these two op- 
posite houses, that while Madame Bernstein and 
her guests — ^bishop, dignitaries, noblemen, and 
what not — were gambling or talking scandal, 
or devouring Champagne and chickens (which I 
hold to be venial sin), or doing honor to her 
ladyship the king's favorite, the Countess of Yar- 
mouth- Walmoden, our country friends in their 
lodgings knelt round their table, whither Mr. 
Brian the coachman- came as silently as his 
creaking shoes would let him, while Mr. Lam- 
bert, standing up,^read, in a low voice, a prayer 
th'at' Heaven would lighten their darkness and 
defend them from the perils of that night, and 
a supplication that it would grants the request 
of those two or three gathered together. 

Our young folks were up betimes on Sunday 
morning, and arrayed themselves in those smart 
new dresses which were to fascinate the Tun- 
bridge folks, and, with the escort of brother 
Charly, paced the little town, and the quaint 
Pantiles, and the pretty common, long ere the 
company was at breakfast^ or the bells had rung 
to church. It was Hester who found out where 
Harry Warrington's lodging must be, by re- 
marking Mr. Gumbo in an undress, with his 
lovely hair in curl-papers, drawing a pair of red 
curtains aside, and opening a window sash, 
whence he thrust his head and inhaled the sweet 
morning breeze. Mr. Gumbo did not happen 
to see the young people from Oakhurst, though 
they beheld him clearly enough. Ho leaned 
gracefully from the window ; he waved a large 
feather-brush with which he condescended to 
dust the furniture of the apartment within ; he 
affably engaged in conversation with a cherry- 



cheeked milkmaid, who was lingering under 
the casement, and kissed his lily hand to her. 
Gumbo's hand sparkled with rings, and his per- 
son was decorated with a profusion of jewelry 
— gifts, no doubt, of the fair who appreciated 
the young African. Once or twice more before 
breakfast-time the girls passed near that window. 
It remained open, but the room behind it was 
blank. No face of Harry Warrington appeared 
there. Neither spoke to the other of the sub- 
ject on which both were brooding. Hetty was 
a little provoked with Charly who was clamor- 
ous about breakfast, and told him he was always 
thinking of eating. In reply to her sarcastic 
inquiry,, he artlessly owned he should like an- 
other cheese-cake, and good-natured Theo, 
laughing, said she had a sixpence, and if the 
cake-shop were open of a Sunday morning 
Charly should have one. The cake-shop was 
open, and Theo took out her little purse, netted 
by. her dearest friend at school, and containing 
her pocket-piece, her grandmother's guinea, her 
slender little store of shillings — ^nay, some cop- 
per money at one end ; and she treated Charly 
to the meal which he loved. 

A great deal of fine company was at church. 
There was that funny old Duchess, and old Mad- 
ame Bernstein, with Lady Maria at her side, and 
Mr. Wolfe, of course, by the side of Miss Low- 
ther, and singing with her out of the same psalm- 
book ; and Mr. Richardson with a bevy of la- 
dies. '* One of them is Miss Fielding," papa 
tells them after church, *^ Harry Fielding's sister. 
Oh girls, what good company he was ! And his 
books are worth a dozen of your milk-sop Pa- 
melas and Clarissas, Mrs. Lambert : but what 
woman ever loved true humor ? And there was 
Mr. Johnson sitting among the charity-children. 
Did you see how he turned round to the altar 
at the Belief, and npset two or three of the 
scared little urchins in leather breeches ? And 
what a famous sermon Harry's parson gave, 
didn't he? A sermon about scandal. How 
he touched up some of the old harridans who 
were seated round I Why wasn't Mr. Warring- 
ton at church ? It was a shame he wasn't at 
chiA-ch!" 

**I really did not remark whether he was 
there or not," says Miss Hetty, tossing her bead 
up. 

But Theo, who was all truth, said, ''Yes, I 
thought of him, and was sorry he was not there ; 
and so did you' think of him, Hetty." 

**I did no such thing. Miss," persists Hetty. 

"Then why did you whisper to me it was 
Harry's clergyman who preached ?" 

'* To think of Mr. Warrington's clergyman is 
not to think of Mr. Warrington. It was a most 
excellent sermon, certainly, and the children 
sang most dreadfully out of tune. And there 
is Lady Maria at the window opposite, smelling 
at the roses ; and that is Mr. Wolfe's step, I 
know his great military tramp. Right left — 
right left ! How do you do, Colonel Wolfe ?'^ 

**Why do you look so glum, James?" asks 
Colonel Lambert, good-naturedly. ** Ilaa the 
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cbanncrbeenBColilingtheo, orii thy 
pricked by the *armon? Mr. SHropMn, i»n'l 
>bc parMin'a name? A famona preacher, on 
BIT irord ! " 

"A prettv preacher, and ■ pretty praclition- 
rr'." tfiys Mr. Wolfe, w[th ashmg of hia Bhoal- 

"Why, I thoiiRht the disconrss did not laal 
t?n minutes, and nadnm did not sleep one ?in- 
jjlcwink dorinjithegermon, didMlhon, Molly f 

"Did yoa leo when the felTow camp intc 
i-finrch F" asked the indtRnant Colonel Wolfe. 
■'He atme in at ihe open door of the common 
jii"l in time, and bi the pealm was over." 

" Well, lie hnd been ruadinj the service. 



probablv, to Bome sicli person ; there are many 
here," remarks Mrs. Lnmbert. 

"Reading the servicel Oh, my good Mrs. 
LambertI Do you linow where I found him? 
I went to look for yoar young scapegrace of n 
Virpnian." 

" His own name is a very pretty name, I'm 
snre," cries ont Hetty. " It isn't Scapegrace ! 
It is Henry Esmond Warrington, Esquire." 

"Miss Hester, I fonnd the parson in his cas- 
aoct, and Henry Esmond Warrington, Esquire, 
in his bed-gown, at a qnarter b«fore eleven 
o'clock in the morning, when alt the Sunday 
bells were ringinp, and they were pk.ving over n 
game of picqnet they had had [benight before '." 
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"Well, numbers of good people pUf Btcardg 
of a Sundaj. The King plaja «t Mrd> of ■ 
Sunday." 

"Hn»h, my dearl" 

"I kuoir he does,''sa7i Hetty, "with that 
painted perfOD we taw yeaterday, that Countesa 
what d'yon call her?" 

" I think, my dear Mias Heater, a clergyman 
had beat take to God's books instead of the 
Devil's books on that day— and so I took the 
liberty of lellinR yonr parson." Uetty looked 
u if she thought it jcat a liberty whicb Mr. 
Wolfe had taken. ".And I told out yonng 
ftiend that I thotight he had betlei bare been 



on his way to church than there in his bed- 
gown." 

"You wouldn't have Harry go to chnrch in 
a dressing-gown and Qight-cap, Colonel Wolfe ? 
That Kou/d be a prett; sight, indeed I" again 
says Hetty, fiercely. 

"I would bve my little girl's tongue not 
wag quite so fast," remarks papa, patting the 
girl's fluahed little cheek. 

" Not speak when a friend is attacked, and no- 
body says o word in his favor ? No; nobody!" 

llere the two lips of the little mouth clMcd 
on each other ; (ha whole little frame shook ; 
the child flung t parting look of deduice at Hr. 
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Wolfe, and went oat of the joom, just in time 
to close the door, and burst out crying on the 
stair. 

B£r. Wolfe looked very much discomfited. 
" I am sure. Aunt Lambert, I did not intend 
to hnrt Hostel's feelings." 

**No, James," she said, very kindly. The 
young officer used to call her Aunt Lambert in 
quite early dajrs, and she gave him her hand. 

Mr. Lambert whistled his favorite tune of 
'^ Over the hills and far away," with a drum ac- 
com|ianiment performed by his fingers on the 
window. '' I say, you mustn't whistle on Sun- 
day, papa!'* cried the artless young gown boy 
from Grey Friars ; and then suggested that it 
was three hours from breakfast, and he should 
like to finish Theo*8 cheese-cake. 

" Oh, you greedy child !" cries Theo. But 
here, hearing a little exclamatory noise outside, 
she ran out of the room, closing the door behind 
her. And we will not pursue her. The noise 
was that sob which broke from Hester's panting, 
OTerioaded heart ; and, though we can not see, 
I am sure the little maid fiung herself on her 
sister's neck, and wept upon Theo's kind bosom. 

Hetty did not walk out in the afternoon when 
the fiunily took the air on the common, but 
had a headache and lay on her bed, where her 
mother watched her. Charly had discovered 
a comrade from Grey Friars ; Mr. Wolfe, of 
course, paired off with Miss Lowther ; and Theo 
and her father, taking their sober walk in the 
Sabbath sunshine, found Madame Bernstein 
basking on a bench under a tree, her niece a^d 
nephew in attendance. Hany ran up to greet 
his dear friends : he was radiant with pleasure 
at beholding them. The elder ladies were most 
gracious to the Colonel and his daughter who 
had so kindly welcomed their Harry. 

How noble and handsome he looked I Theo 
thought. She called him by his Christian name, 
as if he were really her brother. ' * Why did we 
not see you sooner to-day, Harry?" she asked. 

" I never thought you were here, Theo." 

'* But you might have seen us if you wished." 

" Where ?" asked Harry. 

" There^ Sir!" she said, pointing to the church, 
and she held her hand up as if in reproof; but 
a sweet kindness beamed in her honest face. 
Ah, friendly young reader, wandering on the 
world and struggling with temptation, may you 
also have one or two pure hearts to love and 
pray for you ! 

CHAPTER XXXin. 

COKTAntB ▲ 80L1L0QDT BT HE8TEB. 

Mabtin Lambsbt'b first feeling, upon learn- 
ing the little secret which his yonnger daugh- 
ter's emotion had rsvealed, was to be angry 
with the lad who had robbed his child's hear^ 
away from him and her family. **A plague 
upon all scape -graces, English or Indian!" 
cried the Colonel to his wife ; *' I wish this one 
had broke his nose against any door-post but 
ours." 

E 



'^Perhaps we are to cm!e him of being a 
scape-grace, my dear," says Mrs. Lambert, 
mildly interposing, *' and the fall at our door 
hath something providential in it. Ton laughed 
at me, Mr. Lambert, when I said so before ; but 
if Heaven did dot send the young gentleman to 
us, who did ? And it may be for the blessing 
and happiness of us all that he came, too." 

«at's hard, Molly!" groaned the Colonel; 
"we cherish, and fondle, and rear 'em; we 
tend them through sickness and health ; we toil 
and we scheme ; we hoard away money in the 
stocking, and patch our own old coats. If 
they've a headache, we can't sleep for thinking 
of their ailment ; if they have a wish or fancy, 
we work day and night to compass it, and 'tis 
dariing daddy and dearest pappy, and whose fa- 
ther is like ours ? and so forth. On Tuesday 
morning I am king of my house and family. 
On Tuesday evening Prince Whippersnapper 
makes his appearance, and my reign is over. A 
whole life is forgotten and forsworn for a pair 
of blue ^yeiA^ a pair of lean shanks, and a head 
of yellow hair." 

'* 'TIS written that we women should leave all 
to follow our husband. I think our courtship 
was not very long, dear Martin !" said the mat- 
ron, laying her hand on her husband's arm. 

'*'Tis human nature, and what can you ex- 
pect of the jade ?" sighed' the Colonel. 

" And I think I did my duty to my husband, 
though I own I left my papa for him," added 
Mrs. Lambert, softly. 

' ' Excellent wench ! Perdition catch my soul, 
but I do love thee, Molly!" says the good Col- 
onel; "but then, mind yon, your fiither never 
did me ; and if ever I am to have sons-in-law — ** 

'*£ver, indeed ! Of coune my girls are to 
have husbands, Mr. Lambert!" cries mamma. 

*'WeU, when they come. PU hate them, 
madam, as your father did me, and quite right 
too, for taking his treasure away from him." 

" Don't be irreligious and unnatural, Martin 
Lambert ! I say you are unnatural, Sir!" con- 
tinues the matron. *} 

*'Nay, my dear, I have an old tooth in my 
left jaw, here ; and 'tis natural that the tooth 
should come out. But when the tooth-drawer 
pulls it, 'tis natural that I should feel pain. Do 
you suppose, madam, that I don't love Hetty 
better than any tooth in my head?" asks Mr. 
Lambert. But no vroman was ever averse to 
the idea of her daughter getting a husband, 
however fathers revolt against the invasion of 
the son-in-law. Aa for mothers and grandmo- 
thers, those good folks are married over again 
in the marriage of their young oaes ; and their 
souls attire themselves in the laces and muslins 
of twenty — forty years ago; the postillion's 
white ribbons bloom again, and they flutter into 
the post-ehaise, and drive away. What woman, 
however old, has not the bridal-favors and rai- 
ment stowed away, and packed in lavender, in 
the inmost cupboards of her heart ? 

"It will be' a sad thing parting with her," 
continued Mrs. Lambert, with a sigh. 
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" Tou ItaTS lellled that point alreadj, Mol- 
Ij !" laaghi (he Collm«l. ' ' Had 1 not beit go 
out and order ramn* and corintliB for the wed- 
ding-coke ?'' 

" And then I shall hSTS to leave the lionse in 
their chari^ when I go to her, )roa know, in Vir- 
ginia. How many mile* is it to Virginia, l^Iar- 
tin? I Bboold thinii it mast b« thouiandi of 

"A bnndred and Mrentj-ihree thonsand three 
hundred and ninety-one and three qaarten, nj 
dear, by then«(U-iTaj,"anaweralAmbert, giaia- 
Ij, "(hat ihroagh Preater John's coantrj. 8y 
the other ronte, ibiongh Persia — " 

" Oh ! give me the one where there ii the lewt 
of the aea, and your horrid sbips, which I can't 
bear!" cries the Colonel'a epoose. "I hope 
Rachel Esmond and I ahalt be better fnends. 
She had a verj high spirit when we were girts 

"Had we not beat go abont the baby linen, 
Mrs. Martin Lambert?" here inierpcoed ber 
wondering bnsband. Now, Mn. Lambert, I 
dare say, thought there wai no matter for won- 
derment at all, and had lemaiied Kime rery 
pretty lace caps and bibs in Hr*. Bobbinit's toy- 
shop. And on that Sunday afternoon, when 
the diacoTery was niade, and while lilUe Hetty 
was lying upon her pillow with feverish deelts, 
closed eyes, and a piteous face, her mother 
looked at the child with the moat perfect ease 
of mind, and seemed to be rMher pleued th*n 
otherwise at Hetty's woe. 

The girl was not only nobappy, fant enraged 
with herself for baring pnbUdied her secret. 



Ferhnpi she had not known it unlil the 
sudden emotion acqaainted her niih her 
own state of mind; and now the Utile 
maid chose to be as much ashamed as 
if she had done a wrong, and been dit- 
corered in it. She was indignant with 
'' : her own weaknes*, and broke into tran;- 
!,., ports of wrath against herself. She 
ij vowed she never would (brgive benelf 
I I forsnbmitcing to such ahumiiiation. So 
'' , the yonng pard, wounded by the hunt- 
er's dart, chaies with rage in the forest, 
is angry with the surprise of the rank- 
ling steel in her side, and snarls and 
bites at her sister cubs, and the leopard- 
ess, her spotted mother. 

Little Hetty tore and gnawed, and 
growled, so that I should not like to have 
been her ffaiemal cub, or her spotted 
dam or sire. " What business has any 
I yonng woman," she cried out, "to in- 
' dnige in any such nonsense? Mamma, 
; I ought to be whipped, and sent to bed. 
I I know perfectly well that Mr. Warring- 
' ton does not care a fig about me. I dare 
say he likea French acireaies and the 
commonest little milliner-giri in the loy- 
■hop better itian me. And so be ought, 
and so they are better than me. Why, 
what a fool I am to burst out crying like 
B ninny about nothing, and because Mr. 
Wolfe said Harry played cards of a Sunday ! I 
know be is not clever, tike papa. I l>elieve ho 
ii stnpid — I *m certain he is stupid ; but he is 
not so stupid as I am. Why, of couite, 1 can't 
marry him. How am I to go Co America, and 
leave you and Theo ? Of course he likes some- 
body else, at America, or at Tunbridge, or at 
Jericho, or somewhere. He is a prince in his 
own country, and can't think of marrying a poor 
half-pay officer's dangbler, with two-pence to 
her furtune. Used not jou to tell me hotv, 
when I was a baby, I cried and wanted tlie 
moon ? I am a baby now, a most absurd, silly, 
little baby— don't talk to me, Mrs. Lambert, I 
on. Only there ia this to be said, he don't 
know any thing about it, and 1 would rather 
cut my tongue out than tell him." 

Dire were the threats with which Hetty 
menaced Theo, in case ber sister should betray 
her. As for )be infantile Cbarly, bis mind be- 
ing altogether set on cheese-cakes, he bad not 
remarked or been moved by Miss Hester's emo- 
tion ; and the parents and the kind sister or 
course all prpmised not to reveal the little 
maid's secret. 

"I begin to think it had been best for os lo 
stay at Jiome," sighed Mrs. Lambert to her 
husband. 

"Nay, my dear," replied the other. "Hn- 
man nature will be hnman nature ; surely Het- 
ty's mother told me herself tbat she had the 
beginning of a liking for a certaiit young curate 
before she fell over bead and heels in love with n. 
certain young officer of Kingsley's. And as for 
me, my heart was wounded in a doien places 
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ere Miss- Molly Benson took entire possession 
of iL Oar sons and daughters mast follow 
in the way of their parents before them, I sap- 
pose. Why, but yesterday, you were scolding 
me for gmmbling at Miss Het*8 precocious fan- 
cies. To do the child justice, she disguises her 
feelings entirely, and I defy Mr. Warrington to 
know from her behavior how she is disposed 
toward him." 

"A daughter of mine and yours, Martin," 
cries the mother, with great dignity, *'is not 
going to fling herself at a gentleman's head !*' 

"Neither herself nor the tea-cup, my dear," 
answers the Colonel. "Little Miss Het treats 
Mr. Warrington like a yixen. He never comes 
to US but she boxes his ears in one fashion or 
t*otber. I protest she is barely civil to him ; 
but, knowing what is going on in the young 
hypocrite's mind, I am not going to be angry at 
her rudeness." 

" She hath no need to be mde at all, Martin ; 
and our girl is good enough for any gentleman 
in England or America. Why, if their ages 
suit, shouldn't they marry after all. Sir?" 

" Why, if he wants her, shouldn't he ask her, 
ray dear ? I am sorry we came. I am for put- 
ting the horses into .the carriage, and turning 
their heads toward home again." 

But mamma fondly said, " Depend on it, my 
dear, that these matters are wisely ordained 
for us. pepend upon it, Martin, it was not for 
nothing Uiat Harry Warrington was brought to 
our gate in that way ; and that he and our chil- 
dren are thus brought together again. If that 
marriage has been decreed in Heaven, a mar- 
riage it will be." 

** At what age, Molly, I wonder, do women 
begin and leave off match-making ? If our little 
chit falls in love and falls out again, she will 
not b» the first of her sex, Mrs. Lambert. I 
wish we were on our way home again, and, if I 
had my will, would trot off this very night." 

" He has promised to drink his tea here to- 
night. You would not take away our child's 
pleasure, Martin ?** asked the mother, softly. 

In his fashion, the father was not less good- 
nataxed. " You know, my dear,'* says Lam- 
bert, " that if either of 'em had a fancy to our 
ears, we would cut them off and serve them in 
a fricass^." 

Mary Lambert langhed at the idea of her 
pretty little delicate ears being so served. When 
her husband was most tender-heaiited, his habit 
was to be most grotesque. When he polled the 
pretty little delicate ear behind which the mat- 
ron's fine hair was combed back, wherein twink- 
led a shining line or two of silver, I dare say 
he did not hurt her much. I dare say she was 
thinking of the soft, well-remembered times 
of her own modest youth and sweet courtship. 
Hallowed remembrances of sacred times ! If 
the sight of youthful love is pleasant to behold, 
how much more charming the aspect of the af- 
fection that has survived years, sorrows, faded 
beauty perhaps, and life's doubts, differences, 
trouble I 



In regard of her promise to disguise her feel- 
ings for Mr. Warrington in that gentleman's 
presence. Miss Hester was better, or worse if 
you will, than her word. Harry not only came 
to take tea with his friends, but invited them 
for the next dav to an entertainment at the 
Booms, to be giveu in theirjpecial honor. 

"A dance, and given for us!" cries Theo. 
"Oh, Harry, how delightful ! I wish we could 
begin this very minute !" 

"Why, for a savage Virginian, I declare, 
Harry Warrington, thou art the most civilized 
young man possible !" says the Colonel. " My 
dear, shall we dance a minuet together ?** 

" We have done such a thing before, Martin 
Lambert!" says the soldier's fond wife. Her 
husband hums a minuet tune; whips a plate 
from the tea-table, and makes a preparatory 
bow and flourish with it as if it were a hat, 
while madam performs her best courtesy. 

Only Hetty, of the party, persists in looking 
glum and displeased. " Why, child, have you 
not a word of thanks to throw to Mr. Warring- 
ton ?" asks Theo of her sister. 

"I never did care for dancing much," says 
Hetty. " What is the use of standing up op- 
posite a stupid man, and dancing down a room 
with him?" 

" 3/erct (/« compliment!" says Mr. Warring- 
ton. 

"I don't say that you are stupid — that is — 
that is, I — I only meant country dances," says 
Hetty, biting her lips, as she caught her sister's 
eye. She remembered she had said Harry was 
stupid, and Theo's droll, humorous glance was 
her only reminder. 

But with this Miss Het^ chose to be as angry 
as if it had been quite a cruel rebuke. * *■ I hate 
dancing — there — ^I own it," she says, with a toss 
of her head. 

"Nay, yon used to like it well enough, 
child!" interposes her mother. 

"That was when she was a child: don't 
yon see she is grown up to be an old woman ?" 
remarks Hetty's father. "Or perhaps Miss 
Hester has got the gout ?" 

"Fiddle!" says Hester, snappishly, drub- 
bing with her little feet. 

"What's a dance without a fiddle?" says 
impertnrbed papa. 

Darkness has come over Harry Warrington's 
face. "I come to try my best, and give them 
pleasure and a dance," he thinks, "and the 
little thing tells me she hates dancing. We 
don't practice kindness, or acknowledge hospi- 
tality so in our country. No — nor speak to our 
parents so, neither." I am afraid, in this par- 
ticular, usages have changed in the United 
States during the last hundred years, and that 
the young folks there are considerably Hetti- 
Jied, 

Not content with this, Miss Hester must pro- 
ceed to make such fun of all the company at 
the Wells, and espec^ially of Harry's Qwn im- 
mediate pursuits and companions, that the hon- 
est lad was still farther pained at her behav- 
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ior; and, when he saw Mrs. Lambert alone, 
asked how or in what he had again offended, 
that Hester waa so angry with him? The 
kind matron felt more than erer well disposed 
toward the boj, after her daughter's condact 
to him. She wonld hare liked to tell the se- 
cret which Hester ^id so fiercelj. Theo, too, 
remonstrated with «er sister in priyate; bat 
Hester woald not listen to the subject, and was 
as angry in her bedroom, when the girls were 
alone, as she had been in the p^u'lor before her 
mother's company. " Suppose he hates me ?'* 
says she. ** I expect he will. I hate myself, 
I do, and scorn myself for being such an idiot. 
How ought ho to do otherwise than hate me ? 
Didn't I abuse him» call him goose, all sorts of 
names ? And I know he is not clever all the 
time. I know I have better wits than he has. 
It is only because he is tall, and has blue eyes, 
and a pretty nose that I like him. What an 
absurd fool a girl must be to like a man merely 
because he has a blue nose and hooked eyes I 
So I am a fool, and I won't have you say a 
word to the contrary, Theo!" 

Now Theo thought that her little sister, far 
from being a fool, was a wonder of wonders, 
and that if any girl was worthy of any prince in 
Christendom, Hetty was that spinster. " You 
Are silly sometimes, Hetty," says Theo ; ** that 
is, when you speak unkindly to people who 
mean yon well, as yon did to Mr. Warring- 
ton at tea to-night. When he proposed to us 
his party at the Assembly Rooms, and nothing 
could be more gallant of him, why did you say 
you didn't care for music, or dancing, or tea ? 
You know you love them all !" 

'*I sahl it merely to vex myself,' Theo, and 
annoy myself, and whip myself, as I deserve, 
child. And, besides, how can you expect such 
an idiot as I am to say any thing but idiotic 
things ? Do you know it quite pleased me to 
see him angry. I thought, ahl now I have 
hurt his feelings! Now he will say, Hetty 
Lambert is an odious little set-up, sour-tem- 
pered Tixen. And that will teach him, and 
you, and mamma, and papa, fit any rate, that 
I am not going to set my cap at Mr. Harry. 
No ; our papa is ten times as good as he is. I 
will stay by our papa, and if he asked me to 
go to Virginia with him to-morrow I wouldn't, 
Theo. My sister is worth all the Virginians 
that ever were made since the world began." 

And here, I suppose, follow osculations be- 
tween the sisters, and mother's knock comes to 
the door, who has overheard their talk through 
the wainscot, and calls out, '* Children, 'tis time 
to go to sleep !" Theo's eyes close speedily, 
and she is at rest ; but, oh, poor little Hetty I 
Think of the hours tolling one after another, 
and the child's eyes wide open, as she lies toss- 
ing and wakeful with the anguish of the new 
wound I 

''It is a judgment upon me," she says, ''for 
having thought and spoke scornfully of him. 
Only, why should there be a judgment upon 
me ? I was onlv in fun. I knew I liked him 



very much all the time ; but I thought Theo 
liked him too, and I would give up any thing 
for my darling Theo. If she had, no tortures 
should ever have drawn a word from me — I 
would have got a rope ladder to help her to run 
away with Harry, that I would, or fetched the 
clergyman to marry them. And then I wonld 
have retired alone, and alone, and alone, and 
taken care of papa and mamma, and of the 
poor in the village, and have read sermons, 
though I hate 'em, and have died without tell- 
ing a word — not a word — and I shall die soon, 
I know I shall." But when the dawn rises, the 
little maid is asleep nestling by her sister, the 
stain of a tear or two upon her flushed downy 
cheek. 

Most of us play with edged tools at some 
period of our lives, and cut ourselves accord- 
ingly. At first the cut hurts and stings, and 
down drops the knife, and we cry out like 
wounded little babies as we are. Some veiy 
very few and nnlncky folks at the game cut 
their heads sheer off, pr stab themselves mor- 
tally, and perish outright, and there is an end of 
them. But — Heaven help us! — many people 
have fingered those ardentes sagittcLs which Love 
sharpens on his whetstone, and are stabbed, 
starred, pricked, perforated, tattooed all over 
with wounds, who recover, and live to be quite 
lively. Wir auch have tasted das irdische 
GHickf we also have gelebt und — und mo weiter. 
Warble your death song, sweet Thekla I Perisli 
off the -face of the earth, poor pulmonary victim, 
if so minded I Had you survived to a later 
period of life, my dear, you would have thought 
of a sentimental disappointment without any 
reference to the undertaker. Let us trust there 
is no present need of a sexton for Miss Hetty. 
But meanwhile, the very instant she wakes, 
there, tearing at her little heart, will that Care 
be, who has given her a few hours' respite, 
melted, no doubt, by her youth and her tears. 

CHAPTER XXXrV. 

IK WHICH MS. WARBINOTON TRBiLTS THB COM- 

PAmr WITH tejl akd ▲ ball. 

Gbnerous with his veiy easily gotten money, 
hospitable and cordial to all, our young Virgin- 
ianj in his capacity of man of fashion, could 
not do less than treat his country friendis to an 
entertainment at the Assembly Rooms, whitbert 
according to the custom of the day, he invited 
almost all the remaining company at the Wells. 
Card-tables were set in one apartment for all 
those who could not spend an evening without 
the pastime then common to all European soci- 
ety : a supper, with Champagne in some profu- 
sion and bowls of negus, was prepared in an- 
other chamber: the large assembly room was 
set apait for the dance, of which eigoyment 
Harry Warrington's guests partook in our ances- 
tors' homely fashion. I can not fancy that the 
amusement was especially lively. First, minn- 
ets were called ; two or three of which were per- 
formed by as many couple. The spinstexB of 
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the higheit rank in tha usemlily went out for 
(be tninnet, and mj Lad/ Maria Eamood being 
m earl's daughter, and the person of the highest 
rank preaeal (with the exception of Lady Aa- 
giuta Cnitchley, wbo was lame), Mr. Wurring- 
toD danced the Srst mianet with hi» coasin, ac- 
qnitting i;iiii»elf to the satisfaction of the whole 
room, and performing mnch more eleganlljlhan 
ill. Wolfe, who atood up with Misa Lowther. 
IlaTing completed' the dance with Lady Maiia, 
Mr. Warrington b^ged Misi Theo to do him the 
honor of walldng the next minneC, and accord- 
ingly Mia* Theo, bloahing and looking very hap- 
py, went through her. exercise to the great de- 
light of her parents and ihe rage of Miu Hum- 
plebj, ^r John Hamptebj'a daaghiar, of Lip- 
hook, who expected, at leaat, to haTs stood tip 
next after ID J Lady Maria. Then, after the min- 
oeia, came coimiry dances, the music being per- 
fonaed by a harp, fiddle, aod flageolet ; perched 
in A Ltile balcony, and thrnmmipg tbniQgb the 
erening ntber feeble and melancholy tnties. 
Take np an old bookof maaie, and play a few of 
those tnnea now, and one wonders how people at 
any time coold bare found the airs otherwise tban 
melancholy. And yet they lored and frisked 
and Ispghed and conried to tbat sad accompani- 
ment. There ia scarce one of Ihe airs that has 
not an amari aliquid, a tang of sadness^ Per- 
liapa it is because they are old and defunct, and 
(heir plaintire echoea call out to us from the 
limbo of tbe past, whither they have been cqd- 
liKued for Ibis century. Terhaps they mert gay 
when tbey were alive; and our descendants 
wben tbey bear — well, never mind names^ 
when they heat (he works of certain maestri now 
popalar, will say, Bon Dieal is thia the music 
which amoted our forebibers? 



Mr. Warrington had the 
; ,;i;i.. , honor of a duchess's company 

at his tea-drinking — Col- 
ODel Lambert's and Mr. Pri- 
or'* heroine, the Duchess of 
Queensberry. And though 
the duchess carefully tomed 
ber back upon a countess 
who was present, laughed 
loudly, glanced at the latter 
over ber ghonlder, and point- 
ed at ber with her fan, yet 
almostall the company push- 
ed, and bowed, and cringed, 
and smiled, and backed before 
this connteea, scarcely taking 
any notice of her Grace of 
Queensbeny and her jokes, 
and her feo, and her airs. — 
Now this countess was no 
other than the Countess of 
; Yarmoatb-Walmodeu, the 
' laily whom bis M^sty 
George the Second of Gieat 
Britain, France, and Ireland, 
_- .i^ -_ .-:^ King, Defender of the I'aith, 

-"""^ delighted to honor. She had 

met Harry Warrington in Ihe 
walks that morning, and had been mighty gra- 
cioas to Ihe young Virgiman. She bad told him 
they would have aflame of cards that night; and 
purblind old Colonel Blinkinsop, who fancied the 
invitation had been addressed to him, had made 
tbe profoundcst of bows. "Poobl pooh 1" said 
tbe Conniess of England and Hanover, "I don't 
mean you. I mean the young ^nbiniant" 
And every body congralutated the youth on bis 
good fortune. At night, all the world, in order 
to show their loyalty, doubtless, thronged ronitd 
my Lady Yannouch ; my Lord Bamborough was 
eager to make her partit at quadrille ; my Ijady 
Blanche Pendragon, that model of virtue; Sir 
Lancelot Quintain, that pattern of knighthood 
and ralor ; Mr. Dean of Ealing, that exomplaiy 
divine and preacher; numerous gentlemen, no- 
blemen, generals, colonels, matrons, and min- 
sters of the highest rank, were on the watch for 
a amile from her, or eager to jump up and join 
her card-table. Lady Maria waited upon her 
with meek respect, and' Madame de Bernstein 
ireated-the IlanoreriaD lady with profound grav- 
ity and courtesy. 

Harry's bow had been no lower than hospi- 
tality lequired ; bat, snch as it was, Miss Hes- 
ter chose to be indignant with it. She scarce 
spoke a word to her partner daring their dance 
together ; and when he took her l« the supper- 
room for refreshment she waa little more com- 
municative. To enter that room they had to 
pass by Madame Walmoden's card-table, who 
good-naturedly called out to her boel ns be was 
passing, and asked him if his "breddy liddle 
bardner liked taming?" 

" I thank your ladyship, I don't like taming 
and I don't like cards," says Miaa Hester, toss- 
ing np her bead ; and, dropping a courtesy like 
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a ''cheese," she Btratted away from the count- 
esses table. 

Mr. Warrington was Tery mach offended. 
Sarcasm from the yonng to the old pained'him ; 
flippant hehaTior toward himself hurt him. 
^ Courteous in his simple way to all persons whom 
he met, he expected a like politeness from them. 
Hetty perfecUy well knew what offense she was 
giving ; could mark the displeasure reddening 
on her partner^s honest face, with a sidelong 
glance of her eye ; nevertheless she tried to 
wear her most ingenuous smile; and, as she 
came up to the side-board where the refresh- 
ments were set, artlessly said, 

*' What a horrid, vulgar old woman that is ! 
don't yon think so?*' 

" What woman?" asked thd young man. 

'* That Grerman woman — ^my lady Yarmouth 
— ^to whom all the men are bowing and cringing." 

" Her ladyship has been veiy kind to me,** 
says Harry, grimly. ** Won*t yon have some 
of this custard ?" 

"And you have been bowing to her, too! 
Ton look as if your negus was not nice," harm- 
lessly continues Miss Hetty. 

'*It is not very good negus," aays Harty, 
with a gulp. 

*' And the custard is bad too ! I declare 'tis 
made with bad eggs!" cries Miss Lambert. 

'*! wish, Hester, that the entertainment and 
the company had been better to your liking," 
says poor Harry. 

" Tis very unfortunate ; but I dare say you 
could not help it," cries the young woman, toss- 
ing her little curly head. 

Mr. Warrington groaned in spirit, perhaps in 
body, and clenched his fists and his teeth. The 
little torturer artlessly continued, ** You seem 
disturbed : shall we go to my mamma ?" 

*' Yes, let us go to your mamma," cries Mr. 
Warrington, with glaring eyes and a *' Curse 
you, why are you always standing in the way?" 
to an unlucky waiter. 

''La! Is that the way you speak in Vir- 
ginia ?" asks Miss Pertness. 

"We are rough there sometimes, madam, 
and can't help being disturbed," he says, slow- 
ly, and with a quiver in his whole frame, look- 
ing down upon her with fire flashing out of his 
eyes. Hetty saw nothing distinctly afterward, 
and until she came to her mother: Never had 
she seen Harry look so handsome or so noble. 

"You look pale, child !" cries mamma, anx- 
ious, like all pavida maitren, 

** Tis the cold— no, I mean the heat. Thank 
yon, Mr. Warrington." And she makes him a 
faint courtesy, as Harry bows a tremendous bow, 
and walks elsewhere among his guests. He 
hardly knows what is happening at first, so an- 
gry is he. 

He is aroused by another altercation be- 
tween his aunt and the Duchess of Qneensberry. 
When the royal favorite passed the duchess, her 
Gmce gave her ladyship an awful stare out of 
eyes that were not so bright now as they had 
been in the young days when they " set the I 



world on fire ;" turned round with an affected 
laugh to her neighbor, and shot at the jolly 
Hanoverian lady a ceaseless fire of giggles and 
sneers. The countess pursued her game at 
cards, not knowing, or not choosing perhaps to 
know, how her enemy was jibing at her. There 
had been a feud of many years' date between 
their Graces of Qneensberry and the family on 
the throne. 

' ' How yon all bow down to the idol I " Don't 
tell me I You are as bad as the rest, my good 
Madame Bernstein 1" the Duchess says. "Ah, 
what a true Christian country this is ! and how 
your dear first husband, the Bishop, would have 
liked to see such a sight I" 

"Forgive me, if I fail quite to understand 
your Grace." 

" We are both of us growing old, my good 
Bernstein, or, perhaps, we won't understand 
when we don't choose to understand. That is 
the way with us women, my good yonng Iro- 
quois." 

" Your Grace remarked, that it was a Chris- 
tian country," said Madame de Bernstein, " and 
I fail to perceive the point of the remark." 

"Indeed, my good creature, there is very 
little point in it I I meant we were such good 
Christians, because we were so forgiving. Don't 
you remember reading when yon were yonng, 
or your husband the Bishop reading when he 
was in the pulpit, how, when a woman among 
the Jews was caught doing wrong, the Pharisees 
were for stoning ner ont of hand ? Par from 
stoning such a woman now, look, how fond we 
are of her ! Any man in this room would go 
round it on his knees if yonder woman bade 
him. Yes, Madam Walmoden, yon may look 
up from your cards with your great painted 
face, arid frown with your great painted eye- 
brows at me. You know I am talking about 
you ; and I intend to go on talking about yon, 
too. I say any man here. would go round the 
room on his knees, if you bade him!" 

" I think, madam, I know two or three who 
wouldn't!" says Mr. Warrington, with some 
spirit. 

"Quick, let me hug them to my heart of 
hearts!" cries th% old Duchess. "Which arc 
they? Bring 'em to me, my dear Iroquois! 
Let us have a game of four — of honest men and 
women ; that is to say, if we can find a coople 
more partners, Mr. Warrington !" 

" Here are we three," says the Baroness Bern- 
stein, with a forced laugh ; " let us play a dum- 
my." . 

"Pray, madam, where is the third?" asks 
the old Duchess, looking round. 

. "Madam!" cries out the other elderly lady, 
" I leave your Grace to boast of your honesty, 
which I have no doubt is spotless : but I will 
thank you not to doubt mine before my own 
relatives and children !" 

' ' See how she Ares up at a word ! I am sure, 
my dear creature, yon are quite as honest as 
most of the company," says the Duchess. 

Which may not ^ good enough for her 
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Grace the Dachess of Qaeensberrj and Dover, 
who, to be sore, might hare staid awa^r in sach 
a case ; bat it is the best my nephew could get, 
madam, and his best he has giren you. You 
look astonished, Harry, my dear — and well you 
may. He is not used to our ways, madam.** 

''Madam, he has found an aunt who can 
teach him our ways, and a great deal morel** 
cries the Duchess, rapping her fan. 

" She will teach' him to try, and make all his 
guests welcome, old or young, rich or poor. 
That is the Virginian way, isn't it, Harry? 
She will tell him, when Catherine Hyde is 
angry with his old aunt, that they were friends 
as girls, and ought not to quarrel now they are 
old women. And she will not be wrong, will 
she, Duchess?** And herewith the one dow- 
ager made a superb courtesy to the other, and 
the battle just impending between them passed 
away. 

'* Egad, it was like Byng and Galissoni^re !** 
cried Chaplain Sampson, as Harry talked over 
the night's transactions with his pupil next 
morning. **li^ power on earth, I thought, 
could have prevented those two from going into 
action!'* 

'* Seventy-fours at least — ^both of *em ! '* laughs 
fiarry. 

*' But the Baroness declined the battle, and 
sailed out of -fire with inimitable skill.*' 

'* Why should she be afraid?. I have heard 
you say my aunt is as witty as any woman 
alive, and need fear the tongue of no dowager 
in England." 

'*Hem! Perhaps she had good reasons for 
being peaceable!'* Sampson knew very well 
what they were, and that poor Bernstein's repu- 
tation' was so hopelessly flawed and cracked 
that any sarcasms leveled at Madame Walmo- 
den were equally applicable to her. 

"Sir," cried Harry, in great amazAnent, 
"yon don't mean to say there is any thtn;^ 
against the character of my aunt, the Baroness 
de Bernstein !'* 

The Chaplain looked at the young Virginian 
with such an air of utter wonderment that the 
latter saw there must be some history against 
his aunt, and some charge which Sampson did 
not choose to reveal. " Great Heavens ! ** Harry 
groaned out, '* are there two then in the family, 
who are — ** 

"Which two?** asked the Chaplain. 

But here Hany stopped, blushing very red. 
He remembered, and we shall presently have to 
state, whence he had got his information regard- 
ing the other family culprit, and bit his lip, 
and was silent. 

*' By-gones are always unpleasant things, Mr. 
Warrin^n,** said th^ ChapUin ; " and we had 
best hold our peace regarding them. No man 
or woman can live long in this wicked world of 
onrs without some scandal attaching to them, 
and I fear our excellent Baroness has been no 
snore fortunate than her neiglibors. We can 
not escape calumny, my dear young friend! 
Ton have had sad proof enough of that in your 



brief stay among us. But we can have clear 
consciences, and that is the main point ! *' And 
herewith the Chaplain threw his handsome eyes 
upward, and tried to look as if his conscience 
was as white as the ceiling. 

" I^as there been any thing very wrong, then, 
about my Aunt Bernstein ?'* continued Harry, 
remembering how at home his mother had never 
spoken of the Baroness. 

" O aaneta simpiicittu!^ the Chaplain mut- 
tered to himself. " Stories, my dear Sir, much 
older than your time or mine. Stories such as 
were told about eveiy body, de me dete; you 
know with what degree of truth in your own 
case." 

** Confound the villain! I should like to 
hear any scoundrel say a word against the dear 
old lady, '* cries the young gentleman. " Why, 
this world, parson, is full of lies and scandal !'* ' 

" And you are just beginning to find it out, 
my dear Sir," cries the clergyman, with his 
most beatified air. *^ Whose character has 
not been attacked ? My lord's, yours, mine — 
every one*s. We must bear as well as wo can, 
and pardon to the utmost of our power." 

"You may. It's your cloth, you know ; but, 
by George, / won*t !" cries Mr. Warrington, and 
a;;ain goes down the fist with a thump on the 
table. " Let any fellow -say a word in my 
hearing against that dear old creature, and I'll 
pull his nose, as sure as my name is Henry 
l<Umond. How do you do. Colonel Lambert? 
You find us late again. Sir. Me and his Rev- 
erence kept it up pretty late with some of the 
young fellows, after the ladies went away. I 
hope the dear ladies are well, Sir ?** And here 
Harry rose, greeting his friend the Colonel ver}' 
kindly, who had come to pay him a morning- 
visit, and had entered the room fallowed by 
Mr. Gumbo (the latter preferred walking very 
leisurely about jill the affairs of life) just as 
Harry — suiting the action to the word — was 
tweaking the nose of Calumny. 

" The ladies are purely. Whose nose were 
you pulling when I came in, Mr. Warrington?" 
says the Colonel, laughing. 

"Isn't it a shame. Sir? The parson, he^, 
was telling me, that there are villains here who 
attack the character of my aunt, the Baroness 
of Bernstein !" 

*^ You don't mean to say ao!" cries Mr. Lam- 
bert. 

" I tell Mr. Harry that every body is calum- 
niated !" says the Chaplain, with a clerical in- 
tonation; but, at the sam'e time, he looks at 
Colonel Lambert and winks, as much as to 
say, '*He knows nothing — keep him in the 
dark.** 

The Colonel took the hint. "Yes,** says 
he, " the jaws of slander are forever wagging. 
Witness that story about the dancing-girl, that 
we all believed against you, Harry Warring- 
ton." 

"What all, Sir?** 

"No, not all. One didn't— Hetty didn't. 
You should have heard her standing up for 
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jon, Hnrry, t'other day, when Bomebody — a 
little bird— hronght ng anolher itory about yon ; 
about a gune &t cards on Sunday morniog, 
when yon and a friend or youra might liave 
been better employed." And here there. was 
a look or mingled bumor and reproof at the 
clergyman. 

■'Faith, I own it, Sir!" lays the Chaplain. 
"It wai mra eti^ia, mta marina — no, mm 
nifltrna ca^ia, only the reheanel of an old 
gnniB at picqoet, which we had been talking 



"And did Miaa Hester stand op f<)r meT" 
■ay* Harry. 

"Miu Healer did. Bat why that wondering 
look?" asks the Colonel. 

" She scolded me lut night like— like any 
thing," Bays downright Harry, "I never beard 
a yonnc girl go on bo. She made fnn of gtcit 
body^hit about at yonni; and old — so that I 
couldn't help telling her, Sir, that in our coun- 
try, loastways in Virginia (ihey say the Yankeeg 
are very pert), young people don't Bpeak of their 
elden lo. And, do yon know, Sir, we had « 
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sort of a quarrel, and Tin very glad yoaVe told 
me she spoke kindlj of me," says Harry, shaking 
his friend's hand, a ready boyish emotion glow- 
ing in his cheeks and in his eyes. 

*' Yon won*t come to mnch hurt if yon find 
no worse enemy than Hester, Mr. Warrington," 
said the girl's father, gravely, looking not with- 
ont a deep thrill of interest at the flushed face 
and moist eyes of his young friend. ''Is he 
fond of her?** thought the Colonel. ''And 
how fond? Tis evident he knows nothing, 
and Miss Het has been performing some of her 
tricks. He is a fine, honest lad, and God bless 
him!" And Colonel Lambert looked toward 
Harry with that manly, friendly kindness which 
our lucky young Virginian was not unaccus- 
tomed to inspire, for he i|bs comely to look at, 
prone to blush, to kindle, nay, to melt, at a 
kind story. His laughter was cbeeiy to hear : 
his eyes shone confidently: his voice spoke truth. 

"And the young lady of the minuet? She 
distinguished herself to perfection : the whole 
room admired," asked the courtly Chftplain, "I 
trust Miss — Miss — " 

" Miss Theodosia is perfectly well, and ready 
to dance at this minute with your Reverence," 
says her father. "Or stay. Chaplain, perhaps 
you only dance on Sunday?" The Colonel 
then turned to Harry again. "Tou paid your 
court very neatly to the great lady, Mr. Flat- 
terer. My Lady Yarmouth has been trumpet- 
ing your praises at the Pump Room. She says 
she has got a leedel boy in Hannover dat is 
wery like you, and you are a sharming young 
mans." 

* " If her ladyship were a queen, people could 
scarcely be more respectful to her," says the 
Chaplain. 

" Let us call her a vice-queen, parson," says 
the Colonel, with a twinkle of his eye. 

" Her majesty pocketed' forty of my guineas 
at quadrille," cries Mr. Warrington, with a 
laugh. 

" She will play yon on the same terms an- 
other day. The countess is fond of play, and 
she wins from most people," said the Colonel, 
dryly. " Why don't you bet her ladyship five 
thousand on a bishopric, parson ? I have heard 
of a I'lergyman who made such a bet, and who 
lost it, and who paid it, and who got the bish- 
opric." 

" Ah ! who will lend me the five thousand ? 
Will you. Sir ?" asked the Chaplain. 

" No, Sir. r won't give her five thousand 
to be made Commander-in-Chief or Pope of 
Rome," says the Colonel, stoutly. "I shall 
fling no stones at the woman ; but I shall bow 
no knee to her, as I see a pack of rascals do. 
No oflfense — I don't mean jou. And I don't 
mean Harry Warrington, who was quite right 
to be civil to her, and to lose his money with 
good-humor. Harry, I am come to bid thee 
farewell, my boy. We have bad our pleasuring 
— ^my money is run o'nt, ^nd we must jog back 
to Oakhurst. Will you ever come and see the 
old place again ?" 



"Now, Sir, now! Til ride back with yon!" 
cries Harry, eagerly. 

"Why — no— not now," says the Colonel in 
a hurried manner. " We haven't got room — 
that is, we're — ^we're expecting some friends 
[the Lord forgive me for the lie 1" he mutters]. 
"But — but you'll come to us when — when 
Tom's at home — ^yes, when. Tom's at home. 
»That will be famous fun — and I'd have yon to 
know. Sir, that my wife and I love you sin- 
cerely. Sir — and so do the girls, however much 
they scold you. And if you ever are in a 
scrape — and such things have happened, Mr. 
Chaplain ! you will please to count upon me. 
Mind that. Sir!" 

And the Colonel was for taking leave of 
Harry then and there, on the^ spot, but the 
young man followed him down the stairs, and 
insisted upon saving good-by to his dear la- 
dies. 

Instead, however, of proceeding immediately 
to Mr. Lambert's lodging, the two gentlemen 
took the direction of the common, where, look- 
ing from Harry's windows, Mr. Sampson saw 
the pair in earnest conversation. First, Lam- 
bert smiled and looked roguish. Then, pres- 
ently, at a farther stage of the talk, he flung 
up both his hands and performed other gestures 
indicating surprise and agitation. 

" The boy is telling him," thought the Chap- 
lain. When Mr.' Warrington came back in an 
hour, he found his Reverence deep in the com- 
position of a sermon. Harry's face was grave 
and melancholy ; he flung down his hat, buried 
himself in a great chair, and then came from 
his lips something like an execration. 

" The young ladies are going, and our heart 
is affected?" said the Chaplain, looking up from 
his manuscript. 

" Heart!" sneered Harry. 

"Which of the young ladies is the conqueror. 
Sir? I thought the youngest's eyes followed 
you about at your bal]." 

"Confound the little termagant!" broke out 
Harry, " what does she mean by being so pert 
to me ? She treats me as if I was a fool I" 

" And no man is. Sir, with a woman !" said 
the scribe of the sermon. 

' ' Ain't they, Chaplain ?" And Harry growled 
out more naughty words expressive of inward 
disquiet. 

" By-the-way, have yon heard, any thing of 
your lost property ?" asked the Chaplain, pres- 
ently looking up from his pages. 

Harry said, "No 1" with another word, which 
I would not print for the world. 

" I begin to suspect, Sir, that there was more 
money than you like to own in that book. I 
wish I could find some." 

" There were notes in it," said Harry, very 
gloomily, "and — an^ papers that I am very 
sorry to lose. What the deuce has come of 
it ? I had it when we dined together." 

" I saw you put it in your pocket 1" cried the 
Chaplain. "I saw yon take it out and pay at 
the toy-shop a bill for a gold thimble and work- 
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box Tor one of jrour ;oung ladies. Of coarse 
yon hBTO BBked ihere, Sir?" 

"Of course I have," saj* Mr. Warriagton, 
plunged in melancholy. 

"Gumbo pnt you to bed, at least, if I re- 
member rigbt. I wai BO cat myself that I 
scarce remember any thing. Cbq yoa troot 
those block fellows, Sir?" 

" I cao trust him wilh my head. With my, 
head?" groaned out Hr. Warrington, bitterly. 
"I can't trust myself with it" 

"Oh that a man should pat an enemy into 
bis month to steal away bis brains !" 

" Yoa may well call it an enemy. Chaplain. 
Hang it, I hare a great mind lo make a tow 
never to drink another drop ! A fellow aays 
any ihinf; when he is in drink." 

The ChaplalD laughed. " Yoa, Sir," he 
«aid, "are close enough!" And the (ruth 
was, (hat, for the last few days, no i 
wine would unseal Mr. Warrington's lips, when 
the nnless Sampson by chance tooched on the 
subject of his patron's loss. - 

" And so the little country nymphs are gone, 
or going. Sir?" asked the Chaplain. "They 
were nice, fresh little things; but I think the 
mother was the finest woman of the three. I 
declare, a woman at five-and-thirty or so i 
her prime. What do yon say, Sir ?" 

Hr. Warrington looked, for a moment, 
kance at the clergyman. "Confound all wo- 
men, I say 1" muttered the young misogynist, 
For which sentiment eveiy well-conditioned 
person mill surely rebuke him. 



CHAPTER XXXV. 

ENTANaLEHENTS. 

Omi good Colonel bad, no doubt, taken conn- 
k1 with his good wife, and they had determined 
to remove their little Hetty as speedily as pos- 
sible onl of the reach of the chaimer. In com- 
plaints such as that under wbiih the poor litile 



maiden was supposed to be RufTeiiog, the rem- 
edy of absence and distance often acta effectual- 
ly with men ; but 1 believe women are not so 
easily cured by the alibi tieatment. Some of 
! them will go away ever so for, and for ever so 
long, and the obstinate disease hangs by them, 
spite of distance or climate. You may whip, 
abuse, torture, ioialt them, and still the 'little, 
deluded creatures will persist in their fidelity. 
Nay, if I may speak, af^r profound and extens- 
ive stndy and observation, there arc few better 
ways of secoring the foithfalnesa and admira- 
tion of the beantifnl partners of onr exislenee 
than a little judicious iil-treatmenl; a brisk dose 
of occaaiooat violence as an alterative, and for 
general and wholesome diet, a cooling but pret- 
ty constant neglect. . At sparing intervals, ad- 
minister small quantities of love and kindness ; 
bnt noteveiyday, or loo often, as this medicine, 
mnch taken, loses its effect. Those dear creat- 
ures who are the most indifferent (o their hus- 
bands, are those who are cloyed by too mnch 
surfeiting- of the sugar-plums and lollypops of 
Love. 1 have known a young being, with every 
with gratified, yawn in her adoring husband's 
face, and prefer the convenalion and petitt saing 
of the merest booby and idiot ; wbila, on the oth- 
er hand, I have seen Chloe — at whom Slre[A- 
on has flung his bootjack in the morning, or 
whom he luu cursed before the servants at din- 
ner — come cieeping and fondling to his knee at 
(ea-time, when he is comfortable after his little 
nap and his good wine, and pat his head and 
play bim his favorite tunes ; and when old John, 
(ho butler, or old tlary, tbe maid, comes in wilh 
the bed-candles, look round proudly, as much 
as to say, noio, John, look how good my dear- 
est Henry is I Make your game, gentlemen, 
then t There is the coaxing, fondling, adoring 
line, when yon are henpecked, and Louisa is 
indifferent, and bored out of her existence. 
There is tbe manly, selfish, eSisctiial system, 
where she answers to the whistle ; and comes 
in at "Down Charge;" and knows her mas- 
ter ; and frisks and fawns about him ; and nui- 
ilcs at bis knees; and "licks the hand that'a 
raised"-^ that's raised lo do her good, as (I quote 
from memory) Mr. Pope finely observes. What 
used the late lamented O'Connell to say, over 
whom a grateful cootitry has raised anch a mag- 
IBcent testimonial? "Hereditary bondsmen," 
a used to remark, "know ye not, wbo would 
be free, themselves must tMke iht bloa V Of 
I must, in political as in domesfe: c!r- 
np with yoar cudgels, my enslaved, 
injured boys ! 

Women will be pleased with these remarks, 
because they have such a taste for homor and 
nndorstand irony : and I should not be surprised 
if young Gmbstreet, who oorreaponds with 
three penny papers and describes the penoas 
versalion of gentlemen whom he meets 
clubs," will say, "I told you so! H« 
advocates the thrashing *ofvromenl He has 
no nobility of soul I He has no heart!" Nor 
have I, my eminent young Gmbstreet I anj 
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more than 70a have eart. Dear ladies ! I as- 
sare 70a I am only joking in the above remarks 
— ^I do not adTocate the thrashing of your sex 
at all — and, as you can't understand the com- 
monest bit of fan, beg leave flatly to tell you, 
that I consider your sex a hundred times more 
loving and faithful than ours. 

So what is the use of Hetty's parents taking 
her home, if the little maid intends to be just 
as fond of Harry absent as of Hany present ? 
Why not let her see him before Ball and Dob- 
bin are put to, and say '*Grood-by, Harry! I 
was very wilUhl and fractious last night, and 
jon were very kind: but good-by, Harry!" 
She will show no special emotion: she is so 
ashamed of her secret that she will not betray 
it. Harry is too much preoccupied to discover 
it for himself. He does not know what grief is 
lying behind Hetty's glances, or hidden under 
the artifice of her innocent young smiles. He 
has, periiaps, a care of his own. He will part 
from her calmly, and fancy she is happy to get 
back to her mnsic and her poultry and her 
flower-garden. 

He did not even ride part of the way home- 
ward by the side of his friend's carriage. He 
had some other party arranged for that after- 
noon, and when he returned thence, the good 
Lamberts were gone from Tunbridge Wells. 
There were their windows open, and the card 
in one of them signifying that the apartments 
were once more to let. A little passing sorrow 
at the blank aspect of the rooms lately enlivened 
by countenances so frank and friendly, may 
have crossed the young gentleman's mind ; but 
he dines at the White Horse at four o'clock, and 
eats his dinner and calls fiercely for his bottle. 
Poor little Hester will choke over her tea about 
the same hour when the Lamberts arrive to sleep 
at the house of their friends at Westerham. The 
young roses will be wan in her cheeks in the 
morning, and there will be black circles round 
her eyes. It was the thunder: the night was 
hot: she could not sleep: she will be better 
when she gets home again the next day. And 
home they come. There is the gate where he 
felL There is the bed he lay in, the chair in 
which he used to sit — what ages seem to have 
parsed I What a gulf between to-day and yes- 
terday! Who is that little child calling her 
chickens, or watering her roses yonder ? Are 
she and that girl the same Hester Lambert? 
Why, she is ever so much older than Theo now 
— ^Theo, who has always been so composed, and 
so clever, and so old for her age. But in a 
night or two Hester has lived—oh, long, long 
years ! So have many besides : and poppy and 
mandngora will never medicine them to the 
sweet sleep they tasted yesterday. 

.Maria Esmond saw the Lambert cavalcade 
drive away, and felt a grim relief. She looks 
with hot ejeB at Harry when he comes in to his 
aunt's card-tables, flushed with Barbeau's good 
wine. He laughs, rattles, in reply to his aunt, 
who asks him which of the girls is his sweet- 
heart ? He gayly ssys, he loves them both like 



sisters. He has never seen a better gentleman, 
nor better people than the Lamberts. Why is 
Lambert not a general ? He has been a most 
distinguished ofiicer: his Boyal Highness the 
Duke is very fond of him. Madame Bernstein 
says that Harry must make interest with Lady 
Yarmouth for his prot^d 

'*£lle'rawole de fous cher bedid anchel" 
says Madame Bernstein, mimicking the count- 
ess's German accent. The baroness is delight- 
ed with her boy's success. '* You carry off th^ 
hearts of all the old women, doesn't he, Maria ?'* 
she says with a sneer at her niece, who quivers 
under the stab. 

** You. were quite right, my dear, not to per- 
ceive that she cheated at cards, and you play 
like a grand seigneur," continues Madame de 
Bpmstein. 

*^ Did she cheat?*' cries Harry astonished. 
''I am sure, ma'am, I saw no unfair play." 

'* No more did I, my dear, but I am sure she 
cheated. Bah! every woman cheats. I and 
Maria included, when we can get a chance. 
But, when you play with the Walmoden, you 
don't do wrong to lose in moderation : and many 
men cheat in that way. Cultivate her. She 
lias taken a fancy to your beaux yeux. Why 
should your Excellency not be Governor of Vir- 
ginia, Sir ? You must go and pay your respects 
to the Duke and his Majesty at Kensington. 
The Countess of Yarmouth will be your best 
friend at Court." 

*' Why should you not introduce me, aunt?" 
asked Harry. 

The old lady's rouged cheek grew a little 
redder. **I am not in favor at Kensington," 
she said. '* I may have been once ; and there 
are no faces so unwelcome to kings as those 
they wish to forget. All of us want to forget 
something or somebody. I dare say our ingenu 
here would like to wipe a sum or two off the 
slate. Wouldst thou not, Harry ?" 

Hany turned red too, and so did Maria, and 
his aunt laughed one of those wicked laughs 
which are not altogether pleasant to hear. 
What meant those guilty signals on the cheeks 
of her nephew and niece ? What account was 
scored upon the memory of either which they 
were desirous to efface ? I fear Madame Bern- 
stein was right, and that most folks have some 
ugly reckonings written up on their consciences 
which we were glad to be quit of. 

Had Maria known one of the causes of Har- 
ry's disquiet, that middle-flged spinster would 
have been more ilnquiet still. For some days 
he had missed a pocket-book. He had remem- 
bered it in his possession on that day when he 
drank so much claret at the White HonFC, and 
Gumbo carried him to bed. He sought Yur it 
in the morning, but none of his servants had 
seen it. He had inquired for it at the White 
Horse, but there were no traces of it. He cuuld 
not cry the book, and eould only make very cau- 
tious inquiries respecting it. He must not have 
it known that the book was lost. A pretty con- 
dition of mind Lady Maria Esmond would be 
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in if she knew that the outpourings of her heart 
were in the hands of the public I The letters j 
contained all sorts of disclosures ; a hundred 
family secrets were narrated by the artless cor- 
respondent : there was eyer so much satire and 
abuse of persons with whom she and Mr. War- 
rington came in contact. There were expos- 
tulations about his attentions to other ladies. 
There was scorn, scandal, jokes, appeals^ pro> 
tests of eternal fidelity ; the usual farrago, dear 
madam, which you may remember you wrote to 
your Edward when you were engaged to him, 
and before you became Mrs. Jones. Would you 
like those letters to be read by any. one else? 
Do you recollect what you said about the Miss 
Browns in two or three of those letters, and 
the unfavorable opinion you expressed of ]^rs. 
'Thompson*s character? Do you happen to re- 
call the words which you used regarding Jones 
himself, whom you subsequently married (for 
in consequence of disputes about the settlements 
your engagement with Edward was broken off)? 
and would you like Mr. J. to see those remarks? 
You know you wouldn't. Then be pleased to 
withdraw that imputation which you have al- 
ready cast in your mind upon Lady Maria Es- 
mond. • No doubt her letters were very foolish, 
as most love-letters are ; but it does not follow 
that there was any thing wrong in them. They 
are foolish when written by young folks to one 
another, and how much more foolish when writ- 
ten by an old man to a young lass, or by an old 
lass to a young lad ! No wonder Lady Maria 
should not like her letters to be read. Why, 
the very spelling — but that didn't matter so 
much in her ladyship's days, and people are just 
as foolish now, though they spell better. No, 
it is not the spelling which matfers so much ; 
it is the writing at all. I for one, and for the 
future, am determined. never to speak or write 
my mind out regarding any thing or any body. 
I intend to say of every woman, that she is chaste 
and handsome ; of every man, that he is hand- 
some, clever, and rich ; of every book, that it is 
delightfully interesting ; of Snobmore's manners, 
that they are gentleman-like ; of Screwby's din- 
ners, that they are luxurious ; of Jawkins's con- 
versation, that it is lively and amusing ; of Xan- 
tippe, that she has a sweet temper; of Jezebel, 
that her color is natural ; of Bluebeard, that he 
really was most indulgent to his wives, and that 
very likely they died of bronchitis. What ! a 
word against the spotless Messalina ? What an 
unfavorable view of human nature! Whatl 
King Cheops was not a perfect monarch ? Oh, 
you railer at royalty and slanderer of all that is 
noble and good I When this book is concluded, 
I shall change the jaundiced livery which my 
books have worn since I began to lisp in num- 
bers, have rose-colored coats for them with cher- 
ubs on the cover, and all the characters within 
shall be perfect angeb. 

Meanwhile we are in« society of men and 
women from whose shoulders no sort of wings 
have sprouted as yet, and who, without any 
manner of doubt, have their little failing;^. 



There is Madame Bernstein: she has fallen 
asleep after dinner, and eating and drinking too 
much — those are her ladyship's little failings. 
Mr. Harry Warrington has gone to play a match 
at billiards with Count Canunboli: I suspect 
idleness is his failing. That is what Mr. Chai>- 
lain Sampson remarks to Lady Maria, as they 
are*talking together in a low tone, so as not to 
interrupt Aunt Bernstein's doze in the neighbor- 
ing room. 

**A gentleman of Mr. Warrington's means 
can afford to be idle, " says Lady Maria. " Why, 
sure you love cards and billiards yourself, my 
good Mr. Sampson ?" 

'* I don't say, madam, my practice is good, 
only my doctrine is sound," says Mr. Chaplain, 
with a sigh. '*This young gentleman should 
have some employment. He should appear at 
Court, and enter the service of his country, as 
befits a man of his station. He should settle 
down, and choose a woman of a suitable rank 
as his wife." Sampson looks in her ladyship's 
-face as he speaks. 

'* Indeed, my cousin is wasting his time,** 
says Lady Maria, blushing slightly. 

*'Mr. Warrington might see his relatives of 
his father's family," suggests Mr. Chaplain. 

'* Suffolk country boobies drinking beer and 
hallooing after foxes ! I don't see any thing to be 
gained by his frequenting them, Mr. Sampcion 1** 

**They are of an ancient family, of which 
the chief has been knight of the shire these 
hundred years," says the Chaplain. '*I have 
heard Sir Miles hath a daughter of Mr. Harry's 
age — and a beauty, too." 

*' I know nothing. Sir, about Sir Miles War- 
rington, and his daughters, and his beauties!** 
cries Maria, in a fluster. 

'* The baroness stirred — no — ^her ladyship is 
in a sweet sleep," says the ChapUdn, in a very - 
soft voice. **I fear, madam, for your lady- 
ship's cousin, Mr. Warrington. I fear for his 
youth ; for designing persons who may get about 
him ; for extravagances, follies, intrigues even 
into which he will be led, and into which every 
body will try to tempt him. His lordship, my 
kind patrsn, bade me to come and watch over 
him, and I am here accordingly, as your lady- 
ship knoweth. I know the follies of young 
men. Perliaps I have practiced them myself. 
I own it with a blush," adds Mr. Sampson, with 
much unction'^-not, however, bringing the prom- 
ised blush forward to corroborate the asserted 
repentance. 

** Between ourselves, I fear Mr. Warrington 
is in some trouble now, madam," continues the 
Chaplain, steadily looking at Lady Maria. 

** What, again?" shrieks the lady. 

'^Hush! Your ladyship's dear invalid!** 
whispers the Chaplain, again pointing towai^l 
Madame Bernstein. ** Do you think your cous- 
in has any partiality for any — any member of 
Mr. Lambert's family ? for example, Miss L«aiiw 
bert— ?" 

*' There is nothing between him and Miss 
Lambert," says Lady Miiia. 
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"Your ladyship is certain ?" 

** Women are said to have good eyes in snch 
matters, my good Sampson," says my lady, with 
an easy air. " I thought the little girl seemed 
to be following him." 

*' Then I am at faolt once more," the frank 
Chaplain said. *'Mr. Warrington said of the 
young lady, that she ought to go back to her 
doUf and called her a pert stuck-np little 
bossy." 

'* Ah !" sighed Lady Maria, as if reliered by 
the news. 

**Then, madam, there mnst be somebody 
else," said the Chaplain. *'Has he confided 
nothing to yonr ladyship?" 

" To me, Mr. Sampson ? What ? Where ? 
How?" exclaims Maria. 

'* Some six dayv agO) after we had been din- 
ing at the White Horse, and drinking too free- 
ly, Mr. Warrington lost a pocket-book contain- 
ing letters.*' 

''Letters?'* gasps Lady Maria. 

'' And probably more money than he likes to 
own," continues Mr. Sampson, with a grave 
nod of the head. *' He is very much disturbed 
about the book. We have both made cautious 
inquiries about it We have — Gracious pow- 
ers, is yonr ladyship ill ?" 

Here my Lady Maria gave three remarkably 
shrill screams, and tumbled off her chair. 

'' I will see the Prince. I have a right to 
see him. What's this?— Where am I?— What's 
the matter ?" cries Madame Bernstein, waking 
up from her sleep. She had been dreaming of 
old days, no- doubt. The old lady shook in all 
her limbs — ^her face was very much flushed. 
She stared about wildly a moment, and then tot- 
tered forward on her tortoiseshell cane. *' What 
— ^what's the matter ?" she asked again. * ' Have 
youkUledher, Sir?" 

''Some sudden qualm mnst have come ovfer 
her ladyship. Shall I cut her laces, madam ? 
or send for a doctor?" cries* the Chaplain, with 
every look of innocence and alarm. 

"What has passed between you. Sir?" asked 
the old lady, fiercely. 

" I give you my honor, madam, I have done 
I don't know what. I but mentioned that Mr. 
Warrington had lost a pocket-book containing 
letters, and my lady swooned, as you see." 

Madame Bernstein dashed water on her 
niece's face. A feeble moan told presently 
that the lady was coming to herself. 

The Baroness looked sternly after Mr. Samp- 
son, as she sent him away on his errand for the 
doctor. Her aunt's grim countenance was of 
Httle comfort to poor Maria when she saw it on 
waking up from her swoon. 

" What has happened ?" asked the younger 
lady, bewildered and gasping. 

" Hm ! l<m know best what has happened, 
Biadam, I suppose. What hath happened be- 
fore in our fismily?" cried the old Baroness, 
glaring at her niece with savage eyes. 

" Ah 1 yes ! the letters have been lost — nch 
lieber Himmcl!" And Marin, as she would 



sometimes do, when much moved, began to 
speak in the language of her mother. 

"Yes! the seal has been broken, and the 
letters have been lost. 'TIS the old story of the 
Esmonds," cried the elder, bitterly. 

"Seal broken, letters lost? What do yon 
mean, aunt ?" asked Maria, faintly. 

"I mean that my mother was the only hon- 
est woman that ever entered the family I'* cried 
the Baroness, stamping her'foot. " And she 
was a parson's daughter of no family in par- 
ticular, or she would have gone wrong, too. 
Good Heavens I is it decreed that we are all to 
be . . . ?" 

"To be what, madam ?" cried Maria. 

" To be what my Lady Queensberry said we 
were last night. To be what we aie! You 
know the word for it 1" cried the indignant old 
woman. " I say, what has come to the whole 
race? Your father's mother was an honest 
woman, Maria. Why did I leave her ? Why 
couldn't you remain so ?" ^ 

"Madam!" exclaims Maria, "I declare, be- 
fore Heaven, I am as — ^ 

"Bahl Don't madam me I Don't call 
Heaven to witness — there's nobody by I And 
if you swore to your innocence till the rest of 
your teeth dropped out of your mouth, my Lady 
Maria Esmond, I would not believe you !" 

"Ah! It was yon told him!" gasped Ma- 
ria. She recognized an arrow out of her aunt's 
quiver. 

"I saw some folly going on between you 
and the boy, and I told him that you were as 
old as his mother. Yes, I did! Do you sup- 
pose I am going to let Henry Esmond's boy 
fling himself and his wealth away upon such a 
battered old rock as yon ? The boy sha'n't be 
robbed and cheated in our family. Not a shil-' 
ling of mine shall any of you have if he comes 
to any harm among yon." 

'^Ah! you told him!" cried Maria, with a 
sudden burst of rebellion. " Well, then ! I'd 
have you to know that I don't care a penny, 
madam, for your paltry money ! I have Mr. 
Harry Warrington's word— yes, and his letters 
— and I know he will die rather than break 
it.# 

"He will die if he keeps it!" (Maria 
shrugged her shoulders.) " But you don't care 
for that — ^you've no more heart — " 

"Than my father's sister, madam!" cries 
Maria again. The younger woman, ordinarily 
submissive, had turned upon her persecutor. 

"Ah! Why did not I marry an honest 
man?" said the old lady, shaking her head, sad- 
ly. " Henry Esmond was noble and good, and 
|)erhaps might have made me so. But no, no 
— ^we have all got the taint in ns — ^all! You 
don't mean to sacrifice this boy, Maria ?" 

" Madame ma tante, do you take me for a 
fool at my age ?" asks Maria. 

" Set him free I PU give you five thousand 
pounds— in my — in my wiU, Maria. I will, on 
my honor!" 

" When you were young, and you liked Col- 
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onel Esmond, you threw bim aside for an earl, 
and the earji for a duke ?" 

"Yes." ' 

"Eh! JBon sang ne pent mentir! I have 
no money, I have no friends. My father was a 
spendthrift, my brother is a beggar. I have Mr. 
Warrington's word, and I know, madam, he will 
keep it. And that's what I tell j-our ladyship !" 
cries Lady Maria, with a wave of her hand. 
''Suppose my letters are published to all the 
world to-morrow ? Apr^s ? I know they con- 
tain things I would as leave not tell. Things 
not about me alone. Comment I Do you sup- 
pose there are no stories but mine in the fami- 
ly ? It is not my letters that I am afraid of, so 
long as I have hb, madaml Yes, his and his 
word, and I trust them both." 

"I will send to my merchant, and give you 
the money now, Maria^" pleaded the old lady. 

''No, I shall have my pretty Harry, and ten 
times five thousand pounds 1" cries Maria. 

"Nit till his mother's death, madam, .who is 
just your age!'* 

" We can afford to wait, aunt. At my age, 
as you say, I am not so eager as young chits for 
a husband." 

"But to wait my sister's death, at least, is a 
drawback?" 

"Offer me ten thousand pounds. Madam 
Tusher, and then we will see ! " cries Maria^ 

" I have not so much money in the world, 
Maria," said the old lady. 

" Then, madam, let me make what I can for 
myself!" says Maria. 

"Ah,ifheheaidyou?" 

" Apres ? I have his word. I know he will 
keep it. I can aflford to wait, madam," and she 
flung out of the room, just as the Chaplain re- 
turned. It was Madame Bernstein who want- 
ed cordials now. She was immensely moved 
and shocked by the news which had been thus 
suddenly brought to her. 

CHAPTER XXXVI. 

WHICH SEEMS TO MEAN MISCHIEF. 

Though she had clearly had the worQt ofthe 
battle described in the last chapter, the Bailb- 
ess Bernstein, when she next met her niece, 
showed no rancor or anger. "Of course, my 
Lady Maria," she said, "you can't suppose that 
I, as Hany Warrington's near relative, can be 
pleased at the idea of his marrying a woman 
who is as old as his mother, and has not a penny 
to her fortune ; but if he chooses to do so silly 
a thing, the affair is none of mine ; and I doubt 
whether I should have been much inclined to be 
taken au serieux with regard to that offer of five 
thousand pounds which I made in the heat of 
our talk. So it was already at Castlewood that 
this pretty affair was arranged ? Had I known 
how far it had gone, my dear, I should have 
spared some needless opposition. When a 
pitcher is broken, what railing can mend it?" 

"Madam!" here interposed Maria. 

"Pardon me — I mean nothing against your 



ladyship's honor or character, which, no doubt, 
are quite safe. Harry says so, and you say so 
— what more can one ask?" 

"You have talked to Mr. Warrington, mad- 
am?" 

"And he has owned that he made yon a 
promise at Castlewood : that yon h^e it in bis 
writing." 

' ' Certainly I have, madam !" says Lady Maria. 

" Ah !" (the elder lady did not wince at this.) 
"And I own, tod, that at first I put a wrong 
construction upon the tenor of your letters to 
him. Thej implicate other members of the 
family — ^" 

" Who have spoken most wickedly of me, 
and endeavored to prejudice me in every way 
in my dear Mr. Warrington's eyes. Yes, mad- 
am, I own I have written against them, to jus- 
tify myself." 

" But, of course, are pained to think that any 
wretch should get possession of stories to the 
disadvantage of our family, and make them 
public scandaL Hence your disquiet just now." 

"Exactly so," said Lady Maria. "From 
Mr. Warrington I could have nothing conceal- 
ed henceforth, and spoke freely to him. But 
that is a ver}' different thing from wishing all 
the world to know the disputes of a noble fam- 
ily."- 

"Upon my word, Maria, I admire jou, and 
have done yon injustice these — tbese twenty 
years, let us say." 

"I am very glad, madam, that you end by 
doing me justice at all," said the niece. 

" When I saw you last night, opening the 
ball with my nephew, can you guess what I 
thought of, my dear?" 

"I really have no idea what the Baroness 
de Bernstein thought. of," said Lady Maria, 
haughtily. 

'*I remembered that you had perfbnned to 
that very tune with the dancing-master at Ken- 
sington, my dear!" 

" Madam, it was an infamoua calumny." 

"By which the poor dancing-master got a 
cndgeUng for nothing!" 

"It is cruel and unkind, madam, to recall 
that calumny — and I shall beg to decline living 
any longer with any onB who otters it,'* con- 
tinued Maria, with great spirit. 

"You wish to go home? I can fan<7 yon 
won't like Tunbridge. It will be very hot for 
you if those letters are found.** 

" There was not a word against yon in them, 
mndam: about that I can make yonr mind 
easy." 

" So Harry said, and did your ladyship jus- 
tice. Well, my dear, we are tired of one an- 
other, and shall be better apart for a while." 

"That is precisely my own opinion," said 
Lady Maria, dropping a conrtesy. 

" Mr. Sampson can escort you to Castlewood. 
You and your maid can take a post-chaise." 

" We can take a post-chaise, and Mr. Samp- 
son can escort me," echoed the younger lady. 
" You see, madam, I act like a dutiful niece." 
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"Do voa kooir, m; dear, I have a nolion 
that Sampson has got the letters?" aaid the 
Baroness, fraolily. 

"I confess that tuch a notion haS pasted 
throDgh mj own mind." 

" And Tou waot la go home in the chaise, 
and coax the letters from him? Delilah! 
Well, they con be no Rood to me, and I trust 
jon maj' |{et theiji. When will joa go? The 
sooner the better, joa say 7 Wa are women 
of the Tortd, Maria, Ws only cull names 
when we are in a passion. We don't nant each 
other's company; and we part on good terms. 
Shall we RO tu my Lady Yarmouth's 7 Tis her 
nighL There is nothing like a change of scene 
after one of those little nerroai attacks you hare 
had, and cards drive away nnpleasaiit thoughts 
better than any doctor." 

Lady Maria agreed to go to Lady Yarmonlh's 
cards, and iras dressed and ready first, await- 
ing her aunt in the drawing-room. Madame 
Bernstein, as she came down, remarked Maria's 
door was left open. " She has the letters upon 
her," thought the old lady. And the pair went 
off to their entertainment in their respective 
chairs, and exhibited toward each other that 
charming cordiality and respect which women 
can show afber, and eren daring, the bitterest 
qnarrels. 

That night, on their ictam froDi Ibtt Connt- 
ees's drum, Mrs. Brett, Madame Bernstein's 
maid, presented herself to my Lady Maria's 
call, when that lady rang her hand-bell npon 
retiring to her room. Bclty, Mrs. Brett was 
ashamed (o say, was not in a fit stale (o come 
beforo my lady. Betty had been a-jnnkcting 
and merry-making with Mr. Warrington's bUck 
gentlemsn, with my Lord Samborongh's valet, 
and several more ladies and gentlemen of that 
station, and the liquor — Mrs. Brett was shocked 
to onn it — had proved too much for Mn. Betty. 
Should Mn. Brett undress my lady 7 My lady 
•aid she would undress without a maid, aiyl 
gave Mr*. Biett leave to withdraw. '■ She has 



the letters in her stay*," thought 
Madame Bernstein. They had 
bidden each other an amicable 
good-night on (be stairs. 

Mrs. Betty had a ic9lding the 
Dext morning, when she came to 
wait npon her mistress, from (he 
clo)iet adjoining Lady Maria's 
■penment in which Betty lay. 
She owned, with contrition, her 
panisliiy for mm-punch, which 
Mr. Gumbo had the knack of 
brewing most delicate. She 
took her scolding with meek- 
ness, and, having performed her 
usual duties about her lady's per- 

Kow Betty was one of ihe 
Casilewood girls who had been 
so fascinated by Gumbo, and 
^— was a very good-looking, blue- 

eyed la»s, upon whcm Mr. Case, 
Madame Bernstein's confidential man, had alfo 
cast Ihe eyes of affection. Hence, between 
Messrs. Onmbo and Case there had been jeal- 
ousies, and even quarrels; which had caused 
Gumbo, who was of a peaccftd disposition, to 
be rather shy of the Baroness's gentlemen, the 
chief of whom vowed be would break Ihe bones 
or have the life of Gumbo, if be peisisted in hia 
attentions to Mrs. Betly. 

But, on the night of the mm-punch, ibongh 
Mr. Case found Gumbo and Mrs. Betty whis- 
pering in the door-way, in the cool breeie, and 
Gumbo would have turned pate with fear bad 
he been able so to do, no one could be mote 
gracious than Mr. Case. Il was he who pro- 
posed the bowl of punch, which was brewed and 
drnnk in Mrs. Betty's room, and which Gumbo 
concocted with exqniiiite skill. He compliment- 
ed Gumbo on his music. Though a sober man 
ordinarily, he insisted upon more and more 
drinlting, until poor Mrs. Betly was reduced to 
the suto which occasioned lier lady's just cen- 

As for Mr. Case himself, who lay one of the 
honse, he was so ill with the punch chat he kept 
his bed the whole of the next day, and did not 
get strength to make bis appearance, and wait 
on his ladies, nntil supper-time; when his mis- 
tress good-naturedly rebuked him, saying that 
it was not often he sinned in that way. 

" Why, Case, I could have made oath it was 
you I saw on horseback this morning galloping 
on the Iiondon road," said Mr. Watringlon, who 
was supping with his relatives. 

" Me 1 hiw bless jou. Sir I I ira%abed, and 
I thought my head would cojae off with the ach- 
ing. I ate a bit at six o'clock, and drunk a deal 
of small beer, and I'm almost my own man 
again now. But that Gumbo, saving yonr 
honor's presence, I won't taste none of his 
punch again." And the honest major-domo 
went on with his duties among the bottles and 
glasses. 

As they sale after their meal Madame Bern- 
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stein was friendly enough. She prescribed 
strong fortifying drinks for Maria against the 
recurrence of her fainting fits. The ladj had 
snch attacks not nnfreqaentlj. She ui^d her 
to consult her London physician, and to send 
up an account of her case by Harry. B/ Har- 
ry? asked the lady. Yes. Harry was going 
for two days on an errand for his aunt to Lon- 
don. '* I do not'Care to tell you, my dear, that 
it is on business which will do him good. I 
wish Mr. Draper to put him into Ay will ; and 
as I am going trareling upon a round of visits 
when you and I part, I think, for security, I 
shall ask Mr. Warrington to- take my trinket- 
box in his post-chaise to London with him, for 
there have been robberies of late, and I have no 
fancy for being stopped by highwaymen.*' 

Maria looked blank at the notion of the yoigfig 
gentleman's departure, but hoped that she might 
have his escort back to Castlewood, whitb^ her 
elder brother had now returned. " Nay, says 
his aunt, <' the lad hath been tied to our apron- 
strings long enough. A day in London will do 
him no harm. He can perform my errand for 
me and be back with you by Saturday." 

'* I would offer to accompany Mr. Warring- 
ton, but I preach on Friday before her lady- 
ship,*' said Mr. Sampson. He was anxious that 
my Lady Yarmouth should judge of his powers 
as a preacher ; and Madame Bernstein had ex- 
erted her influence with the king's favorite to in- 
duce her to hear the Chaplain. 

Harry relished the notion of a rattling jour- 
ney to London and a day or two of sport there. 
He promised that his pistols were good, and that 
he would hand the diamonds over in safety to 
the banker's strong-room. Would he occupy 
his aunt's London house ? No, that would be 
a dreary lodging with only a housemaid and a 
groom in charge of it. He would go to the 
Star and Garter in Pall Mali, or to an inn in 
Covent Garden. ** Ah I I have often talked 
over that journey," pid Harry, his countenance 
saddening. 

'SAnd with whom, Sir ?" asked Lady Ma- 
ria. 

''With one who promised to make it with 
me," said the young man, thinking, as he al- 
ways did, with an extreme tenderness of the 
lost brother. 

*' He has more heart, my good Maria, than 
Home of us!" says Harry's aunt, witnessing his 
emotion. Uncontrollable gusts of grief would, 
not nnfrequently, still pass over our young man. 
The parting from his brother ; the scenes and 
circumstances of George's fall last year; the 
recollectioB of his words, or of some excursion 
at home which they had planned together, would 
recur to him and overcome him. ''I doubt, 
madam," whispered the Chaplain, demurely, to 
Madame Bernstein, after one of these bursts of 
sorrow, *' whether some folks in England would 
suffer quite so much at the death of their elder 
brother.** 

But, of course, this sorrow was not to be per- 
petual { and we can fancy Mr. Warrington set- 



ting out on his London journey eagerly enough, 
and very gay and happy, if it must be owned, to 
be rid of his elderly attachment. Yes. There 
was no help for it. At Castlewood, on one un- 
lucky evening, he had made an offer of his heart 
and himself to his mature cousin, and she had 
accepted the foolish lad's offer. But the mar- 
riage now was out of the question. He must 
consult his mother. She was the mistress for 
lifQ of the Virginian property. Of courae she 
would refuse her consent to such a union. The 
thought of it was deferred to a late period. 
Meanwhile it hung like a weight round the 
young man*s neck, and caused him no snudl re- 
morse and disquiet. 

No wonder that his spirits rose more gayly as 
he. canie near London, and that he looked with 
delight from his post-chaise windows upon the 
city as he advanced toward it. No highway- 
man stopped our traveler on Blackheath. Yon- 
der are the gleaming domes of Greenwich, can- 
opied with woods. There is the famdus Thames, 
with its countless shipping ; there actually is the 
Tower of London. Look, Gumbo! ''There is 
the Tower ! " " Yes, master, " says Gumbo, who 
has never heard of the Tower; but Harry has, 
and remembers how he has read about it in 
Howell's Medulla, and how he and his brother 
used to play at the Tower, .and he thinks with 
delight now, how he is actually going to see 
the armor and the jewels and the lions. Thej 
pass through Southworth and over that famous 
London Bridge which was all covered with 
houses like a street two years ago. Now there 
is only a single gate left, and that is coming 
down. Then the chaise rolls through the city ; 
Vid, "Look, Gumbo, that is Saint PauVsT* 
" Yes, master ; Saint Paul's !" says Gumbo^ ob- 
sequiously, bat little struck by the beauties of 
the architecture; and so by the well-known 
course we reach the Temple, and Gumbo and 
his master look up with awe at the rebel heads 
on Temple Bar. 

The ehaise drives to Mr. Dnipei^s chambers 
in Middle Temple Lane, where Harry handed 
the precious box over to Mr. Draper, and a let> 
ter from his aunt, which the gentleman re«d 
with some interest seemingly, and carefully put 
away. He then consigned the trinket-box to 
his strong-closet, went into the adjoining rocmi, 
taking his clerk with him, and then was at Mr. 
Warrington's service to take him to a hotel. A 
hotel in Covent Garden was fixed upon as the 
best place for his residence. "I shall hare to 
keep you for two or three days, Mr. Warring- 
ton," the lawyer said. " I don't think the pa- 
pers which the Baroness wants can be ready 
until then. Meanwhile I am at your service 
to see the town. I live out of it myself, and 
have a little box at Camberwell,' where I shall 
be proud to have the honor of entertaining Mr. 
Warrington ; but a young man, I sappose, will 
like his inn and his liberty best. Sir." 

Harry said yes, he thought the inn woold he 
best, and the post-chaise and a clerk of Mr. 
Draper's inside was dispatched to the Bedford, 
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whither the two gentlemen agreeil to walk on I joanf; gentlemtn nnnieroiu itoriea regarding 
foot. his nnccitDTS of Cagtiewood. Of the present 

Mr. Draper and Mr. WsTringtontatand talk- Earl Mr. Draper trai no longer the agent: bii 
ed for a while. The Drapers, father and ion, father and his lordship had had difiarences, and 
bad been lawyen time ont of mind to the Ei- hialordihip'ibnrineu had been taken eliewhere: 
mond iuoilj, and th^ attome; related to the I hnt the Baronew waa itiil their honored client, 
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and very happy indeed was Mr. Draper to think 
that her ladyship was so well disposed toward 
her nephew. 

^s they were taking their hats to go out, 
a young clerk of the house stopped his prin- 
cipal in the passage, and said, **If you please, 
Sir, them papers of the Baroness was given 
to her ladyship's man, Mr. Case, two days 
ago." 

"Just please to mind your own business, 
Mr. Brown," said the lawyer, rather sharply. 
"This way, Mr. Warrington. Our Temple 
stairs are rather dark. Allow me to show yon 
the way." 

Harry saw Mr. Draper darting a Parthian 
look of anger at Mr. Brown. ** So it wcu Case 
I saw on the London Road two days ago," he 
thought. '^ What business brought the old fox 
to London ?'* Wherewith, not choosing to be 
inquisitive about other folks* afiairs, he dismiss- 
ed the subject from his mind. 

Whither should they go first ? First, Hany 
was for going to see the place where his grand- 
father and Lord Castlewood had fought a duel 
fifty-six years ago, in Leicester Field. Mr. 
Draper knew the place well, and all about the 
story. They might take Covent Garden on their 
way to Leicester Field, and see that Mr. War- 
rington was comfortably lodged. And order 
dinner, says Mr. Warrington. ' No, Mr. Draper 
could not consent to that. Mr. Warrington 
must be so obliging as to honor him on that 
day. In fact, he had made so bold as to order 
a collation from the Cock. Mr. Warrington 
could not decline an invitation so pressing, and 
walked away gayly with his friend, passing un- 
der that arch where the heads were, and taking 
off his hat to them, much to the lawyer's aston- 
ishment. 

*' They were gentlemen who died for their 
king, Sir» My dear brother George and I al- 
ways said, we would salute *em when we saw 
'em," Mr. Warrington said. 

" You'll have a mob at your heels if you do, 
Sir," said the alarmed lawyer. 

** Confound the mob, Sir,">said Mr. Harry, 
loftily, but the passers-by, thinking about their 
own affairs, did inot take any notice of Mr. 
Warrington's conduct ; «nd ho walked up the 
thronging Strand, gazing with delight upon all 
he saw, remembering, I dare say, for all his life 
after, the sights and impressions there presented 
to him, but maintaining a discreet reserve ; 
for he did not care to let the lawver know how 
much he was moved, or the public perceive that 
he was a stranger. He did not hear much of 
his companion's talk, thongh the latter chattered 
ceaselessly on the way. Nor was Mr. Draper 
displeased by the young Virginian's silent and 
haughty demeanor. A hundred years ago a 
gentleman was a gentleman, and his attorney 
his very humble servant. 

The chamberlain at the Bedford showed Mr. 
Warrington to his rooms, bowing before him 
with delightful obsequiousness, for Gumbo had 
already trumpeted his master's greatness, and 



Mr. Draper's clerk announced that the new- 
comer was a **high fellar." Then, the rooms 
surveyed, the two gentlemen went to Leicester 
Field, Mr. Gumbo strutting behind his master ; 
and, having looked at the scene of his grand- 
sire's wound, and poor Lord Castlewood's trag- 
edy, they returned to the Temple to Mr. Dra- 
per's chambers. 

Who was that shabby-looking big man Mr. 
Warrington bowed to as they went out after din- 
ner for a walk in the gardens ? That was Mr. 
Johnson, an author, whom he had met at Tun> 
bridge Wells. **Take the advice of a man of 
the world, Sir," says Mr. Draper, eying the 
shabby man of letters very superciliously. " The 
less yon have to do with that kind of person the 
better. The business we have into our office 
about them literary men is not very pleasant, I 
can tell you." " Indeed 1" says Mr. Warring- 
ton. He did not like his new friend the more 
as the latter grew more familiar. The theatres 
were shut. Should they go to Sadler's Wells? 
or Marybone Gardens ? or Ranelagh ? or how ? 
"Not Ranelagh," says Mr. Draper ; *' because 
there's none of the nobility in town ;" but, see- 
ing in the newspaper that at the entertainment 
at Sadler's Wells, Islington, there would be the 
most singular kind of diversion on eight hand- 
bells by Mr. Franklyn, as well as the surprising 
performances of Signora Catherina, Harry wise- 
ly determined that he would go to Marybone 
Gardens, where they had a concert of music, a 
choice of tea, coffee, and all sorts of wines, and 
the benefit of Mr. Draper's ceaseless conversa- 
tion. The lawyer*s obsequiousness only ended 
at Harry's bedroom door, where, with haughty 
grandeur, the young gentleman bade his talka- 
tive host good-night. 

The next morning, Mr. Warrington, arrajed 
in his brocade bed-gown, took his breakfiut, read 
the newspaper, and eiyoyed his ease in his inn. 
He read in the paper news from his own coun- 
try. And when he saw the words, Williams- 
hxarg, Virginia, June 7th, his eyes grew dim 
somehow. He had just had letters by that 
packet of June 7th ; but his mother did not tell 
how, *^ A great number of the principal gentiy 
of the colony have associated themselves under 
the 4!ommand^Df the Honorable Peyton Ran- 
dolph, Esquire, to march to the relief of their 
distressed fellow-subjects, and revenge the cmel- 
ties of the French and their barbarous allies. 
They are in a uniform ; viz., a plain blue frock, 
nankeen or brown waistcoats and breeches, and 
plain hats. They are armed each with a lighi 
firelock, a brace of pistols, and a cutting sword. " 

**Ah, why ain't we there, Gumbo?" cried 
out Harry. 

'* Why ain*t we dar ?" shouted Gnmbo. 

"Why am I here, dangling at women's 
trains ?" continued the Virginian. 

"Think dangling at women's trains reir 
pleasant, Master Harry!" says the material- 
istic Gumbo, who was also very little affected 
by some further home news which his master 
read ; viz., that TTie Lovely Saily, Viiginia ship. 
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had be«n taken in aght oF port by > French 

And DOW rending ibat the finest mare in En- 
gUnd, and a pair of lecy fcenleei bay geldings, 
were to be gold at tbe Ball Inn, the lower end 
of llatton Garden, Harry determined to go and 
look at the animali, and inquired hia way to 
the place. He then and there bought the gen- 
teel bay geldinga, and pud for them with eaay 
geoeroiity. He never laid what he did on ihut 
day, being thy of appearing like a stranger j 
bnt it it belieTed that he loo^^ coach and went 
to Weitminiter Abbey, from which he bide the 
coachman drive him to the Tower, then to Mrs. 
Salmon'! Wnx-woik, then to Hyde Park and 
Keniington Palace ; then he had given oFden 
to go to the Royal Exchange ; bat catching a 
glimpse of Covent Gaiden, on his way to the 
Exchange, he bade Jehu take biiD to bis inn, 
and cnl short bisennmeratnmof places to which 
he had been by SinginQ the fellow a gainea. 

Mr. Draper had called in his absence, and 
■aid he wonld coiae again ; but Mr. Warring- 
ton, having dined smnptnoosly by himse" 
off nimbly to Hatybone Gardens again, 
Mme noble company. 

As he issned tbrtb the next day, the bells of 
St. Fanl's, Covertt Garden, were ringing for 
morning prayers, and reminded him that friend 
SampaoD wm goingtopreach his sermoiL Har- 
ry smiled. He had began to have a shrewd 
andjast opinion of theTsloe of Mr. Sampson's 



CHAPTER XXXVn. ' 

HI WHICH TAUODH MATCHBB ABB FODDHT. 

Rbadiho in tbe I^ndon Advertinr, which 
mta MTTed to his worship with hii breakfast, 
an ioviutioD to all lovers of manly British 
iport to come and witness a trial of skill be- 
tween the groat champions Satton and Figg, 
Ht. Wamngton detennined npon attending 



these peHormancea, and accordingly proceeded 
to the Wooden House, in Marybone Fields, 
driving thither the pair of horses which he had 
purchased on the previons day. Tbe young 
charioteer did not know the road veiy well, and 
veered and tacked very mnqb more than was 
needful upon bis journey flrom Corent Garden, 
losing himself in the green lanes behind &(r. 
Whitfield's round tabernacle of Tottenham Road, 
and the fields in the midst of which Middlesex 
Hospital stood; He reached his destination at 
length, however, and found no small company 
auemliled to witness the valorous achievements 
of the two champions. 

A crowd of London blackguards was gathered 
round the doors of this temple of British valor ; 
together with the horses and eqnipogei of a few 
persons of fashion, who came, like Mr. War- 
rington, (o paironiie the sport. A variety of 
beggars and cripples bustled round the yonng 
genllemiia, and whined to him fot cbarily. 
Shoeblack boys tumbled over each other for the 
privilege of blacking his honor's hoots ; nosegay 
; women and flying fruiterers plied Mr. Gumho 
j with their wares ; piemen, pads, tramps, strollers 
of every variety hung round tbe battle ground. 
A flag was flying upon the building ; and, on 
< to the stage in front, accompanied by a drum. 
mer and a bom-blower, a manager repeatedly 
iiiBued to announce to the crowd that the noble 
English sports were just about to begin. 

Mr. Wnninglon paid bis money, and was 
accommodated with a seat in a gallery com- 
manding a periect view of the platform whereon 
the sports were pertbrmed; Mr. Gumbo took 
his seat in ihe amphitheatre lielowj or, when 
tired, issued forth into tbe outer world ut drink 
a pot of beer, or play a game at catdi with his 
brother lackeys, and Ihe gentlemen's coachmen 
on tbe lioxes of tbe carriages waiting without. 
Lackeys, liveries, footmen— the old sodeiy wat 
encumbered with a prodigiousquantity of these. 
Gentle men or women could scarce move with- 
out one, sometimes two or three, vassals in at- 
tendance. Every theatre had its footman's gal- 
lery : an army of the liveried race hustled round 
every chapel-door: they swarmed in ante-rooms; 
they sprawled in halls and on landings: they 
guziletl, devoured, debauched, cheated, played 
cards, bullied visitors for vails: — that nol>le old 
race of footmen is well-nigh gone, A few thou- 
sand of them may sifllbe left among us. Grand, 
tail, beautiful, melancholy, we still behold them 
on levee days, with their nosegays and their 
buckles, their plush "and their powder. So have 
I teen in America specimens, nay camps and 
villages of tied Indians. Bottheraceisdoomed. 
The fatal decree hasgonefbrtb, and Uncos with 
hia tomahawk and eagle's plume, and Jeames 
with his cocked hat and long cane, are poasing 
ont of tbe world where iboy once walked in 
glorj. 

Before the principal combatants made their 
appearance, minor warriors and exercises were 
exhibited. A boxing match came off, but nei- 
ther of tbe men were very gome or severely 
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punished, so that Mr. Warrington and the rest 
of the spectators had hat little pleasure ont of 
that encounter. Then ensned some cudgel- 
playing ; hut the heads hroken were of so little 
note, and the wounds given so trifling and un- 
satisfactory, that no wonder the company began 
to hiss, grumble, and show other signs of dis- 
content. * *■ The masters, the masters I " shouted 
the people, whereupon those famous champions 
at length thought fit to appear. 

The first who walked up the steps to the stage 
was the intrepid Sutton, sword in hand, who 
saluted the company with his warlike weapon, 
making an especiaT bow and salute to a private 
box or gallery in which sate a stout gentleman, 
who was seemingly a person of importance. 
Sutton was speedily followed by the famous 
Figg, to whom the stout gentleman waved a 
hand of approbation. Both men were in their 
shirts, their heads were shaven clean, but bore 
the cracks and scars of many former glorious 
battles. On his burly sword arm, each intrepid 
champion wore an **armiger,'* or ribbon of his 
color. And now the gladiators shook hands, 
and, as a contemporary poet says : *' The word 
It was bilboe."* 

At the commencement of the combat the 
great Figg dealt a blow so tremendous at his 
opponent, that had it encountered the other's 
honest head, that comely noddle would have 
been shorn off as clean as the carving-knife 
chops the carrot. Bat Sutton received his ad- 
versary's blade on his own sword, while Figg's 
blow was delivered so mightily that the weapon 
brake in his hands less constant than the heart 
of him who wielded it. Other swords were 
now delivered to the warriors. The first blood 
drawn spouted from the panting side of Figg 
amidst a yell of delight from Sutton's sup- 
porters ; but the veteran appealing to his audi- 
ence, and especially, as it seemed, to the stout 
individual in the private gallery, showed that 
his sword broken in the previous encounter had 
caused the wound. 

While the parley occasioned by this incident 
was going on, Mr. Warrington saw a gentleman 
In a riding-frock and plain scratch wig enter 
the box devoted to the stout personage, and rec- 
ognized with pleasure his Tunbridge Wells 
friend, my Lord of March and Ruglan. Lord 
March, who was by no means prodigal of po- 
liteness, seemed to show singular deference to 
the stout gentleman, and Harry remarked how 
his lordship received, with a profound bow, some 
bank bills which the other took out from a pock- 
et-book and handed to him. While thus en- 
gaged, Lord March spied out our Virginian, 
and, his inteniew with the stout personage fin- 
ished, my lord came over to Harry's gallery 
and warmly greeted his young friend. They 
sat and beheld the combat waging with various 
success, but with immense skill and valor on 
both sides. After the warriors had sufficiently 



* The antiquarian reader knows the pleaaant poem in 
the lizth volume of Dodaley's Collection, in whioh the 
above combat ii described. 



fought with swords, they fell to with the quar- 
ter-staff, and the result of this long and delight- 
ful battle was,' that victory remained with her 
ancient champion Figg. 

While the warriors were at battle, a thunder- 
storm had broken ovbr the building, and Mr. 
Warrington gladly enough accepted a seat in 
my Lord March's chariot, leaving his own phae- 
ton to be driven honie by his groom. Harry 
was in great delectation with the noble sight he 
had witnessed : he pronounced this indeed to 
be something like sport, and of the best he had 
seen since his arrival in England ; and, as usual, 
associating any pleasure which he enjoyed with 
the desire that the dear companion of his boy- 
hood should share the amusement in com- 
mon with him, he began by sighing out, ^*I 
wish" .... then he stopped. '*No I don't," 
says he. 

"What do yon wish and what don*t you 
wish ?" asks Lord March. 

*' I was thinking, my lord, of my elder broth- 
er, and wished he had been with me. We had 
promised to have our sport together, at home, 
you see; and many's the time we talked of 
it. But he wouldn't have liked this rough sort 
of sport, and didn't care for fighting, though 
he was the bravest lad alive.'* 

*' Oh I he was the bravest lad alive, was be ?" 
asks my lord, lolling on his cushion, and eying 
his Virginian fnend with some curiosity. 

** You should have seen him in a quarrel with 
a very gallant officer, our friend — an absurd 
affair, but it was hard to keep George off him. 
I never saw a fellow so cool, nor more savage and 
determined, God help me. Ah ! I wish for the 
honor of the country, you know, that he could 
have come here instead of me, and shown you 
a real Virginian gentleman." 

"Nay, Sir, you'll do veiy well. What is 
this I hear of Lady Yarmouth taking you into 
favor?" said the amused nobleman. 

**I will do as well as another. I can ride, 
and, I think, I can shoot better than Greorge \ 
but then my brother had the head. Sir, the 
head!" says Harry, tapping his own honest 
skull. " Why, I give you my word, my lord, 
that he had read almost every book that was 
ever written ; could play both on the fiddle and 
harpsichord, could compose poetry and sermons 
most elegant What can I do ? I am only good 
to ride and play at cards^and drink Burgundy.** 
And the penitent hung down his head. **But 
them I can do as well as most fellows, you see. 
In fact, my lord, FU back myself," he resumed, 
to the other's great amusement 

Lord March relished the young man's luzfE-f <«, 
as the jaded voluptuary still to the end always 
can relish the juicy, wholesome mutton-chop. 
"By gad, Mr. Warrington," says he, "you 
ought to be taken to Exeter 'Change, and put 
in a show." 

"And for why?" 

"A gentleman from Virginia who haa lost 
his elder brother and absolutely regrets him. 
The breed ain't known in this country. Upon 
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my honor and conscience, I believe that you 
would like to have him back again/* 

•* Believe !" cries the Virginian, growing red 
in the face. 

"That is, yon believe, you believe you would 
like him back again. But depend on it you 
wouldn't. Tis not in human nature, Sir ; not 
as I read it, at least. Here are some fine houses 
we are coming to. That at the corner is Sir 
Richard Littleton's, that great one was my Lord 
Bingle/s. 'Tis a pity they do nothing better 
with this great empty space of Cavendish Square 
than fence it with these unsightly boards. By 
(jeorge ! I don't know where the town's run- 
ning. There's Montagu House made into a 
confounded Don Saltcro's museum, with books 
and stuffed birds and rhinoceroses. ' They have 
actually run a carsed cut — New Road they call 
it — ^at the back of Bedford House Gardens, and 
spoiled the Duke's comfort, though, I guess, they 
will console him in the pocket I don't know 
where the town will stop. Shall we go down 
Tyburn Road and the Park, or through Swallow 
Street,* and into the habitable quarter of the 
town ? We can dine at Fall Mall, or, if you 
like, with you ; and we can spend the evening 
as you like — ^with the Qaeen of Spades, or . . .** 

** With the Queen of Spades, if your lordship 
pleases," says Mr. Warrington, blushing. So 
the equipage drove to bis hotel in Covent Gar- 
den, where the landlord came forward with his 
usual obsequiousness, and recognizing my Lord 
of March and Rnglan, bowed his wig on to my 
lord's shoes in his humble welcomes to his lord- 
ship. A rich young English peer in the reign 
of George the Second ; a wealthy patrician in 
the reign of Augustus ; — which would you rather 
have been ? There is a question for any young 
gentlemen's debating clubs of the present day. 

The best English dinner which could be pro- 
duced, of course, was at the service of the young 
Virginian and his noble friend. After dinner 
came wine in plenty, and of quality good enough 
even for the epicurean earl. Over 'the Vine 
there was talk of going to see the fire-works at 
Vanxhall, or else of cards. Harry, who had 
never seen a fire- work beyond an exhibition of a 
doien squibs at Williamsbui^gh on the fifth of 
November (which he thought a sublime display), 
would have liked the Vauxhall, but yielded to 
his guesf s preference for picquet ; and they were 
very soon absorbed in that game. 

Harry began by winning as usual ; but, in the 
coarse of half an hour, the luck turned and fa- 
vored my Lord March, who was at first very 
sorly, when Mr. Draper, Mr. Warrington's man 
of bosiness, came bowing into the room, where 
he accepted Harry's invitation to sit and drink. 
Mr. Warrington always asked every body to sit 
and drink, and partake of his best. Had he a 
crust, he would divide it ; had he a haunch, he 
would share it ; had he a jug of water, he would 
drink about with a kindly spirit ; had he a bot- 
tle of Burgundy, it was gayly drunk with a 
thirsty friend. And don't fancy the virtue is 
common. You read of it in books, my dear 



Sir, and fancy that you have it yourself because 
you give six dinners of twenty people and pay 
your acquaintance all round ; but the welcome, 
the friendly spirit, the kindly heart? Believe 
me, these are rare qualities in our selfish world. 
We may bring them with us from the country 
when we are young, but they mostly wither aft- 
er, transplantation, and droop and perish in the 
stifling London air. 

' Draper did not care for wine very much, but 
it delighted the lawyer to be in the company 
of a great man. He protested that he liked 
nothing better than to see picquet played by 
two consummate players and men of fashion ; 
and, taking a seat, undismayed by the sidelong 
scowls of his lordship, surveyed the game be- 
tween the gentlemen. Harry was not near a 
match for the experienced player of the London 
clubs. To-night, too. Lord March held better 
cards to aid his skill. 

What their stakes were was no business of 
Mr. Draper's. The gentlemen said they would 
play for shillings, and afterward counted up 
their gains and losses, with scarce any talking, 
and that in an undertone. A bow on both 
sides, a perfectly grave and polite manner on 
the part of each, and the game went on. 

But it was destined to a second interruption, 
which brought an execration from Lord March's 
lips. First was heard a scuffling without — then 
a whispering — then an outcry as of a woman in 
tears, and then, finally, li female rushed inU) the 
room, and produced that explosion of naughty 
language from Lord March. 

'*I wish vour women would take some other 
time for coming, confound 'em," soys my lord, 
laying his cards down in a pet. 

"What, Mrs. Betty !" cried Harry. 

Indeed it was no other than Mrs. Betty, Lady 
Maria's maid; and Gumbo stood behind her, 
his fine countenance beslobbered with tears. 

"What has happened ?" asks Mr. Warring- 
ton, in no little perturbation of spirit. "The 
Baroness is well ?" 

"Help! help! Sir, your honor !" ejaculates 
Mrs. Betty, and proceeds to fall on her knees. 

"Help whom?" 

A howl ensues from Gumbo. 

"Gumbo! you scoundrel ! has any thing hap- 
pened between Mrs. Betty and you?" asks the 
black's master. 

Mr. Gumbo steps back with great dignity, lay- 
ing his hand on his heart, and saying, "No, 
Sir ; ndthing hab happened 'twix' this lady and 



me. 
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"It's my mistress. Sir," cries Betty. "Help! 
help ! here's the letter she have wrote, Sir ! They 
have gone and took her. Sir!" 

" Is it only that old Molly Esmond ? She's 
known to be over head and heels in del^t ! Dry 
your eyes in the next room, Mrs, Betty, and let 
me and Mr. Warrington go on with our game," 
says my lord, taking up his cards. 

" Help, help her 1" cries Betty again. " Oh, 
Mr. Harry ! you won't be a going on with your 
cards, when my lady calls out to you to come 
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and help hei ! Tour honor nwd to come quick 
enough trben my indj lued lo send m« to fetch 
jou at Castlewood' ! " 

" Confbnnd jou ! can't jou hold jotir tongue 7" 
»»f» my lord, with more choice words and oaths. 

Bat Betlj would not cease weeping, and tt 
wai decreed that Lord March was to ceaae win- 
ning for that night. Mr. Warrington rose from 
his seat, and made for the bell, saying : 

"My dear lord, the game most be orer for 
to-night. My relative writes to me in great 
distress, and I am bound to go to her." 



"Cone hert Whyconldn't the wail till to- 
morrow ?" cries my lord, testily. 

Mr. Warrington ordered a post-chaiie in- 
sCantlj. His own horses wonld take him to 
Bromley. 

"Bet yon, yon don't do it within the hoar! 
bet yon, you don't do it within fire qnaiteis of 
an hoar I bei jou four to one — or I'll take yoni 
bet, which you please — that you'i« not robbed 
on Blackheath 1 Bet yon, yon are not at Tun- 
bridge Wells before midnight!" cries Lord March. 

"Done!" says Mr. Warrington. And toy 
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lori cMxettiOy notei down the termi of the four 
Wftgen in hi* pocket-book. 

Ladj Maiu'i letter ran u fbllom : 



In half KD boDT after the rec^pt of tbU mia- 
■he, Ur.WBtiington was in his post-chaise and 
galloping orer Westminster Bridge on the road 
to mccor bis kinswoniBa. 

CHAPTER XXXVm. 



Mt fa>pP7 chance in earl; life led me to be- 
come iatimate witb a respectable pereun who 
WM bom in a certain island, which is pn>- 
noimced to be the first gem of the ocean b;, 
no donbt, impartiat jndges of maritime jewelry. 
The atories which that pctson imparted to me 
ngarding his [elstires who inhabited the gem 
abore mentioned, were sach as nied to moke 
□17 joang blood curdle with horror, to think 
tlierB should be so mach wickedness in the 
world. ETBiy crime which you can think of, 
the entire Ten Commandments broken in a gen- 
eral muah, such ragueriei and knaveries as no 
stoij-teller eonld inrent — snch mnrders and rob- 
beries as Thnrtell or Tnrpin scarce erer perpe- 
trated, were by my informant accnrateiy re- 
membered, and freely related, , respectinK his 
neuett kindred, to any one who chose to hear 
him. It was a wonder how any of the lamily 
Mill lived ont of the hulks. Ms brother Tim 
had brought his fawther's gree haira with sor- 
row to the gr«eTe ; me brother Mick had robbed 
the par'sh church repaytedly ; me risther Anna- 
maroia bad jilted the Captain and run off with 
the Eniign, forged her grandmother'a will, and 
Hole the spoons, which Larry, the knife- boy, was 
banged for. The fiimily of Atrens was as no- 
thing compared to the race of O'Whatdyecall- 
em.&omwhicbmyfriendspmiig; but no power 



on earth would, of course, induce me (• name 
the country whence he came. 

How great then used to be my nnl/' astonish- 
ment to find these mnrdeierB, rogues, parri- 
cides, habitual forgers of bills of exchange, and 
so forth, every now and then writing to each 
other as "my dearest brother," "mj dearest 
sister," and for months at a lime living on the 
most amicable terms 1 With hands reeking 
with the blood of his murdered parents, Tim 
would mix a screeching tumbler, and give Maria 
a glass from it. With lips black with the per- 
juries he had sworn in Court respeciing his 
grandmother's abstracted testament, or the mur- 
der of his poor brother Thady's helpless orphans, 
Mick would kiss his sister Julia's bonny cheek, 
and they would have a joilj night, and C17 a* 
they talked about old times, and the dear old 
Castle Whaldyecallem where they were bom, 
and the fighting Onetyoneth being qaarthered 
there, and the Major proposing for C^aroloine, 
and the tomb of their scented mother (who had 
cbayted them oat of the propertee), Heaven 
bless her soul] They osed to weep and kiss 
so profusely at meeting aitd parting, Ibst it was 
touching to behold them. At the sight of 
their emhiaces one forgot those painful little 
stories, and those repeated previous assorances 
that, did they tell all, they could bang each 
other all round. 

What can there be finer than forgiveness? 
What more rational than, afler calling a man 
by every bad name under the Bun, to apolo- 
gize, regret hasty' expression^ and so forth, 
withdraw the decanter (say) which yon have 
flung at your enemy's head, and be friends as 
before ? Some folks possess this admirable, this 
angel-like, gift of forgiveness. It was beauti- 
ful, for instance, to see our two ladies at Tun- 
bridge Wells foi^ving one another, smiling, 
joking, fondling almost in spite of the hard 
words of yesterday — yes; and fbr^tting by- 
gones, though they couldn't help remetnbering 
them perfectly welt. I wonder, can you and I 
do as much ? Let us strive, my 
friend, to actjaire this pacable. 
Christian spirit. My belief is 
that yon may learn to forgive 
bad language employed to yon; 
but, tlien, you must have a deal 
of practice, and be accustomed 
to hear and use it. You em- 
brace after a quarrel and mutual 
bad langoage. Heaven blet* 
nil Bad words are nothing 
when one is accustomed to them, 
and scarce need ruffle the tem- 

So the aunt and niece played 
cards veiy amicably together, and 
drank toeach other's health, and 
each took a wing of the chicken, 
and pnlled.a bono of the meny- 
thought, and (in conversation) 
^■ii^^" scratched their neighbors', not 
— - ' each alher'% eyes ouL Thus, we 
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have rtftd how the PeninsuUr wanion, when the 
bugles sang trace, fraternised and exchanged to- 
bacco-poaches and wine, read j to seize their fire- 
locks and knock each odier's heads off when the 
trace was' over ; and thas oar old soldiers, skill- 
ful in war, hot knowing the charms of a quiet life, 
laid their weapons down for the nonce, and hob- 
and-nobbed gayly together. Of coarse, while 
drinking with Jack frenchman, yon have your 
piece handy to blow his brains out if he makes 
a hostile move : bat, meanwhile, it is h voire 
staate, man camarade 1 Here*s to you, Mounseer I 
and eveiy thing is as pleasant as possible. Re- 
garding Aunt Bemstein^s threatened gout ? The 
twinges had gone off. Maria was so glad! 
Maria's fainting fits? She had no return of 
them. A slight recurrence last night. The 
Baroness was so sorry! Her niece must see 
the best doctor, take every thing to fortify her, 
continue to take the steel, even after she left 
Tnnbridge. How kind of Aunt Bernstein to 
offer to send some of the bottled waters afler 
her I Suppose Madame Bernstein says in con- 
fidence to her own woman, ^^ Fainting fits! — 
pooh!— epilepsy! inherited from that horrible 
scrofulous German mother!" What means 
have we of knowing the private conversation 
of the old lady and her attendant? Suppose 
Lady Maria orders Mrs. Betty, her ladyship's 
maid, to taste every glass of medicinal water 
first, declaring that her aunt is capable of pois- 
oning her? Very likely such conversations 
take place. These are but precautions — these 
are the firelocks which our old soldiers, have at 
their sides, loaded and cocked, but at present 
lying quiet on the grass. 

Having Harry's bond in her pocket, the vet- 
eran Maria did not choose to press for payment. 
She knew the world too well for that.' He was 
bound to her, but she gave him plenty of day- 
rule, and leave of absence on parole. It was 
not her object needlessly to chafe and anger her 
young slave. She knew the difference of ages, 
and that Harry must have his pleasures and di- 
versions. ^*Take your ease and amusement, 
cousin," says Lady Maria. *' Frisk about, pretty 
little mousekin," says gray Grimalkin, purring 
in the comer, and keeping watch with her green 
eyes. About all that Harry was to see and do 
on his first visit to London, his female relatives 
had of course talked and joked. Both of the 
ladies knew perfectly what were a young gen- 
tleman's ordinary amusements in those days, 
and spoke of them with the frankness which 
characterized those easy times. 

Our wily Calypso consoled herself, then, per- 
fectly, in the absence of her young wanderer, 
and took any diversion which came to hand. 
Mr. Jack Morris, the gentleman whom we have 
mentioned as r^oicing in the company of Lord 
March and Mr. Warrington, was one of these 
diversions. To live with titled personages was 
the delight of Jack Morris's life ; and to lose 
money at cards to an earl's daughter was almost 
a pleasure to him. Now, the Lady Maria Es- 
mond was an earl's daughter who was very glad 



to win money. She obtained permismon to take 
Mr. Morris to the Ck>antes8 of Yarmouth's as- 
sembly, and played cards with him — and so 
every body wa^ pleased. 

Thus the first eight-and-forty hoars after Mr. 
Warrington's departure passed pretty cheerily 
at Tunbridge Wells, and Friday arrived, when 
the sermon was to be delivered which we have 
seen Mr. Sampson preparing. The company 
at the Wells were ready enough to listen to it. 
Sampson had a reputation for being a most 
amusing and eloquent preacher, and if there 
were no breakfast, coi^uror, dancing bears, con- 
cert going on, the good Wells folk would put 
np with a sermon. He knew Lady Yarmouth 
was coming, and what a power she had in the 
giving of livings and the dispensing of bishop- 
rics, the Defender of the Faith of that day hav- 
ing a remarkable confidence in her ladyship*s 
opinion upon these matters ; and so we may be 
sure that Mr. Sampson prepared his very best 
discourse for her hearing. When the Great 
Man is at home at the Castle, and walks over 
to the little country church in the park, bring- 
ing the Duke, the Marquis, and a couple of 
cabinet ministers with him, has it ever been 
your lot to sit among the congregation, and 
watch Mr. Trotter the curate and his sermon ? 
He looks anxiously at the Great Pew ; he fal- 
ters as he gives out his text, and thinks, " Ah, 
perhaps his lordship may give me a living!" 
Mrs. Trotter and the girls look anxiously at the 
Great Pew too, and watch the efiects of papa's 
discourse — the well-known favorite discourse — 
upon the big-wigs assembled. Papa's first nerv 
ousness is over : his noble voice clears, warms 
to his sermon : he kindles : he takes his pocket- 
handkerchief out: he is coming to that exqui- 
site passage which has made them all cry at the 
parsonage : he has begun it ! Ah ! What is 
that humming noise, which fiUs the edifice, and 
causes hob-nailed Meliboeus to grin at smock- 
frocked Tityrus? It is the Right Honorable 
Lord Naseby, snoring in the pew by the fire ! 
And poor Trotter's visionary mitre disappears 
with the music. 

Sampson was the domestic chaplain of Ma- 
dame Bernstein's nephew. The two ladies of 
the Esmond family patronized the preacher. 
On the day of the sermon, the Baroness had a 
little breakfast in his honor, at which Sampson 
made his appearance, rosy and handsome, with 
a fresh-flowered wig, and a smart, rustling, new 
cassock, which he had on credit from some 
church-admiring mercer at the Wells. By the 
side of his patronesses, their ladyshipe' lackeys 
walking behind them with their great gilt pray- 
er-books, Mr. Sampson nuurched from break- 
fast to church. Every one remarked how well 
the Baroness Bernstein looked ; she langhed, 
and was particularly friendly with her niece ; 
she had a bow and a stately smile for all, as 
she moved on with her tortoise-shell cane. At 
the door there was a dazzling conflux of rank 
and' fashion — all the fine company of the Wells 
trooping in; and her ladyship of Yarmouth, 
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conspicuoas with yennilion cheeks, and a robe 
of flame-colored tafieta. There were shabby 
people present, besides the fine companj', though 
these latter were by far the most numerous. 
What an odd-looking pair, for instance, were 
those in ragged coats, one of them with his car- 
roty hair appearing under his scratch-wig, 
and who entered the church just as the organ 
stopped ! Nay, he could not have been a Prot- 
estant, for he mechanically crossed himself as 
he entered the place, saying to his comrade, 
"Bedad, Tim, I forgawt!" by which I con- 
clude that the individual came from an island 
which has been mentioned at the commence- 
ment of this chapter. Wherever they go, a rich 
fragrance of whisky spreads itself. A man may 
be a heretic but possess genius : these Catholic 
gentlemen have come to pay homage to Mr. 
Sampson. 

Nay, there are not only members of the old 
religion present, but disciples of a creed still 
older. ^ Who are those two individuals with 
hooked noses and sallow countenances who 
worked into the church in spite of some little 
opposition on the part of the beadle ? Seeing 
the greasy appearance of these Hebrew stran- 
gers, Mr. Beadle was for denying them admis- 
non. But one whispered into his ear, '*We 
wants to be conwerted, gov'nor !*' another slips 
money into his hand — Mr. Beadle lifts up the 
mace with which he was barring the door-way, 
and the Hebrew gentlemen etiter. There goes 
the organ! the doors have closed. Shall we 
go in and listen to Mr. Sampson's sermon, or 
lie on the grass without? 

Preceded by that beadle in gold lace, Samp- 
son walked up to the pulpit, as rosy and jolly a 
man as you could wish to see. Presently, when 
he surged up out of his plump pulpit cushion, 
why did his Reverence turn as pale as death ? 
He looked to the western church-door — there, 
on each side of it, were those horrible Hebrew 
Caryatides. He then looked to the vestry-door, 
which was hard by the rector's pew, in which 
Sampson had been sitting during the service, 
alongside of their ladyships his patronesses. 
Suddenly, a couple of perfumed Hibernian gen- 
tlemen slipped out of an adjacent seat, and 
placed themselves on a bench close by that ves- 
try-door and rector's pew, and so sate till the 
conclusion of the sermon, with eyes meekly cast 
down to the ground. How can we describe that 
sermon, if the preacher himself never knew how 
it came to an end ? 

Nevertheless, it was'considered an excellent 
sermon. When it was over, the fine ladies 
bozzed into one another's ears over their pews, 
and uttered their praise and comments. Ma- 
dame Walmoden, who was in the next pew to 
our friends, said it was bewdiful, and made her 
dremble all over. Madame Bernstein said it 
was excellent. Lady Maria was pleased to 
think that the family chaplain should so dis- 
tinguish himself. She looked up at him, and 
strove to catch his Reverence's eye, as he still 
sate in his pulpit ; she greeted him with a little 



wave of the hand and flutter of her handker- 
chief. He scarcely seemed to note the compli- 
ment ; his face was pale, his eyes were looldng 
yonder, toward the font, where those Hebrews 
still remained. The stream of people passed by 
them — in a rush, when they were lost to sight 
— in a throng — in a march of twos and threes — 
in a dribble of one at a time. Every body was 
gone. The two Hebrews were still there by the 
door. 

The Baroness de Bernstein and her niece 
still lingered in the rector's pew, where the old 
lady was deep in conversation with that gentle- 



man. 



''Who are those horrible men at the door, 
and what a smell of spirits there is I" cries Lady 
Maria to Mrs. Brett, her aunt's woman, who 
had attended the two ladies. 

" Farewell, Doctor ; you have a darling little 
boy : is he to be a clergyman, too ?" asks Ma- 
dame de Bernstein. ''Are you ready, my 
dear ?" And the pew is thrown open, and Ma- 
dame Bernstein, whose father was only a vis- 
count, insists that her niece. Lady Maria, who 
was an earl's daughter, should go first out of 
the pew. 

As she steps forward, those individuals whom 
her ladyship designated as two horrible men, 
advance. One of them pulls a long strip of 
paper out of his pocket, and her ladyship starts 
and turns pale. She makes for the vestty, in 
a vague hope that she can clear the door and 
close it behind her. The two whiskyfied gen- 
tlemen are up with her,' however ; one of them 
actually lays his hand on her shoulder and«ays : 

" At the shuit of Misthress Pincott of Kin- 
sington, mercer, I have the honor of arresting 
your leedyship. Me neem is Costigan, madam, 
a poor gentleman of Oireland, binding to cir- 
cumstances, and forced to follow a disagrayable 
profession. Will your leedyship walk, or shall 
me man go fetch a cheer?" 

For reply Lady Maria Elsmond gives three 
shrieks, and falls swooning to the ground. 
"Keep the door, Mickl" shouts Mr. Costigan. 
"Best let in no one else, madam," he says, 
very politely, to Madame de Bernstein. " Her 
ladyship has fallen in a feenting fit, and will 
recover here, at her aise." 

"Unlace her, Brett!" cries the old lady, 
whose eyes twinkle oddly ; and, as soon as that 
operation i^ performed, Madame Bernstein seizes 
a little bag suspended by a hair chain, which 
Lady Maria wears round her neck, and snips 
the necklace in twain. "Dash some cold wa- 
ter over her face ; it always recovers her I" says 
the Baroness. "You stay with her, Brett. How 
much is your suit, gentlemen ?" 

Mr. Costigan says, '*The cleem we have 
against her leedyship is for one hundred and 
thirty-two pounds, in which she is indebted to 
Misthress Eliza Pincott.** 

Meanwhile, where is the Reverend Mr. Samp- 
son ? Like the fabled opossum we have read of, 
who, when he spied the unerring gunner from 
his gum-tree, said : " It's no use, major, I will 
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come down ;" ao Sampson gave himself ap to 
hU pursuers. "At whose suit, Simons ?" he 
ladly asked. Sampson knew Simons j they had 
met manj a time before. 

*'Buck)eb; Cordwainer," taja Mr. Simons^ 
"Forlj-eight pounil and charges, I know," 
lajs Mr. Sampson, with a sigh. "I haven't 
got the money. What officer is there here ?" 
Mr. Simons's companion, Mr, Lyoni, here stepped 
forward, and said hishonse was most convenient, 
and oAea used hj gentlemen, and bo shoold be 



most happy and proud to occbnunodate his Bev- 

Two chairs happened to be in waiting oaivde 
the chapel. In those two chairs mj Lady Ma- 
ria Elsmond and Mr. Sampson placed ibemselvea, 
and went to Mr. Lyons'a residence, escorted by 
the gentlemen to whom we have jost been in- 
tro.duced. 

Very soon after the capture the Baroneaa 
Bernstein sent Mr. Case, her confidential serv- 
ant, with a note to her niece, Ml of expreisioiD 
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of the most ardent affection ; but regrettingthat 
her heary losses at cards rendered the payment 
of such a sum as that in which Lady Maria stood 
indebted quite impossible. She had written off 
to Mrs. Pincott by that very post, however, to 
entreat her to grant time, and as soon as ever 
the had an answer, would not fsiil to acquaint 
her dear unhappy niece. 

Mrs. Betty came orer to console her mistress : 
and the two poor women cast about for money 
enough to provide a horse and chaise for Mrs. 
Betty; who- had very nearly come to misfortune, 
too. Both my Lady Maria and her maid had 
been unlucky at cards, and could not muster 
more than, eighteen shillings between them : so 
it was agreed that Betty should sell a gold chain 
belonging to her lady, and with the money travel 
to London. Now Betty took the chain to the 
very toy-shop man who had sold it to Mr. War- 
rington, who had given it to his cousin ; and the 
toy-shop man, supposing that she had stolen the 
chain, was for bringing in a constable to Betty. 
Hence, she had to make explanations, and to 
say how her mistress was in durance ; and, ere 
the night closed, all Tunbridge Wells knew that 
my Lady Maria Esmond was in the hands oC 
bailiffs. Meanwhile, however, the money was 
found, and Mrs. Betty whisked up to London in 
search of the champion in whom the poor pris- 
oner confided. 

' * Don't say any thing about that paper being 
gone ! Oh, the wretch, the wretch I She shall 
pay it me !** I presume that Lady Maria meant 
her aunt by the word ** wretch." Mr. Sampson 
read a sermon to her ladyship, and they passed 
the evening over revenge and backgammon; 
with welI*grounded hopes that Harry Warring- 
ton would rush to their rescue as soon as ever 
he heard of their mishap. 

Though, ere the evening was over, every soul 
at the Wellff knew what had happened to Lady 
Maria, and a great deal more ; though they 
knew she was taken in execution, the house 
where she lay, the amountr— nay, ten times the 
amount — for which she was captured, and that 
she was obliged to pawn her trinkets to get a 
little money to keep her in jail ; though eveiy 
body said that old fiend of a Bernstein was at 
the bottom of the business, of course they were 
all civil and bland in society; and, at my Lady 
Tnimpington*s cards that night, where Madame 
Bernstein appeared, and as long as she was with- 
in hearing, not a word was said regarding the 
morning's transactions. Lady Yarmouth asked 
the Baroness news of her breddy nephew, and 
heard Mr. Warrington was in London. My 
Lady Maria was not coming to Lady Trump- 
ington's that evening? My Lady Maria was 
indisposed, had fainted at church that morning, 
and was obliged to keep her room. The cards 
were dealt, the fiddles sang, the wine went round, 
the gentlefolks talked, laughed, yawned, chat- 
tered, the footmen waylaid the supper, the chair- 
men drank and swore, the stars climbed the sky, 
just as though no Lady Maria was imprisoned, 
and no poor Sampson arrested. 'Tis certain. 



dearly beloved brethren, that the little griefe, 
stings, annoyances which you and I feel acute- 
ly, in our own persons, don't prevent our neigh- 
bors from sleeping ; and that when we slip out 
oC the world, the world does not miss us. Is 
this humiliating to our vanity ? So much the 
better. But, on the other hand, is it not a com- 
fortable and consoling truth ? And mayn't we 
"he thankful for our humble condition ? If we 
were not selfish — -passez mot le mot, s, v,p. — 
and if we had to care for other people's griefs 
as much as our own, how intolerable human life 
.would be ! If my neighbor's tight boot pinched 
my com ; if the calumny uttered against Jones 
set Brown into fury ; if Mrs. A's death plunged 
Messrs. B, C, D, E, F, into distraction, would 
there be any bearing of the world's burden? 
Do not let us be in the least angry or surprised 
if all the company played on, and were happy, 
although Lady Maria had come to grief. Count- 
ess, the deal is with you I Are you going to 
Stubblefield to shoot as usual. Sir John ? Cap- 
tain, we shall have you running off to the Bath 
after the widow I So the clatter goes on ; the 
lights bum ; the beaux and the ladies flirt, 
laugh, ogle ; the prisoner rages in his cell ; the 
sick man tosses on his bed. 

Perhaps Madame de Bernstein staid at the 
assembly until the very last, not willing to allow 
the company the chance of speaking of her as 
soon as her back should be tumed'. Ah, what 
a comfort it is, I say qgain, that we have backs, 
and that our ears don't grow on them ! He that 
has ears to hear, let him stuff them with. cotton! 
Madame Bernstein might have heard folks say, 
it was heartless of her to come abroad, and play 
at cards, and make merry when her niece was in 
trouble. As if she could help Maria by staying 
at home, indeed I At her age, it is dangerous 
to disturb an old lady's tranquillity. '* Don't 
tell me," says Lady Yarmouth, '* the Bernstein 
would play at carts over her niece's cofiin. Talk 
about her heart ! who ever said she had one ? 
The old spy lost it to the Chevalier a tousand 
years af;o, and has lived ever since perfectly 
well without one. For how much is the Maria 
put in prison ? If it were only a small sum, we 
would pay it, it would vex her aunt so. Find 
out, Fuchs, in the morning, for how much Lady 
Maria Esmond is put in prison." And the 
faithful Fuchs bowed, and promised to do her 
Excellency's will. 

Meanwhile, about midnight, Madame <feBem- 
stein went some, and presently fell into a sound 
sleep, from which she did not wake up until a 
late hour of the morning, when she summoned 
her u^ual attendant, who arrived with her lady- 
ship's morning dish of tea. If I told you she 
took a dram with it, you would be shocked. 
Some of onr greai-grandmothers used to have 
cordials in their * ' closets. " Have you not read 
of the fine lady in Walpole, who said, **If I 
drink more, I shall be ^muckibus !' " As sure- 
ly as Mr. Gough is alive now, our ancestresses 
were accustomed to partake pretty freely of 
strong waters. 
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So, having tipped off the cordial, Madame 
Benutein roiues and asks Mrs. Brett the news. 

"He can give it joa," aavs the waiting-wo- 
man, Bclkilj. 

"He? Who?" 

Mra. Brett namea HfttTj, and My* Mr. War- 
rington arritcd about midniglii yeaterdaj — and 
Betty, my Lady Maria's maid, was wjib 
"And my Lady Maria sends your ladyship her 
loTe and duly, and hopes you ilept nell, " says 
Brett. , 

" Excellently, poor thingl Is Betty gone to 
herf 

"No; she is here," says Mrs. Brett. 

" Let me see her direcrty," cries the old Isdj. 

"I'll tell her," replies the obsequious Brett, 
and goes away upon her mistress's errand, leav- 
ing the old lady placidly reposing on her pil- 
lows. Fresenllj, tiro purs of high'heeled shoes 
are heard paltering over the deal floor of the 
bedchamber. Carpets were luxoriCB scarcely 
known in bedrooms of those days. 

" So, Mra. Betty, yon were in London yester- 
day?" calls Bematein from her curtains. 

"It is not Betty — it i» I! Good-morning, 
dear anntl I hope yon slept well," cries a 
voice which made old Bernstein start on her 
pillow. It was the voice of Lady Maria, who 
drew Ibe cnrluns aside, and dropped her aunt 
a low conneey. Lady Slarin looked very pretty, 
rosy, and happy. And with the little auqiriee 
incident at her appearance through Madame 
Bernstein's curtains, I think we may bring Cbiii 
chapter to a close. 

CHAPTER XXXTX. 

Ut dear Lord March(wrote Mr. Warrington 
IVom Tnnbridge Wells, on Saturday morning, 
the 25th August, 1756): This is to inform you 
(with satisfaction) that I have one all our three 
beltt. I was at Bromley two minutes within 
the hoar : my new horses kep a-going at a capi- 
tal rote. I drove them myself, having the pos- 
tilion by me to show me the way, and my black 
man in»ide witb Mrs. Betty. Hope tbeyfoand 
the drive rery pkatant. iff^ were not stopped 
on Blaekheaih, though two fellows od horce- 
back rode up to us, but not liking the looks of 
our amniesaslttt, rode off again ; and we got 
into Tnnbridge Wells (where I transacted my 
business) at fort)--tive minutes after eleven. 
This makes me quiitt with your lordship after 
yesterday's picqnet, which I shall be very happy 
to give yon jont revenge, and am. 

Your moat obliged, faiihf\il servant, 

R, ESUOKD Wabkihgton. 

And now, perhaps, the reader will understand 
by what meAos Lady Maria Esmond was enabled 
to surprise her dear aunt in her bed on Satur- 
day morning, and walk out of the boose of cap- 
tivity. Having dispalched Mrs. Betty to Lon- 
don, she scarcely expected that her eraiasary 
would return on lbs dej of hor departure ; and 



she and the Chaplain were playing their cards 
at midnight, after a small refection which the 
bailiff's wife had provided for ihem, when the 
rapid whirling of wheels was heard approaching 
their houee, end ciiU!>ed the lady to lay her 
trumps down, and her heart to beat with more 
than ordinary emotion. Whirr came the wheels 
■—the carriage slopped at the very door ; there 
was a parley at the gate ; ihen appeared Mra. 
Betty, with a face radiant wiih joy, thoufth her 
eyes were full of tears ; and next, who is that 
tall young gentleman who enters? Can any of 
my readers guesa ? Will they be vciy angry if 
1 say that the Chaplain (lapped down his cards 
with a huuay, wliile Lady Maria, turning as 
white as a sheet, rose up from her chair, tottered 
fomard a step or two, and witb an hyaterical 
shriek, flunghcrsclfin hercousin'earms? How 
many kisses did he give her? If (bey were mJUe, 
di^inde centum, dcin mille altera, dein secanda 
centum, and so on, I am not going to cry cut. 
He had come to rescue her. She knew he would ; 
he was her champion, her preserver from bond- 
Bgc and ignominy. She wept a genuine flood 
of tears upon his shoulder, and as she reclines 
there, giving way to a hearty emotion, 1 prolest 
I think she looks handsomer than she has looked 
daring the whole course of this history, gbe 
did not faint Ihia time; she went home, leaning 
lovingly on her cousin's arm, and may have 
bad one or two hysterical outbreaks in the night; 
but Madame Bernstein slept soundly, and did 
)t bear her. 

" You are both free to go home," were the 
'St words Harry said. "Get my lady's hat 
id cardinal, Betty, and, Chaplain, we'll smoke 
pipe together at our lodgingn, it will refresh 
e after my ride." TheCbiplaiu,nho, too,had 
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a great deal of available sensibilitj, was Tery 
much orercome ; be borst into teard as be seized 
Hany's band, and kissed it, and prayed Go^ to 
bless bis dear generous young patron. Mr. War- 
rington felt a glow of pleasure tbrill througb 
his Aname. It is good to be able to help the 
snfiering and tbe poor ; it is good to be able to 
tnm sorrow into joy. Not a little proud and 
elated was our young champion, as, with his 
hat cocked, he marched by tbe side of his res- 
cued princess. His feelings came out to meet 
him, as it were, and beautiful happinesses with 
kind eyes and smiles danced before him, and 
clad him in a robe of honor, and scattered 
flowers on bis path, and blew trumpets and 
shawms of sweet gratulation, calling "Here 
comes the conqueror ! Make way for the cham- 
pion I*' And so they led him up to the King's 
house, and seated him in the hall of compla- 
cency, upon the cushions of comfort. And yet 
it was tiot mucl^ he had done. Only a kind- 
ness. He had but to put his hand in his pocket, 
and with an easy talisman, drive off the dragon 
which kept the gate, and cause tbe tyrant to 
lay down his axe, who had got Lady Maria in 
execution. Never mind if bis vanity is puffed 
up ; he is very good-natuped ; he' has rescued 
two unfortunate people, and pumped tears of 
good-will and happiness out of their eyes : — ^and 
if he brags a little to-night, and swaggers some- 
what to the Chaplain, and talks about London 
and Lord March, and White's and Almack's, 
with the air of a macaroni, I don't think we 
need like him much the less. 

Sampson continued to be prodigiously affect- 
ed. This man had a nature most easily worked 
upon, and extraordinarily quick to receive pain 
and pleasure, to tears, gratitude, laughter, ha- 
tred, liking. In his preaching profession he 
bad educated and, trained his sensibilities so 
that they were of great use to him ; he was for 
the moment what he acted. He wept quite 
genuine tears, finding that he could produce 
them freely. He loved you while he was with 
you ; he had a real pang of grief as he mingled 
his sorrow with the widow or orphan; and, 
meeting Jack as he came out of the door, went 
to the tavern opposite, and laughed and roared 
over the bottle. He gave money very readi- 
ly, but never repaid when he borrowed. He 
was on this night in a rapture of gratitude 
and flattery toward Hany Warrington. In all 
London, perhaps, the unlucky Fortunate Youth 
could not hav^ found a more dangerous com- 
panion. 

To-night he was in his grateful mood, and 
fall of enthusiasm for the beneiactor who had 
released him from durance. With each bumper 
his admiration grew stronger. He exalted Har- 
ry as the best and noblest of men, and the com- 
placent young simpleton, as we have said, was 
diqM>sed to take these praises as very well de- 
served. ''The younger branch of our fami- 
ly, ** said Mr. Harry, with a superb air, " have 
treate4 you scnrvily; but by Jove, Sampson, 
my boy, I'll stand by you T At a certain pe- 



riod of Burgundian excitement Mr. Warrington 
was always very eloquent respecting the splen- 
dor of his family. "I am very glad I was 
enabled to help you in your strait. Count on 
me whenever you want me, Sampson. Did 
you not say you had a sister at boarding-school? 
You will want money for her. Sir. Here is a 
little bill which may help to pay her schooling," 
and the liberal young fellow passed a bank-note 
across to the Chaplain. 

Again the man was affected to tears. Har- 
ry's generosity smote him. 

'* Mr. Warrington," he said, putting tbe bank- 
note a short distance from him, ** I — I don't 
deserve your kindness — ^by George, I don't 1" 
and he swore an oath to corroborate his pas- 
sionate assertion. 

** Pshaw !" says Hany, " I have plenty more 
of 'em. There was no money in that con- 
founded pocket-book which I lost last week." 

** No, Sir. There was no money !" says Mr. 
Sampson, dropping his head. 

* * Halloa I How do you know, Mr. Chaplain ?" 
asks tim young gentleman. 

'* I know because I am a villain. Sir. I am 
not worthy of your kindness. I told you so. 
I found the book, Sir, that night, when you had 
too much wine at Barbeau's." 

*<And read the letters?" asked Mr. War- 
rington, starting up and turning very red. 

" They told me nothing I did not know. Sir," 
said tbe Chaplain . * ' You have had spies about 
you whom you little suspect — ^from whom you 
are much too young and simple to be able to 
keep your secret." 

''Are those stories about Lady Fanny and 
my Cousin Will, and his doings, true then ?" 
inquired Harry. 

"Yes, they are true," sighed tbe Chaplain. 
" The house of Castlewood has not been fortu- 
nate. Sir, since your honor's branch, the elder 
branch, left it." 

" Sir, you don't dare for to breathe a word 
against my Lady Maria ?" Harry cried out. 

"Oh, not for worlds!" says Mr. Sampsdn, 
with a queer look at his young friend. '* I 
may think she is too old for your honor, and 
that 'ti^a pity you should not have a wife bet- 
ter suited to your age, thotigh I admit she looks 
very young for hers, and bath every virtue and 
accomplishment." 

"She is too old, Sampson,'! know she is,*' 
says Mr. Warrington, with much majesty ; " but 
she has my word, and you see. Sir, how fond 
she is of me. Go bring me the letters, Sir, 
which you found, and let me try and foigive 
you for having seized upon them." 

"My benefactor, let me try and forgive -my- 
self! " cries Mr. Sampson, and departed toward 
his chamber, leaving his young patron alone 
over his wine. 

Sampson returned presently, looking rery 
pale. ' ' What has happened, Sir ?'* says Harry, 
with an imperious air. 

The Chaplain held out a pocket-book. "With 
your name in it, Sir," he said. 
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" My brother's name in it," Bays Harry ; " it 
was Greorge who gave it to me.** 

*' I kept it in a locked chest, Sir, in which I 
left it this morning before I was taken by those 
people. Here is the book, Sir, bnt the letters 
are gone. My trunk and valise have also been 
tampered with. And I am a miserable, guilty 
man, unable to make you the restitution which 
I owe you." Sampson looked the picture of 
woe as he uttered these sentiments. He clasped 
his hands together, and almost knelt before 
Harry in an attitude the most pathetic. 

Who had been in the rooms in Mr. Samp- 
^ son*s and Mr. Warrington's absence? "The 
landlady was ready to go on her knees, and 
declare that nobody had come in ; nor, indeed, 
was Mr. Warrington's chamber in the least dis* 
turbed, nor any thing abstracted from Mr. Samp- 
son's scanty wardrobe and possessions, except 
those papers of which he deplored the absence. 

Whose interest was it to seize them ? Lady 
Maria's. The poor woman bad been a prisoner 
all day, and during the time when the capture 
was effected. • 

She certainly was guiltless of the rape of the 
letters. The sudden seizure of the two— Case, 
the house-steward's secret journey to London — 
Case, who knew the shoemaker at whose house 
Sampson lodged in London, and all the secret 
affairs of the Esmond family, these points con- 
sidered together and separately, might make 
Mr. Sampson think that the Baroness Bernstein 
was at the bottom of this mischief. But why 
arrest Lady Mari^? The Chaplain knew no- 
thing as yet abovl that letter which her ladyship 
had lost; for poor Maria had not thought it 
necessary to confide her secret to him. 

As for the pocket-book and its contents, Mr. 
Harry was so swollen up with self-satisfaction 
that evening, at winning his three bets, at res- 
cuing his two friends, at the capital premature 
cold supper of partridges and ancient Burgundy 
which obsequious Monsieur ^Barbeau had sent 
over to the young gentleman's lodgings, that 
he accepted Sampson's vows of contrition, and 
solemn promises of future fidelity, and reached 
his gracious hand to the Chaplain, and con- 
doned his offense. When the latter swore his 
great Gods, that henteforth he would be Harry's 
truest, humblest friend and follower, and at any 
moment would be ready to die for Mr. War- 
rington, Harry said, majestically, '*! think, 
Sampson, you would ; I hope yon would. My 
family — the Esmond family — has always been 
accustomed to have faithful friends round about 
'em — and to reward 'em too. The wine's with 
you. Chaplain. What toast do you call, Sir?^ 

'*I call a blessing on the house of Esmond 
Warrington!" cries the Chaplain, with real 
tears in his eyes. 

" We are the elder branch. Sir. My grand- 
father was the Marquis of Esmond," says Mr. 
Harry, in a voice noble but somewhat indistinct. 
" Here's to you. Chaplain— and I forgive you. 
Sir — and God bless yon. Sir— and if yon had 
been took for three times as much, I'd have 



paid it. Why, trhat's that I see through the 
shutters ? I am blessed if the sun hasn't risen 
ag^n I We have no need of candles to go to 
bed, ha, ha I" And once more extending his 
blessing to his Chaplain, the young fellow went 
off to sleep. 

About noon Madame de Bernstein sent over 
a servant to say that she would be glad if her 
nephew would come over and drink a dbh of 
chocolate with her, whereupon our young friend 
rose and walked to his aunt's lodgings. She 
remarked, not without pleasure, some alteration 
in his toilet : in his brief sojourn in London be 
had visited a tailor or two, and had been in- 
troduced by my Lord March to some of his lord- 
ship's purveyors and tradesmen. 

Aunt Bernstein called him ''my dearest 
child," and thanked him for his noble, his gen- 
erous behavior to dear Maria. What a shock 
that seizure in church had been to her ! A still 
greater shock that she had lost three hundred 
only on the Wednesday night to Lady Tar- 
mouth, and was quite it aec, '* Why, "said the 
Baronesd, *' I had to send Case to London to ny 
agent to get me money to pay — ^I could not 
leave Tunbridge in her debt" 

*' So Case did go to London ?" says Mr. Harry. 

'> Of course he did : the Baroness de Bern- 
stein can't afford to say she is court d'argent 
Canst thou lend me some, child ?" 

* * I can give your ladyship twenty-two pounds," 
said Harry, blushing very red : '* I have bnt for- 
ty-four left till I get my Vii|!^inian remittances. 
I have bought horses and clothes, and been very 
extravagant, aunt." 

'' And rescued your poor relations in distress, 
you prodigal good boy! No, child, I do not 
want thy money. I can give thee some. Bere 
is a note upon my agent for fifty pounds, vau- 
ricn ! Go and spend it, and be merry ! I dare 
say tliy mother will repay me, though she does 
not love me." And she looked quite afllection- 
ate, and held out a pretty hand, which the 
youth kissed; 

''Your mother did not love me, but your 
mother's father did once. Mind, Sir, yon al- 
ways come to me when yon have need of 



me." 

When bent on exhibiting them nothing could 
exceed Beatrix Bernstein's grace or good-humor. 
" I can't help loving' you, child," she continued, 
"and yet I am so angry with you that I have 
scarce the patience to speak to you. So yon 
have actually ei^aged yourself to poor Maria, 
who is as old as your mother ? What ii ill Mad- 
am Esmond say ? She may live three hundred 
years, and you will not have wherewithal to 
support yourselves." 

" I have ten thousand pounds from my fa- 
ther, of my own, now my poor brother is gone," 
said Harry, " thai will go some way." 

" Why, the interest will not keep yon in card* 
money." 

" We must give up cards," says Harry. 

" It is more than Maria is capable of. She 
will pawn the coat off your back to play. The 



THE VIBGmiABS. 



1T5 



rage for it mna in all mj brother's family — in 
Die, too, I own it. I warned joa. I prayed 
TOD not to plaj whh them, and noir a Ud of 
twenty to engage hiouelf to a woman of forty- 
two t — to write letter* on hia knees and signed 
with his bean's blood (wbicb he spells like 
hartahorn) and say that he will nurry no other 
woman than bis adorable cousin, Lady Maria 
Esmond. Oh, it's cruel — cruel '." 

"Great Heareos! Madam, who showed yoa 
my letter?" asked Harry, banting with a blush 
again. 

" An accident. She fainted when she was 
taken by those bailifia. Brett cut her laces for 
her ; and wben she was carried off, poor thing ! 
we found a little lachel on Ihe floor, which I 
opened, not knowing, in the least, what it con. 
taiued. And in it was Mr. Harry Warrington's 
precious letter. And here. Sir, is the case." 

A pang shot through Harry's heart. Great 
Heavens! why didn't she destroy it? he tbongbt. 

"I — I will give it back, to Maria," he said, 
stretching out his Hand for the little locket. 

" My dear, I have hamed the foolish letter," 
•aid* the Old lady, "If you choose to betray 
me i must uke the consequence. If y'on choose 
to write another, I can not help thee. But, in 
that case. Hairy Esmond, I bad rather never 
tee thee again. Will you keep my secret 7 
Will you believe an old woman who loves you 
and knows the world better than yoa do? I 
tell yon, if yoa keep that foolish promise, misery 
and min are surely in store for yon. Wbat is 
a lad like yon in the hands of a wily woman of 
the world, who makes a toy of yoa ? She has 
entrapped yon into a promise, and your old 
annt has cut the strings and set you free. Go 
back again ! Betray me if yon will, Harry." 

"I am not angry with yoa, aunt— I wish I 
were," said Mr. Warrington, with very great 
emotion. "I — I shall not repeat what you told 

"Maria never will, child — marie my words!" 
cried tbe old lady, eagerly. " She will never 
own that she bai lost that paper. She will tell 
you that she has it." 

" But I am sure she — she is very fond of i 
yon shoatd have seen her last nigbi," faltered 
Harry. 

"Must I tell more stories against my own 
flesh and blood ?" sobs out the Baroness. 
" Child, yon do not know her past life I" 

"And 1 mast not, and I will not!" cries 
Harry, starting np. " Written or said— it does 
not matter which! But my word is given; 
they may play with sacb things in England, 
but we gentlemen of Virginia do:i't break 'em. 
If she holds me to my word, she shall have me. 
If we are miserable, as; I dare say, we shall be, 
m take a firelock, and go join the King of 
Prussia, or left a ball put an end to me." 

" I — 1 have no more to say. Will yon he 
pleased to riog that bell? I— I wish yoa a 
good-morning, Mr. Warrington," and, drop- 
ping a very stately eoartesy, the old lady rose 
on her tortoite>*heU nick, and turned toward 



the door. But, as she made her first step, she 
pat her band to her heart, sank on the so& 
again, and shed the Srst tears that had dropped 
for long years from Beatrix Esmond's eyes. 

Hany was greatly moved, too. He knelt 
down by ber. He seized her cold hand and 
kissed it. He told her, in his artless waf, bow 
very keenly he had felt ber love for bim, and 
how, with all his heari, he retomed it. "Ah, 
aunt!" Mid he, "yon don't know wbai avilUin 
I feel myself. When yon told me, just now, 
how that paper was hnmed — ohl I was ashamed 
to think how gladi waa." He bowed his comely 
head over her band. She fbit hot drops fhnn 
his eyes raining on it. She had loved this boy. 
For half a century past — nerer, perhaps, in the 
course of her whole worldly life — bad she felt 
a sensation so tender and so pure. The hard 
heart was wonnded now, softened, overcome. 
She pat ber two hands on his shoulders, and 
lightly kiMed bis forehead. 

"You will not tell her what I have done, 
child ?" she said. 

He declared never I never! And demure 
Mrs. Brett, entering at her mistress's summons, 
found the nephew and annt in this sentimental 
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Oint Tnnhridge friends were now weary of 
the Wells, and eager to take their departnre. 
When the antnmn should arrive, Bath was Ma- 
dame de Bernstein's mark. There were more 
cards, company, life, there. She woald reach 
it after paying a few visits to ber coantiy friends. 
Harry promised, with rather a bad grace, to 
ride y/iik Lady MaiJa and the Chaplain to Cas- 
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dewood. Again they passed by Oakharst vil- 
lage, and the hospitable house where Harry had 
been so kindly entertained. Maria made so 
many keen remarks about the young ladies of 
Oakhurst, and their setting their caps at Harry, 
and the mother*8 evident desire to catch him 
for one of them, that, somewhat in a pet, Mr. 
Warnngton said he would pass his friends* door, 
as her ladyship disliked and abused them ; and 
was very haughty and sulky that evening at the 
inn where they stopped, some few miles further 
on the road. At supper, my Lady Marians smiles 
brought no corresponding good-humor to Har- 
ry's face ; her tears (which her ladyship had at 
command) did not seem to create the least sym- 
pathy from Mr. Warrington; to her querulous 
remarks' he growled a surly reply ; and my lady 
was obliged to go to bed at length without get- 
ting a single tete-^-tete with her cousin — that 
obstinate Chaplain, as if by order, persisting in 
staying in the room. Had Harry given Samp- 
son orders to remain? She departed with a 
sigh. He bowed ^er to the door .with an obsti- 
nate politeness, and consigned her to the care 
of the landlady and her maid. 

What horse was that which galloped out of 
the inn-yard ten minutes after Lady Maria had 
gone to her chamber? An hour after her de- 
parture from their supper-room, Mrs. Betty 
came in for her lady's bottle of smelling-salts, 
and found Parson Sampson smoking a pipe 
alone. Mr. Warrington was gone to bed — ^was 
gone to fetch a walk in the moonlight — how 
should he know where Mr. Hany was, Sampson 
answered, in reply to the maid's interrogatories. 
Mr. Warrington was ready to set forward the 
next morning, and took his place by the side 
of Lady Maria's carriage. But his brow was 
black — ^the dark spirit was still on him. He 
hardly spoke to her during the journey. ' * Great 
Heavens ! she must have told him that 9he stole 
it I" thought Lady Maria within her own mind. 

The fact is, that, as they were walking up 
that steep hill which lies about three miles from 
Oakharst, on the Westerham road, Lady Maria 
Esmond, leaning on her fond youth's arm, and 
indeed very much in love with him, had war- 
bled into his ear the inost sentimental vows, 
protests, and expressions of affection. As she 
grew fonder, he grew colder. As she looked 
up in his face, the shn shone down upon hers, 
which, fresh and well-preserved. as it was, yet 
showed some of the lines and wrinkles of two- 
score years ; and poor Harry, with that arm 
leaning on his, felt it intolerably weighty, and 
by no means relished his walk up the hill. To 
think that all his life that drag was to be upon 
him ! It was a dreary look forward ; and he 
cursed the moonlight walk, and the hot even- 
ing, and the hot wine which had made him give 
that silly pledge by which he was fatally bound. 

Maria's praises and raptures annoyed Harry 
beyond measure. The poor thing poured out 
scraps of the few plays which she knew that had 
reference to her case, and strove with her ut- 
most power to charm her yonng companion. 



She called him, over and over again, her cham- 
pion, her Henrico, her preserver, and vowed 
that his Molinda would be ever, ever faithful to 
him. She clung to him. *' Ah, child! Have 
I not thy precious image, thy precious hair, thy 
precious writing here f " she said, looking in his 
face. '* Shall it not go with me to the grave? 
It would, Sir, were I to meet with unkindness 
from my Henrico !** she sighed out. 

Here was a strange story ! Madame Bern- 
stein hod giv^ him the little silken case — ^she 
had burned the hair and the note which the 
case contained, and Maria had it still on her 
heart ! It was then, at the start which Harry 
gave as she was leaning on his arm — at the sud- 
den movement as if he would drop hers — that 
Lady Maria felt her first pang of remor&e that 
she had told a fib, or rather, that she was found 
out in telling a fib, which is a far more cogent 
reason for repentance. Heaven help as! if 
some people were to do penance for telling lies, 
would they ever be out of sackcloth and ashes ? 

Arrived at Castlewood, 'Mr. Harry's good- 
humor was not increased. My lord was from 
home; the ladies also were away; the^nly 
member of the family whom Harry found was 
Mr. Will, who returned from partridge-shooting 
just as the chaise and cavalcade reached the 
gate, and who turned very pale when he saw 
his cousin, and received a sulky scowl of recog- 
nition from the young Virginian. 

Nevertheless, he thought to put a good face 
on the matter, and they met at supper, where, 
before my Lady Maria, their conversation was 
at first civil, but not lively. Mr. Will had been 
to some races ? to several. He had been pretty 
successful in his bets? Mr. Warrington hopes. 
Pretty well. " And you have brought back my 
horse sound ?" asked Mr. Warrington. 

** Your horse ? what hone ?" asked Mr. Will 

"What horse? my horse!" says Mr. Hany, 
curtly. 

*^ Protest I don't understand yon," says Will. 

"The brown horse for which I played you, 
and which I won of you the night before you 
rode away upon it," says Mr. Warrington, stern- 
ly. " You remember the horse, Mr. Esmond." 

" Mr. Warrington, I perfectly well remember 
playing you for a horse, which my servant hand- 
ed over to you on the day of your departure." 

* * The Chaplain was present at our play. Mr. 
Sampson, will you l>e umpire between ns ?** Mr. 
Warrington said, with much gentleness. 

"I am bound to decide that Mr. Warrington 
played for the brown horse," says Mr. Sampson. 

" Well, he got the other one," said sulky Mr. 
Will, with a grin. 

"And sold it for thirty shillings!" said ^Ir. 
Warrington, always preserving his calm tone. 

Will was waggish. " Thirty shillings, and a 
devilish good price, too, for the broken-kneed 
old rip. Ha, ha !" 

"Not a word more. 'TIS only a question 
about a bet, my dear Lady Maria. Shall I 
serve yon some more chicken ?" Nothing conld 
be more stndionsly conrteons and gay than Mr. 
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Warriogton was, so long as tbe lady remained 
in the room. When she rose to go, Harry fol- 
lowed her to the door, and closed it upon her 
y^hh the most coartly bow of farewell. He 
stood at the closed door for a moment, and then 
h3 bade the servants retire. When those me- 
nials were gone, Mr. Warrington locked the 
heavy door before them, and pocketed the 
key. 

As it clicked in the lock, Mr. Will, who had 
been sitting over his pnnch, looking now and 
then askance at his consin, asked, with one of 
the oaths which commonly garnished his con- 

Tersation, what the Mr. Warrington meant 

by that? 

"I gness there*8 going to be a quarrel," said 
Mr. Warrington, blandly, ** and there is no use 
in having these fellows look on at rows between 
their betters." 

'^ Who is going to quarrel here, I should like 
to know?** a:iked Will, looking very pale and 
grasping a knife. 

"Mr. Sampson, yon were present when I 
played Mr. Will fifty guineas against his brown 
horse." 

** Against his horse !" bawls out Mr. Will. 

**" I am not such a something fool as you take 
me for,** says Mr. Warrington, "although I 
do come from Virginia !'* and he repeated his 
question : ** Mr. Sampson, you were here when 
I played the Honorable William Esmond, 
Esquire, fifty guineas against his brown horse?** 

*' I must own it, Sir," says the Chaplain, with 
a deprecatory look toward his lord*s brother. 

" / don't own no such thing,** says Mr. Will, 
with rather a forced laugh. 

" No, Sir : because it costs you no more pains 
to lie than to cheat,** said Mr. Warrington, 
walking up to his cousin. " Hands off, Mr. 
Chaplain, and see fair play I Because you are 
no better than a — ha !** 

No better than a what we can't say, and shall 
never know, for as Harry uttered the exclama- 
tion, his dear cousin flung a wine bottle at Mr. 
Warrington's head, who bobbed just in time, 
so that the missile flew across the room, and 
broke against the wainscot opposite, breaking 
the face of a pictured ancestor of the Esmond 
family and then itself against the wall, whence 
it spirted a pint of good port-wine over the 
Chaplain's face and flowered wig. "Great 
Heavens, gentlemen, I pray you to be quiet," 
cried the parson, dripping with gore. 

But gentlemen are not inclined at some mo- 
ments to remember the commands of the Church. 
The bottle having failed, Mr. Esmond seized 
the large silver-handled knife and drove at his 
consin. But Harry caught up the other's right 
hand with his left, as he had seen the boxers 
do at Marybonc, and delivered a rapid blow 
upon Mr. Esmond's nose, which sent him reel- 
ing up against the oak panels, and I dare say 
caused him to see ten thousand illuminations. 
He dropped his knife in his retreat against the 
wall, which his rapid antagonist kicked under 
the table. 

M 



Now Will, too, had been at Marybbne and 
Hockley-in-the-HoIe, and after a gasp for breath 
and a glare over his bleeding nose at his enemy, 
he dashed forward his bead as though it had 
been a battering-ram, intending to project it 
into Mr. Henry Warrington's stomach. 

This mancsuvre Harry had seen, too, on his 
visit to Marybone, and among the negroes 
upon the maternal estate, who would meet in 
combat like two concutient cannon-balls, each 
harder than the other. But Harry had seen 
and marked the civilized practice of the white 
man. He skipped aside, and saluting his ad- 
vancing enemy with a tremendous blow on the 
right ear, felled him, so that he struck his head ' 
again^ the heavy oak table, and sank lifeless 
to the ground. 

" Chaplain, you will bear witness that it has 
been a fair fight!** said Mr. Warrington, still 
quivering with the excitement of the combat, 
but striving with all his might to restrain him- 
self and look cool. And he drew the key from 
his pocket and opened the door in the lobby, 
behind which three or four servants were gath- 
ered. A crash of broken glass, a cry, a shout, 
an oath or two, had told them that some violent 
scene was occurring within, and they entered, 
and behold two victims bedabbled with red — 
the Chaplain bleeding port-wine, and the Honor- 
able William Esmond, Esquire, stretched in his 
own gore. 

" Mr. Sampson will bear witness that I struck 
fairj and that Mr. Esmond hit the first blow,** 
said Mr. Warrington. " Undo his neckcloth, 
somebody, he may be dead ; and get a fleam. 
Sambo, and bleed him. Stop ! He is coming 
to himself I Lift him up, you, and tell a maid 
to wash the floor." 

Indeed, in a minute, Mr. Will did come to 
himself. First his eyes rolled about, or rather, 
I am ashamed to say, his eye, one having been 
closed by Mr. Warrington's first blow. First, 
then, his eye rolled about ; then he gasped and' 
uttered an inarticulate moan or two, then he 
liegan to swear and curse very freely and articu- 
lately. 

" He Is getting well," said Mr. Warrington. 

*' O praise bo Mussy !" si^hs the sentimental 
Betty. 

" Ask him. Gumbo, whether he would like* 
any more ?" said Mr. Warrington, with a stem 
humor. 

" Massa Harry say, wool you like any maw?" 
asked obedient Gumbo, bowing over the pros- 
trato gentleman. 

"No, curse you, you black devil !" says Mr, 
Will, hitting up at the black object before him. 
" So he nearly cut my tongue in iu in my monf !" 
Gumbo explained to the pitying Betty. "No, 
that is, yes 1 You infernal Mohock ! Why 
does not somebody kick him out ^of the place?** 

"Because nobody dares, Mr. Esmond," says- 
Mr. Warrington, with great state, arranging his: 
Fuflles — ^his ruffled ruffles. 

"And nobody won't neither," growled the 
mtvL They had all grown to love Harry, 
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whereas Mr. Will had nobody's good word. 
" We know all's fair, Sir. It ain't the first time 
Master William have been served so." 

** And I hope it won't be the last, " cries shrill 
Betty/' to go for to strike a poor black gentle- 
man so !" 

Mr. Will had gathered himself np by this 
time, had wiped his bleeding face with a napkin, 
and was skulking off to bed. 

**Sarely it's manners to say good-night to 
the company. Good-night, Mr. Esmond," says 
Mr. Warrington, whose jokes, though few, were 
not very brilliant, but the honest lad relished 
the brilliant sally, and laughed at it inwardly. 

'* He's ad his zopper, and he goos to baid !" 
says Betty, in her native dialect, at whiclMivery 
body laughed outright, except Mr. William, 
who went away leaving a black fume of curses, 
as it were, rolling ont of that Tunnel, his mouth. 

It must be owned that Mr. Warrington con- 
tinned to be witty the next morning. He sent 
a note to Mr. Will, begging to know whether he 
was for a ride to town or any whereM else. If he 
was for London, that he would friten the high- 
waymen on Honnslow Heath, and look a very 
genteel Jigar at the Chocolate House, Which 
letter, I fear, Mr. Will received with his usual 
violence, requesting the writer to go to some 
place — ^not Honnslow. 

And, besides the parley between Will and 
Harry, there comes a maiden simpering to Mr. 
Warrington's door, and Gumbo advances, hold- 
ing something white and triangular in his ebon 
fingers. 

Harry knew what it was wall enough. " Of 
course it's a letter," groans he. Molinda greets 
her Enrico, etc., etc., etc. No sleep has she 
known that night, and so forth, and so forth, 
and so forth. Has Enrico slept well in the halls 
of his fathers? undso welter, und so weiter. He 
must never never quaril and be so cruel again, 
Kai ta loipa. And I protest I sha'n't quote any 
more of this letter. Ah, tablets, golden once — 
are ye now faded leaves ? Where is the jug- 
gler who transmuted you, and why is the gla- 
mour over? 

After the little scandal with Cousin Will, 
Harry's dignity would not allow him to stay 
longer at Castlewood : he wrote a majestic let- 
ter to the lord of the mansion, explaining the 
circumstances which had occurred, and, as he 
called in Parson Sampson to supervise the doc- 
ument, no doubt it contained none of those ec- 
centricities in spelling which figured in his or- 
dinary correspondence at this period. He rep- 
resented to poor Maria, that after blackening 
the eye and damaging the nose of a son of the 
house, he should remain in it with a very bad 
grate ; and she was forced to acquiesce in the 
opinion that, for the present, his' absence would 
best become him. Of course, she wept plentiful 
tears at parting with him. He would go to Lon- 
don and see younger beauties : he would find 
none, none who would love him like his fond 
Maria. I fear Mr. Warrington did not exhibit 
any profound emotion on leaving her : nay, he 



cheered up immediately after he crossed Castle- 
wood Bridge, and made his hcnrses whisk over 
the road at ten miles an hour: he sang to them 
to go along : he nodded to the pretty girls by 
the roadside: he chucked my landlady under 
the chin: he certainly was not inconsolable. 
Truth is, he longed to be back in London again, 
to make a figure at St. James's, at Newmarket, 
wherever the men of fashion congregated. All 
that petty Tunbridge society of women and card- 
playing seemed child's play to him now he had 
tasted the delight of London life. 

By the time he reached London again, almost 
all the four-and-forty pounds which we have 
seen that he possessed at Tunbridge had slipped 
ont of his pocket, and fardier supplies were ne- 
cessary. Regarding these he made himself 
presently easy. There were the two sums of 
£5000 in his own and his brothel's name, of 
which he was the master. He would take np 
a little money, and with a run or two of good 
luck at play he could easily replace it. Mean- 
time he must live in a manner becoming his sta- 
tion, and it must be explained to Madam Els- 
mond that a gentleman of his rank can not keep 
fitting company, and appear as becomes him in 
society, upon a miserable pittance of two hun- 
dred a year. 

Mr. Warrington sojourned at the Bedford 
Coffee-House as before, but only for a short 
while. He sought ont proper lodgings at the 
court end of the town, and fixed on some apart- 
ments in Bond Street, where he and Gumbo 
installed themselves, bis horses standing at a 
neighboring livery -stable. And now tailon, 
mercers, and shoemakers were put in requisi- 
tion. Not without a pang of remorse he laid 
aside his mourning and figured in a laced hat 
and waistcoat. Gumbo was always dexterous 
in the art of dressing hair, and with a little 
powder fiung into his fair locks Mr. Warring- 
ton's head was as modish as that of any gentle- 
man in the Mall. He figured in the Ring in 
his phaeton. Reports of his great wealth had 
long since preceded him to London, and not a 
little curiosity was excited about the fortunate 
Virginian. 

Until our young friend could be balloted for 
at the proper season, my Lord March had writ- 
ten down his name for the club at White's Choc- 
olate House, as a distinguished gentleman from 
America. There were as yet but few persons 
of fashion in London, but with a pocket fiUl of 
money, at one-and-twenty, a young fellow can 
make himself happy even out of the season; 
and Mr. Harry was determined to enjoy. 

• He ordered Mr. Draper, then, to sell five 
hundred pounds of his stock. What would his 
poor mother have said had she known that the 
young spendthrift was already beginning to dis- 
sipate his patrimony ? He dined at the tavern, 
he supped at the Clvb, where Jack Morris in- 
troduced him, with immense eulogiums, to such 
gentlemen as were in town. Life, and youth, 
and pleasure were before him; the wine was 
set a running, and the eager lad was greedy to 
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drink. Bo joa see, far away in the west yon- 
der, the pious widow at her prayers for her 
son ? ' Behind the trees at Oakharst a tender 
little heart, too, is heating for him, perhaps. 
When the Prodigal Son was away carousing, 
were not love and forgireness still on the watch 
for him? 

Among the inedited letters of the late Lord 
Orford there is one which the present learned 
editor, Mr. Peter Cnnningham, has omitted 
from his collection, doubting, possibly, the au- 
thenticity of the document. Nay, I mjrself hare 
only seen a copy of it in the Warrington papers 
in Madam Esmond's prim handwriting, and 
noted, ^*'Mr, H. Walpok*8 account of my son 
Henry cU London^ and of Baroness Tusker — 
wrote to Gen* Conway.** 

** AxLiNOToif Stbxet. Friday nSghL 

" I hare come away, child, for a day or two 
from my deyotions to our Lady of Strawberry. 
Hare I not been on my knees to her these three 
weeks, and aren't the poor old joints full of 
rheumatism? A fit took me that I would pay 
London a visit, that I would go to Vauxhall 
and Ranelagh quoi ! May I not have my rattle 
as well as other elderly babies ? Suppose, after 
being so long virtuous, I take a fancy to cakes 
and ale, shall your reverence say nay to me ? 
George Selwyn and Tony Storer and your hum- 
ble servant took boat at Westminster t'other 
night. Was it Tuesday ? — ^no, Tuesday I was 
with their Graces of Norfolk, who are just from 
Tunbridge — ^it was Wednesday. How should I 
know ? Wasn't I dead drunk with a whole pint 
of lemonade I took at White's? 

" The Norfolk folk had been entertaining me 
on Tuesday with the account of a yoang savage 
Iroquois, Choctaw, or Virginian, who has lately 
been making a little noise in our quarter of the 
globe. He is an ofishoot of that disreputable 
family of Esmond-Castlewood, of whom all the 
men are gamblers and spendthrifts, and all the 
women — ^weU, I sha'n't say the word, lest Lady 
Ailesbury should be looking over your shoulder. 
Both the late lords, my father told me, were in 
his pay, and the last one, a beau of Queen 
Anne's reign, from a viscount advanced to be an 
earl through the merits and intercession of his 
notorious old sister Bernstein, late Tusher, nee 
Esmond — a great beauty, too, of her day, a fa- 
vorite of the old Pretender. She sold his se- 
crets to my papa, who paid her for them ; and 
being nowise particular in her love for the 
Stuarts, came over to the august Hanoverian 
house at present reigning over us. ' Will Hor- 
ace Walpole's tongue never sibp scandal ?' says 
your wife over your shoulder. I kiss your lady- 
ship's hand. I am dumb. The Bernstein is a 
model of virtue. She had no good reasons for 
marrying her father's chaplain. Many of the 
nobility omit the marriage altogether. She 
wtunU ashamed of beinf Mrs. Tusher, and didn't 
take a German Barondno for a second hnsband, 
whom nobody out of Hanover ever saw. The 
Yarmouth bears no malice. Esther and Vashti 



are very good friends, and have been cheating 
each other at Tunbridge at cards all the sum- 
mer. 

*^ * And what has all this to do with the Iro- 
quois ?' says your ladyship. • The Iroquois has 
been at Tunbridge, too— not cheating, perhaps, 
but winning vastly. They say he has bled 
Lord March of thousands — ^Lord March, by 
whom so much blood hath been shed, that he 
has quarreled with eveiy body, fought with 
every body, rode over every body, been fallen 
in love with by every body's wife except Mr. 
Conway's, and not excepting her present Majes- 
ty, the Countess of England, Scotland, France, 
and Ireland, Queen of Walmoden and Ynr- 
mouth, whom Heaven preserve to us. ■ 

''Ton know an offensive little creature, cfe 
par le monde one Jack Morris, who skips in and 
out of all the houses of London. When we 
were , at Vauxhall, Mr. Jack gave us a nod 
under the shoulder of a pretty young fellow 
enough, on whose aim he was leaning, and who 
appeared hugely delighted with the enchant- 
ments of the garden. Lord, how he stared at 
the fire-works ! Gods, how he huzzayed at the 
singing of a horrible painted wench who shrieked 
the ears off my head ! A twopenny string of 
glass beads and a strip of tawdry cloth are treas- 
ures in Iroquois land, and our savage valued 
them accordingly. 

*' A buzz went about the place that this was 
the fortunate youth. He won three hundred at 
White's last night very genteelly from Rocking- 
ham and my precious nephew, and here he was 
bellowing and huzzaying over the music eo'as to 
do you good to hear. I do not love a puppet- 
show, but I love to treat children to one. Miss 
Conway I I present your ladyship my compli- 
ments, and hope we shall go and see the dolls 
together. 

'^ When the singing womau came down from 
her throne. Jack Morris must introduce mv 
Viiiginian to her. I saw him blush up to the 
eyes, and make her, upon my word, a very fine 
bow, such as I had no idea was practiced in 
wigwams. *■ There is a certain jenny squaw 
about her, and that's why the savage likes her,' 
Geoige said — a joke certainly not as brilliant as 
a fire-work. After which it seemed to me that 
the savage and the savagess retired together. 

''Having had a great deal too much to eat 
and drink three hours before, my partners must 
have chicken and rack-punch at Vauxhall, where 
George fell asleep straightway, and for my sins 
I must tell Tony Storer what I knew about this 
Virginian's amiable family, especially some of 
the Bernstein's antecedents, and the history of 
another elderly beauty of the ihmily, a certain 
Lady Maria, who was au mieux with the late 
Prince of Wales. What did I say ? I protest 
not half of what I knew, and, of course, not a 
tenth part of what I was going to tell, for who 
should start out upon us but my savage, this 
time quite red in the face, and in his war-paint. 
The wretch had been drinkibg fire-water in the 
next box I 
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" He cocked hia hkt, c1«pped fail hinil lo hi 
sword, oaked which of the geDtlemeo wai it that 
WMmali^tniDgliiBfamilj? lochatlw 
f} entreat him not to make such a noise, lest he 
shaald wake my (fiend Mr. George Seiwyn. I 
And I added, ' 1 assure you, Sir, I had no idea 
ihat you jrere Vicar me, and I most sincerely 
apologize lor giving you pain.' 

" The Haron look big hand oK his tomahawk 
at Chia pacific rejoinder, made a bow not ongra- 
cionaly, said he could not, of course, ask more 
than an apology from a gentleman of my kge 
(Merci, Momiair;), and, hearinf! the name of 
Mr. Sclwyn, made another bow to George, and 
said he had a letter to him from Lord March, 
which he bad had the ill fortune to miilay. 
Georj^ has put him up for the club, it appeare, 
in conjanclion with March, and no doubt these 
lambs will fleece each other. Meanwhile my 
pacified laTage iate down with as, and buried 
iht hatchtt in another bowl of punch, for which 
these gentlemen muit call. Hearen help ns! 
Til elcTen o'clock, and here comet Bedson with 
mygniell H. W. 

"To tba HonMt H. 8. Coawar." 



CHAPTER XDI. 

People were still very busy in Henry War- 
rington's time (not that our young gentleman 
took much heed of the controversy) in de- 
termining the relative lilemry merits of the an- 
cients and the modems ; and the learned, and 
the world with them, indeed, prolty generally 
pronounced in faror of the former. The mod- 
cms of that day are the ancients of oars, and 



we speculate upon them « the present year of 
grace, as our grandchildren, a hundred years 
' hence, will give their judgment about us. As 
' for your book-learning, O respectable anceMon 
(though, to be sure, you hare the mighty Gib- 
bon with you), I think yon will own that yon 
are beaten, and could point to a couple of pro- 
fessors al Cambridge and Glasgow who know 
mote Greek than was to be hod in your lime in 
all the Dnivcraities of Europe, including that of 
Athena, if such an one existed. As for science, 
you were scarce more advanced than those hea- 
then lo whom in literature you owned yourselves 
infenor. And in public and private morality? 
Which is the belter, this actual year 1S58, or 
its predecessor a century back ? Gentlemen of 
Mr. Disraeli's House of Commons! haa every 
one of you hia price, as in Walpole's or Newcas- 
tle's time — or (and that is the delicate question) 
bare you almost all of yon had it? Ladies, I 
do not say that you are a society of Vestals — 
bat the chronicle of a hundred years sitice con- 
tains such an amount of scandal, that yon may 
he thankful yon did not lire in such dHDgerona 
times. No: on my conscience I believe that 
men and women are both belter ; not only that 
the Susannahs are mon: numerous, 
but (hat the Eldera are not nearly so 
wicked. Did you ever hear of such 
1)ooki as "Clarissa," "Torn Jones," 
" Boderick Random;" paintings by 
contemporary artists, of the men and 
women, the life and society, of their 
day r Suppose we were to describe the 
doings of such a pereon as Mr. Lore- 
lace, or my Lady Belloslon, or that 
wonderful " Lady of Quality" who lent 
her memoirs to the author of "Per- 
egrine Pickle?" Uow the pure and out- 
raged Nineteenth Century would blush, 
scream, mn out of the room, call away 
the yonng ladies, and order Mr. Mu- 
die nerer to tend one of Ihat odious 
author's books again! Von are fifty- 
eight years old, madam, and it may be 
that you are too squeamish, that you 
ciy out before you are hurt, and when 
nobody had any intention of ofiending 
your ladyship. Also, il may be that 
the noreliic'a art is injoivd by Ihe re- 
strainta put upon him, as many an hon- 
est, harmless statne at St. Peter's and 
the Vatican is spoiled by the un dra- 
peries in which ecclesiastical old women 
have swaddled the fair timba of the mar- 
ble. But iu your prudery there is reason. So 
Ihereisin thestatecensorshipofthel'resa. The 
page may contun matter dangerous to bono! 
mora. Out with your scissors, censor, and clip 
off the pmrient paragraphJ We have nothing 
for it but to submit. Society, Ihe despot, ha* 
given his imperial decree. We may think tba 
statue had been seen to Malcr adrantage with- 
oat the lin drapery; we may plead that the 
moral were better might we recite the whole fa- 
ble. Away with him— not a woid! I neT«r nw 
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the piano-fortes in the United States with the 
fniled mnslin trowsers on their legs ; hat, de- 
pend on it, the muslin covered some of the 
notes as well as the mahogany, mnfBed the mu- 
sic and stopped the player. 

To what does this prelude introduce us ? I 
am thinking of Harry Warrington, Esquire, in 
his lodgings in Bond Street, London, and of 
the life which he and many of the young bucks 
of fashion led in those times, and how I can no 
more take my fair young reader into them than 
Lady Squeams can take her daughter to Cre- 
morne Gardens on an ordinary eyening. My 
dear Miss Diana (Pshaw ! I know you are eight- 
and-thirty, although you are so wonderfully 
shy, and want to make us beliete yon have just 
left off school-room dinners and a pinafore), 
when your grandfather was a young man about 
town, and a member of one of the Clubs at 
White's, and dined at Pontac*s off the feasts pro- 
Tided by Braund and Lebeck, and rode to New- 
market with March and Rockingham, and toast- 
ed the best in England with Gilly Williams and 
George Selwyn (and didn't understand George's 
jokes, of which, indeed, the flavor has very 
much evaporated since the bottling) — the old 
gentleman led a life of which your noble aunt 
(author of '* Legends of the Squeamses; or. 
Fair Fruits off a Family Tree,**) has not given 
yoa the slightest idea. 

It was before your grandmother adopted those 
serions views for which she was distinguished 
dnring her last long residence at Bath, and 
alter Colonel Tibbalt married Miss Lye, the 
rich 8oap-boiler*s heiress, that her ladyship's 
wild oats were sown. When she was young, 
she was as giddy as the rest of the genteel world. 
At her house in Hill Street she had ten card- 
tables on Wednesdays and Sunday evenings, 
except for a short time when Ranelagh was open 
on Sundays. Every night of her life she gam- 
bled for eight, nine, ten hours. Every body 
else in society did the like. She lost ; she won ; 
she cheated ; she pawned her jewels ; who knows 
what else she was not ready to pawn, so as to 
find funds to supply her fury for play ? What 
was that after-supper duel at the Shakspeare's 
Head in Covent Garden, between your grand- 
father and Colonel Tibbalt ? where they drew 
swords and engaged only in the presence of Sir 
John Screwby, who was drunk nnder the table ? 
They were interrupted by Mr. John Fielding's 
people, and your grandfather was carried home 
to Hill Street, wounded, in a chair. I tell yon 
those gentlemen in powder and ruffles, who 
tamed out the toes of their buckled pumps so 
delicately, were terrible fellows. Swords were 
perpetually being drawn; bottles after bottles 
were drunk; oaths roared unceasingly in Con- 
versation ; tavern-drawers and watchmen were 
pinked and maimed ; chairmen belabored ; cit- 
izens insulted by reeling pleasure-hunters. Tou 
have been to Cremome with proper " vouchers** 
of course ? Do yon remember our great thea- 
tres thirty years ago? Yon were too good to 
go to a pUy. Well, you have no idea what the 



play-houses were, or what the green boxes were, 
when Garrick and Mrs. Frichard were playing 
before them ! And I, for my children*s sake, 
thank that good Actor in his retirement who 
was the first to banish that shame from the the- 
atre. No, madam, you are mistaken ; I do not 
plume myself on my superior virtue. I do not 
say yon are naturally better than your ancestress 
in her wild, rouged, gambling, flaring, tearing 
days ; or even than poor Polly Fogle, who is 
just taken up for shop-lifting, and would have 
been hung for it a hundred years ago. Only, I 
am heartily thankful that my temptations are 
less, having quite enough to do with those of 
the present century. 

. So if Harry Warrington rides down to New- 
market to the October meeting, and loses or 
wins his money there ; if he makes one of a 
party at the Shakspeare or the Bedford Head ; 
if he dines at White*s ordinary, and sits down 
to Macco and lansquenet afterward ; if he boxes 
the watch, and makes his appearance at the 
Roundhouse ; if he turns out for a short space 
a wild, dissipated, harum-scarum young Harry 
Warrington ; I, knowing the weakness of human 
nature, am not going to be surprised ; and, quite 
aware of my own shortcomings, don*t intend to 
be very savage at my neighbor's. Mr. Sampson 
was : in his chapel in Long Acre he whipped 
Vice tremendously ; gave Sin no quarter ; out- 
cursed Blasphemy with superior anathemas: 
knocked Drunkenness down, and trampled on 
the prostrate brute wallowing in the gutter; 
dragged out conjugal Infidelity, antl .pounded 
her with endless stones of rhetoric — and, after 
service, came to dinner at the Star and Garter, 
made a bowl of punch for Harry and his friends 
at the Bedford Head, or took a hand at whist at 
Mr. Warrington*s lodgings, or my Lord Marches, 
or wherever there was a supper and good com- 
pany for him. 

I often think, however, in respect of Mr. 
Warrington's doings at this period of his coming 
to London, that I may have taken my usual de- 
grading and uncharitable views of him — for, you 
see, I have not uttered a single word of virtuous 
indignation against his conduct, and, if it was 
not reprehensible, have certainly judged him 
roost cruelly. O the Truthful, O the Beautiful, 
O Modesty, O Benevolence, O Pudor, O Mores, 

Blushing Shame, O Namby Pamby — each 
with your respective capital letters to your hon- 
ored names ! O Niminy, O Piminy ! how shall 

1 dare for to go for to say that a young man ever 
was a young man ? 

No doubt, dear young lady, I am calumnia- 
ting Mr. Warrington, according to my heartless 
custom. As a proof, here is a letter out of the 
Warrington collection, from Harry to his mo- 
ther, in which there is not a single word that 
would lead you to suppose he was leading a wild 
life. And such a letter from an only son, to a 
fond and exemplary parent, we know must be 
true! 

BoicD Strxkt, LoiTDOir, October SB, 17SA. 

HoMORD Madam, — I take up my pen to ac- 
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knowledge your honored favor of 10 Jaly, per 
Lively Virginia packet, which has duly come to 
hand, forwarded by oar Bristol agent, and re- 
joice to hear that the prospect of the crops is so 
good. Tis Tally who says that agricultare is 
the noblest porsait ; how delightful when that 
porsnit is also prophetable ! 

Since my last, dated from Tnnbridge Wells, 
one or two inscuknce have occurred of which it 
is nessasery* I shoald advise my honored Mo- 
ther. Our party there broke up end of August : 
the partridge shooting commencing. Baroness 
Bernstein, whose kindness to me has been most 
invariable, has been to Bath, her usual winter 
resort, and has made me a welcome present of 
a fifty pound bill. I rode back with Bev. Mr. 
Sampson, whose instruction I find mo8t vaUuble, 
and my cousin Lady Maria^ to Castlewood.! I 
paid a flying visit on the wAy to my dear kind 
friends Col. and Mrs. Lambert, Oakhurst House, 
who send my honored mother their most affec- 
tionate remembrances. The youngest Miss 
Lambert, I grieve to say, was ddHcaie; and 
her parents in some anxiety. 

At Castlewood I lament to state my stay was 
short, owing to a quarrel with my cousin Will- 
iam. He is a young man of violent passions, 
and alas! addicted to liquor, when he has no 
controul over them. In a triffling dispute about 
a horse, high words arose between us, and he 
aymed a blow at me or its equivulent — which 
my Grandfathers my honored mothers child 
could not brook. I rejoyned, and feld him to 
the ground, whents he was carried almost «€fice- 
liM to bed. I sent to enquire after his health 
in the morning : but having no further news of 
him, came away to London where I have been 
ever since with brief intavles of absence. 

Knowing you would wish me to see my dear 
Grandfathers University of Cambridge, I rode 
thither lately in company with some friends, 
passing through part of Harts, and lying at the 
famous bed of Ware. The October meeting 
was just begun at Cambridge when I went. I 
saw the students in their gowncU and capps^ and 
rode over to the famous Newmarket Heath, where 
there happened to be some races — my friend 
Lord Marchs horse Marrowbones by Cleaver 
coming off winner of a large steak. It was an 
amusing day — the jockeys, horses, etc., very 
different to our poor races at home — the bet- 
ting awful — the richest nobleman here mix with 
the jox, and bett all round. Cambridge pleased 
me : especially King's College Chapel| of a rich 
but elegant Gothick. 

I have been out into the world, and am made 
member of the Club at White's, where I m%et 
gentlemen of the first fashion. My lords Rock- 
ingham, Carlisle, Orford, Bolingbroke, Coven- 
try are of my friends, introduced to me by my 
Lord March, of whom I have often wrote be- 

* This word hu been much operated upon with the 
penknife, but is left tic— no doubt to the writer's satis- 
foctlun. 

t Could Piuvon Sampeon have been dictating the above 
remarks to Mr. Wanlngton ? 



fore. Lady Coventry is a fine woman, but tkinn . 
Every latijf pctints here, old and young ; so, if 
you and Mountain and Fanny wish to be in 
fashion, I must send you out some rooge pots : 
, every body plays — eight, ten, card-tables at 
every house on every receiving night. I am 
sorry to say all do not play fair, and some do not 
pajf fJEur. I have been obliged to sit down, and 
do as Borne does, and have actually seen ladies 
whom I could name take my counters from be- 
fore my face ! 

One day, his regiment the 20th, being pa- 
raded in St. Jameses Park, a friend of mine, 
Mr. Wolfe, did me the honour to present me to 
His Boyal Highness the Captain General, who 
was most gracious; a fat jolly Prince, if I may 
speak so without disrespect, reminding me in 
his manner of that unhappy Grenend Braddock, 
whom we knew to our sorrow last yean When 
he heard my name and how dearest George 
had served and fallen in Braddock's unfortu- 
nate campaign, he talked a great deal with me ; 
asked why a young fellow like me did not serve 
too ; jvhy I did not go to the King of Prussia, 
who was a great General, and see a campaign 
or two ; and .whether that would not be better 
than dawdling about at routs and card-parries 
in London ? I said, I would like to go with 
all my heart, but was an only son now, on 
leave from my mother, and belonged to our 
estate in Virginia. His Boyal Highness said, 
Mr. Braddock had wrote home accounts of Mrs. 
£smond*s loyalty, and that he would gladly 
serve me. Mr. Wolfe and I have waited on 
him since, at His Royal Highneft*s bouse in 
Pall Ma]l. The latter, who is stUl quite a 
young man, made the Scots campaign with 
His Highness, whom Mr. Dempster heea so 
much at home. To be sure, he was too severe : 
if any thing can be too severe against rebels in 
arms. 

Mr. Draper has had half the Stock, my late 
Papa*8 property, transferred to my name. Un- 
til there can be no doubt of that painful loss in 
our family which I would give my right hand 
to replace, the remaining stock must remain in 
the trustees' name in behalf of him who inher- 
ited it. Ah, dear mother! There is no day, 
scarce any hour, when I don*t think of him. I 
wish he were by me often. I feel like as if I 
was better when I am thinking of him, and 
would like, for the honour of my family, that he 
was representing of it here instead of 
Honored Madam, 

Your dutiful and affectionate Son, 
Henby Esmond Waa&ikgtok. 

P.S. — ^I am like your sex, who always, they 
say, put their chief news in a poscrip, I had 
something to tell you about a person to whom 
viy heart is engaged, I shall write more abont 
it, which there is' no hurry. Safice she is a 
nobleman's daughter, & her family of good as 
our own, 

CuLBOis Stbsst, London, October SS, 179<L 
I think, my good sister, wo have been all oar 
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liret a little more than kin and Ies» than kind, 
to nse the words of a poet whom ;onr dear fa- 
ther loved dearlf. When yon were bora in 
our Western Frincipalitie, mj mother wai not 
at old at Itaae'a ; bnt eren then I wai mnch 
more than old enongh to be yonn. And though 
ahe gave jon all the could leave or p'B, ii 
cloding the little portion of lore that ought 
bare been tnj ahare, jet, if we can have good 
will fbr one another, we may learn to do with- 
out affectiOD: and some little kin dneu yon one 
me, for yonr (on'a take aa well aa your fatbcr'a, 
whom I loved and admired more than any man 
I think ever I knew in ibia world ; he was 
greater Ihau almost all, though he mode 



I A aaaAT naaoitAaC 

noyae in it. I have aeen ver; mnnjr who have, 
and, believe me, have fonud bnt few with sacb. 
good heada and good hartt it Mr. Eamond. 

Had we been twtter acquainted, I might have 
given yon some advice re^rding yonr young 
gentleman's introduction to Europe, which you 
would have taken or not, aa people do in (his 
world. At least yon would have sed after- 
ward, "What abe connaelled me was right, and 
had Harry done as Madam BestriK wiaht, it 
had been better for hiio." My good aielcr, it 
waa not for yoa to know, or for lue to whom yon 
never wrote to tell joii, but your buy in coming 
to England and Caitlewood fonnd hut illfrienda 
there ; except one, an old aunt, of whom all 
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kind of evil hath heen spoken and sed these 
fifty yean past — and not without cawse too, 
perhaps. 

Now, I mnst tell Hany's mother what will 
doubtless scarce astonish her, that almost ereiy 
body who knows him lores him. He is pmdent 
of his tongue, generous of his money, as bold as 
a lyon, with an imperious domineering way that 
sets well upon him; you know whether he is 
handsome or not : my dear, I like him none the 
less for not being over witty or wise, and never 
cared for your sett-the-TTtamet-Bfixe gentlemen, 
who are so much more clerer than their neigh- 
bours. Your father^s great friend, Mr. Addison, 
seemed to me but a supercillious prig, and his 
follower, Sir Dick Steele, was not pleasant in 
his cupps, nor out of *em. And (revenons a ivif) 
your Master Harry will certainly not bum the 
river up with his wits. Of book learning he is 
as ignorant as any lord in England, and for this 
I hold him none the worse. If Hearen have 
not given him a turn that way, 'tis of no use 
trying to bend him. 

Considering the place he is to hold in his own 
colony when he returns, and the stock he comes 
from, let me tell you, that he hath not means 
enough allowed him to support his station, and 
is likely to make the more depence from the nar- 
rowness of his income — fh>m sheer despair 
breakiin; out of all bounds, and becoming ex- 
travagant, which is not his turn. But he likes 
to live as well as the rest of his company, and, 
between ourselves, has fell into some of the 
finist and most rakish in Englandt He thinks 
*tis for the honor of the family not to go back, 
and many a time calls for ortolans and cham- 
paign when he would as leaf dine with a stake 
and a mugg of beer. And in this kind of spirit 
I have no doubt from what he hath, told m^ in 
his talk (which is very naff, as the French say), 
that his mamma hath encouraged him in his 
high opinion of himself. We women like our 
belongings to have it, however little we lov^ to 
pay the cost. Will you have your ladd make a 
figar in London ? Trebble his allowance at the 
very least, and his Aunt Bernstein (with his 
honored mamma's permission) will add a little 
more on to whatever summ yon give him. 
Otherwise he will be spending the little capital 
I learn he has in this country, which, when a 
ladd once begins to manger, there is veiy soon 
an end to the loaf. Please God, I shall be able 
to leave Henry Esmond's grandson something 
at my death ; but my savings are small, and the 
pension with which my gracious Sovereign hath 
endowed me dies with me. As for Jeu M. de 
Bernstein, he left only debt at his decease : the 
officers of his Majesty's Electoral Court of Han- 
nover are but scantily paid. 

A lady who is at present very high in his 
Majesty's confidence hath taken a great phancy 
to your ladd, and will take an early occasion to 
bring him to the Sovereign's favorable notice. 
His Royal Highness the Duke he hath seen. 
If live in America he must, why should not Mr. 
Esmond Warrington return as Governor of Vir- 



ginia, and with a title to his name ? That is 
rwhat I hope for him. 

-Meanwhile, I must be candid with you, and 
tell you I fear he hath entangled himself here 
in a very silly engagement. Even to marry an 
old woman for money is scarce pardonable — the 
game ne volant gueres la chandelle — Mr. Bern- 
stein, when alive, more than once assured me 
of this fact, and I believe him, poor gentleman ! 
But to engage yourself to an old woman with- 
out money, and to many her merely because 
you have promised her, this seems to me a foUie 
which only very young lads fall into, and I fear 
Mr. Warrington is one. How, or for what con- 
sideration, I know not, but my niece Maria 
Esmond hath egcamote a promise from Harry. 
He knows nothing of her antecedeng, which I 
do. She hath laid herself out for twenty hus- 
bands these twenty years past I care not how 
she hath got the promise from him. Tis a sinn 
and a shame that a woman more than forty 
years old should surprize the honour of a child 
like that, and hold him to his word. She is 
not the woman she pretends to be. A horse- 
jockey (he saith) can not take him in — ^but a 
woman ! * 

I write this news to yon advisedly, displeasant 
as it must be. Perhaps 'twill bring you to En- 
gland : bnt I would be very cautious, above all, 
very gentle, for the bitt will instantly make hh 
high spirit restive. I fear the property is en- 
tailed, to that threats of cutting him off from 
it will not move Maria. Otherwise I know her 
to be so mercenary that (though she really hath 
a great phancy for this handsome ladd) without 
money she would not hear of him. All I could, 
and more than I ought, I have done to prevent 
the match. What and more I will not say in 
writing; bnt that I am, for Heniy Esmond's 
sake, his grandson's sincerest friend, and. Mad- 
am, your faithful sister and servant, 

Bbatbix Baroness db Besxstein. 

To Mrs. Eamond Warrington, of CMttevood, la Yi> 
glnU. 

On the back of this letter is written, in Mad- 
am Esmond's hand, ** My sister Bernstein's let- 
ter, received with Heniy's December 24: on 
receipt of which it was determined my sou 
should instantly go home." 



CHAPTER XUI. 

FORTUNATU8 KIMIUM. 

Though Harry Warrington persisted in his 
determination to keep that dismal promise 
which his cousin had extracted from him, we 
trust no benevolent reader will think so ill of 
him as to suppose that the engagement was to 
the young fellow's taste, and that he would not 
be heartily glad to be rid of it. Very likely the 
beating administered to poor Will was to this 
end ; and Harry may have thought, " A boxing- 
match between us is sure to bring on a quarrel 
with the family ; in the quarrel with the family, 
Maria may take her brotheir's side. I, of roursej 
will make no retraction or apology. Will, jq 
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_, Tive hii dderlj bride, and might 

console himself or not, as he pre- 
ferred, after her departure. 

But after an inierriew with Annt 
BemBtcin, which his ioniship had 
on his coming to London, he 
changed his opinion ; and ercn 
went so far as to trj and dissaade 
Maria from the malch; and to pro- 
fess a piiy for the yonng fellow who 
I was to be made, to tindergo a life 
of misery on account of a lilly 
promise giTcn at one-and-toenty ! 
I Misery, indeed! Maria was at a 
loss to know why he was lo be mis- 
erable. Fity, foraooth! My lord 
at Caetlewood had ihought it wa'i 
no pity at all. Maria knew what 
pity meant. Her brother had been 
with Aunt Bernstein: AnntBem- 
— --^ ^.^r- = ^: — -^^^^ — . — ilein had offered money lo break 

this match off, S/ie aadcrnood 
thai case, may call me to account, when 1 know what tny lord pieani, but Mr. Warrington was 
which is the better man. In the midat of (he amanofhonor, and she could tmst him. Away, 
fend the agreement may come to an end, and i upon this, walks my lord to White's, orto what- 
I may be a free man once more." ever haunts he frequented. It is (irobable that 

So honest Harry laiillhis train, and fired it ; hia sister had gnessed loo accurately what the 
but, Iho explosion orer, no hann was found to | nature of his couTetsation with Madame Bern- 
be done, except that William Esmond's nose stein had been. 

was Bwollen, and his eye black for a week. He " And so," thinks he, " the end of my virtns 
did not' send a challenge to his cousin. Harry is likely to be that the Mohock will fall a prey 
Warrington ; and, in consequence, neither kill- lo others, and that there is no earthly use in 
ed Harry nor was killed by him. Will was my sparing him. ' Quem DenBTult,'what was 
knocked down, and he got up again. How the achoolmaater's adage ? If I don't hare him, 
many men of sense nonld do the same, could somebody else will, that is clear. My brother 
they get their little account settled in a privHte has had a slice ; my dear sister wants to swallow 
place, with nobody to tell how Che scorfe was the whole of him bodily. Here have 1 been at 
paid '. Maria by no means look her fantly's home respecting his yoalh and innocence for- 
tide in the qnarrel, but declared for her cousin, sooth, declining to play beyond the value of n 
as dill my lord, when advised of the disturbance, sixpence, and acting guardian and Mentor to 
Will had struck (he Bnt blow. Lord Casllewood him. Why, I am but a fool to fatten a gooae 
said, by the Chaplain's showing. It was- not for other people to feed off! Not many a good 
the first or the tenth time he had been found action have I done in this life, and here is this 
quarreling in his cnpa, Mr. Warrington only one, that serves to benefit whom 7— other folks, 
showed a proper spirit in resenting the injury, ! Talk of remonel By all the Ores and faries, 
and it was for Will, not for Harry, to ask par- the remorse I hare is for things I haveii't done 
don. and might hare done! Why did I spare Lu- 

Harry said he would accept no apology as | ct^tis? She hated me ever aller, and her hns- 
long as his horse was not returned or his bet 1 band went the way for which he was predes- 
paid. This chronicler has not been able to find ' lined. Why have 1 let (his lad oflf ? — that March 
out, from any of the papers which have come un- ' and the rest, who don't want him, may pluck 
der his view, how that a^irofthe bet was Goally : him! And I have a bad repote; and I am the 
arranged -, but 'tis certain the cousins presently man people point at, and call the wicked lord, 
met in the houses of various friends, and with- ' and against whom women warn their sons! Par- 
ottt mauling each other. di, lamnotapennyworse, onlyagnatdealmoro 

Maria's elder brother had been at first quite nnluckythanmyneighbors, and 'lis only my curs- 
willing that bis sister, who had remained un- ed wetness that has been my greatest enemy !" 
married for so many years, and on the train of Here manifestly, in selling down a speech which 
whose robe, in her long coarse over the path of a genilemaDonly rAow/A/, a chronicler overdraws 
life, so many briers, so much mad, so many his account with the patient reader, who has a 
rents and stains had naturally gathered, should right not to accept this drafl on hfB credulity. 
marry with any bridegroom who presented him- Bnt have not Livy, and Thncydides, and a score 
■elf, and if with a gentleman from Virginia so more of hislorians, made speeches for their 
mnch the better. She would retire to his wig- ' heroes, which we know ihe latter never ihought 
wam in the forest, and there be disposed of. In ' of delivering? Howmach more may we then, 
the natural coarse of tbingi^ Harry would sur- knowing my XiOrd Caitlewood'i character so 
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intimately as we do, declare what was passing 
in his mind, and transcribe his thonghts on ' 
this paper ? What ? a whole pack of the wolves 
are on the hnnt after this lamb, and will make 
a meal of him presently, and one hungry old 
hunter is to stand by, and not have a single 
cutlet? Who has not admired that noble 
speech of my Lord Clive, when reproached, 
on his return from India, yrith making rath- 
er too free with jaghires, lakhs, gold mohurs, 
diamonds, pearls, and what not: '*Upon my 
life,"* said the hero of FUssy, *< when I think 
of my opportunities, I am surprised I took so 
little!" 

To tell disagreeable stories of a gentleman, 
until one is in a manner forced to impart them, 
is always painful to a feeling mind. Hence, 
though I have known, before the very first page 
of .this history was written, what sort of a per- 
son my Lord Castlewood was, and in what es- 
teem he was held by his contemporaries, I have 
kept back much that was unpleasant about him, 
only allowing the candid reader to perceive that 
he was a nobleman who ought* not to be at all 
of our liking. It is true that my Lord March, 
and other gentlemen of whom he complained, 
would have thought no more of betting with 
Mr. Warrington for his last shilling, and taking 
their winnings, than they would scruple to pick 
the bones of a chicken ; that they would take 
any advantage of the game, or their superior 
skill in it— of the race, and their private 'knowl- 
edge of the horses engaged. In so far, they 
followed the practice of all gentlemen; but 
when they played, they played fair ; and when 
they lost, they paid. 

Now Madame Bernstein was loth to tell her 
Virginian nephew all she knew to his family's 
discredit; she was even touched by my lord's 
forbearance in regard to Harry on his first ar- 
rival in Europe, and pleased with his lordship's 
compliance with her wishes in this particular. 
But in the conversation which she had with her 
nephew Castlewood regarding Maria's designs 
on Harry, he had spoken his mind out with his 
usual cynicism, voted himself a fool for having 
spared a lad whom no sparing would eventually 
keep from ruin ; pointed out Mr. Harry's unde- 
niable extravagances and spendthrift associates, 
his nights at faro and hazard, and his rides to 
Newmarket, and asked why he alone should 
keep his hands from the young fellow? In 
vain Madame Bernstein pleaded that Harry 
was poor. Bah ! he was heir to a principally 
which ought to have been his (Castlewood's), 
and might have set up their ruined family. 
(Indeed Madame Bernstein thought Mr. War- 
rington's Virginia property much greater than 
it was.) Were there not money-lenders in the 
town who would give him money on post-obits 
in plenty? Castlewood knew as much to his 
cost: he had applied to them in his father's 
lifetime, and the cursed crew had eaten up two- 
thirds of his miserable income. He spoke with 
such desperate candor and ill-humor that Ma- 
dame Bernstein began to be alarmed for her fa- 



vorite, and determined to caution him at the 
first opportunity. 

That evening she began to pen a billet to Mr. 
Warrington : but all her life long*she was slow 
with her pen, and disliked using it. '^ I never 
knew any good come of writing more than Ifon 
jour or business," she used to say. ** What is 
the use of writing ill, when there are so many 
clever people who can do it well ? and even 
then it were best left alone." So she sent ope 
of her men^to Mr. Harry's lodging, bidding h^n 
come and drink a dish of tea with her next day, 
when she proposed to warn him. 

But the next morning she was indisposed, 
and could not receive Mr. Harry when he 
came ; and she kept her chamber for a couple 
of days, and the uext day there was a great en- 
gagement ; and the next day >fr. Harry was off 
on some expedition of his own. In the whirl 
of London life, what man sees his neighbor, 
what brother his sister, what school-fellow his 
old friend ? Ever so many days passed before 
Mr. Warrington and his aunt had that confi- 
dential conversation which the latter desired. 

She began by scolding him mildly about his 
extravagance and mad-cap frolics (though, in 
truth, she was charmed with him for both). 
He replied that young men will be young men, 
and that it was in dutifully waiting in attend- 
ance on his aunt he had made the acquaintance 
with whom he mostly lived at present. She 
then, with some prelude, began to warn him 
regarding his cousin, Lord Castlewood; on 
which he broke into a bitter laugh, and said 
the good-natured world had told him plenty 
about Lord Castlewood already. *' To say of 
a man of his lordship's rank, or of any gentle- 
man, 'Don't play with him!* is more than I 
like to do," continued the lady ; " but — ^* 

'' Oh, you may say on, aunt !" said Harry, 
with something like an imprecation on his lips. 

*.* And have yon played with your cousin al- 
ready?" asked the young man's worldly old 
monitress. 

''And lost and won, madamel" answers 
Harry, gallantly. " It don't become roe to say 
which. If we have a bout with a neighbor in 
Virginia, a bottle, or a pack of cards, or a quar- 
rel, we don't go home and teU our mothers. I 
mean no offense, aunt!" And, blushing, the 
handsome young fellow went up and kissed the 
old lady. He looked veiy brave and hrilliant, 
vwith his rich lace, his fair face and hair, his 
fine new suit of velvet and gold. On taking 
leave of his aunt he gave his usual snmptuons 
benefiictions to her servants, who crowded round 
him. It was a rainy, winter day, and my gen- 
tleman, to save his fine silk stockings, must 
come in a chair. " To White's !" he called 
out to the chairmen, and away they carried him 
to the place where he passed a great deal of his 
time. 

Our Virginian's friends might have wished 
that he had been a less seduloas frequenter of 
that house of entertainment ! but so much mav 
be said in favor of Mr. Warrington that, hav- 
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log engaged in play, he foaglit his hattle like a 
hero. He was not flustered by good lack, and 
perfectly calm when the chances went against 
him. If Fortune is proverbially fickle to men 
at play, how many men are fickle to Fortune, 
run away frightened from her advances ; and 
desert her, who perhaps had never thought of 
leaving them bat for their cowardice. '*By 
George, Mr. Warrington," said Mr. Selwyn, 
waking up in a rare fit of enthusiasm, "you 
deserve to win I You treat your luck as a gen- 
tleman should, and as long as she remains with 
you, behave to her- with the most perfect polite- 
ness. Si oeleres quatit pennaa — ^you know the 
rest — no ? Well, you are not much the worse 
ofi^— you will call her ladyship's coach, and make 
her a bow at the step. Look at Lord Castle- 
wood yonder, passing the box. Did you ever 
hear a fellow curse and swear so at losing five 
or six pieces? She must be a jade indeed, if 
she long give her favors to such a niggardly 
cancttUe as that !" 

** We don't consider our fiimily caiiaille, Sir," 
says Mr. Warrington, ''and my Lord Castle- 
wood is one of them.'* 

*' I forgot. I forgot, and ask your pardon ! 
And I make you my compliment upon my lord, 
and Mr. Will Esmond, his brother," says Har- 
ry's neighbor at the hazard-table. *' The box 
is with me. Five's the main! Deuce Ace! 
my usual luck. Virtute mea me involvo /" and 
he sinks back in his chair. 

Whether it was upon this occasion of taking 
the box, that Mr. Harry threw the fifteen mains 
mentioned in one of those other letters of Mr. 
Walpole's, which have not come into his present 
learned editor's hands, f. know not ; but certain 
it is, that on his first appearance at White's 
Harry had five or six evenings of l)rodigiou8 
good luck, and seemed more than ever the For- 
tunate Youth. . The five hundred pounds with- 
drawn from his patrimonial inheritance had 
multiplied into thousands. He bought fine 
clothes, purchased fine horses, gave grand en- 
tertainments, made handsome presents, lived as 
if he had been as rich as Sir James Lowther, 
or his Grace of Bedford, and yet the five thou- 
' sand pounds never seemed to diminish. No 
wonder that he gave where giving was so easy ; 
no wonder that he was generous with Fortuna- 
tus's purse in his pocket. I say no wonder that 
he gave, for such was his nature. Other For- 
tunati tie up the endless purse, drink small beer, 
and go to bed with a tallow candle. 

During this vein of his luck, what must Mr. 
Harry .do but find out from Lady Maria what 
her ladyship's debts were, and pay them off to 
the last shilling. Her stepmother and half- 
sister, who did not love her, he treated to all 
sorts of magnificent presents. *'Had you not 
better get yourself arrested, Will?" my lord 
sardonically said to his brother. ''Although 
you bit him in that affair of the horse, the Mo- 
hock will certainly take you out of pawn." It 
was then that Mr. William felt a true remorse, 
though not of that humble kind which sent the 



repentant Prodigal to his knees. "Confound 
it," he groaned, "to think that I have let this 
fellQW slip for such a little matter as forty pound ! 
Why, he was good for a thousand at least." 

As for Maria, that generous creature accepted 
the good Fortune sent her with a grateful heart ; 
and was ready to accept as much more as you 
pleased. Having paid off her debts to her 
various milliners, tradesmen, and purveyors, 
she forthwith proceeded to contract new ones. 
Mrs. Betty, her ladyship's moid, went round in- 
forming the tradespeople that her mistress was 
about to contract a matrimonial alliance with a 
young gentleman of immense fortune ; so that 
they might give my lady credit to any amount. 
Having h<)ard the same story twice or thrice 
before, the tradesfolk might not give it entire 
credit, but their bills were paid : even to Mrs. 
Pincott, of Kensington, my lady showed no ran- 
cor, and affably ordered fresh supplies from her : 
and when she drove about from the mercer to 
the toy-shop, and from the toy-shop to the jew- 
-eler, in a coach, with her maid and Mr. War- 
rington inside, they thought her a fortunate 
woman indeed to have secured the Fortunate 
Youth, though they might wonder at the taste 
of this latter in having selected so elderly a 
beauty. Mr. Sparks, of Tavistock Street, Cov- 
ent Garden, took the liberty of waiting upon 
Mr. Warrington at his lodgings in Bond Street, 
with the pearl necklace and the gold etwee 
which he had bought in Lady Maria's company 
the day before ; and asking whether he. Sparks, 
should leave them at hitf honor's lodging, or 
send them to her ladyship with his honoris 
compliments ? Harry added a ring out of the 
stock which the jeweler happened to bring with 
him, to ihe necklace and the etwee ; and sumpt- 
uously bidding that individual to send him in 
the bill, took a mijestic leave of Mr. Sparks, 
who retired, bowing even to Gumbo, as he quit- 
ted hb honor's presence. 

Nor did his bounties end here. Ere many 
days the pleased young fellow drove up in his 
phaeton to Mr. Sparks's shop, and took a couple 
of trinkets for two young ladies, whose parents 
had been kind to him, and for whom he enter- 
tained a sincere regard. " Ah !" thought he, 
" how I wish I had my poor George's wit, and 
genius for poetry ! I would send these presents 
with pretty verses to Hetty and Theo. I am 
sure, if good- will and real regard could make a 
poet of me, I should have no difficulty in find- 
ing rhjrmes." And so he called in Parson 
Sampson, and they concocted a billet together. 



CHAPTER XLIH. 

IK WHICH HARRT FLIES mOH. 

So Mr. Harry Warrington, of Virginia, had 
his lodgings in Bond Street, London, England, 
and lived upon the fat of the land, and drank 
bumpers of the best wine thereof. His title of 
Fortunate Youth 'was pretty generally recog- 
nized. Being young, wealthy, good-looking, 
I and fortunate, the fashionable world took him 
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bf tbe baud and made liim welcome. And 
don't, my dear brethren, let UB cry out too lond- 
ly against Ihe sellUbaeM of the world for being 
, kind to Ibe jroung, handaome, and fbrtuniite, 
and frowning upon jon and me, who maj be, 
for ai^isent's Bake, old, ugly, end the misertt- 
blest dogs under Ihe sun. If I hare tt right to 
choose mj acquaintance, and— at Ihe club, let 
us say — prefer the company of a lively, bHnd- 
some, well-dressed, Ron tlenmn -like yonng man, 
who amuses me, to that of a sloaching, ill- 
washed, misanthropic H-mnrdercr, a ceaseless 
prating coxcomb, or what not; haa not society 
— the aggregate yon and I — a right to the same 
choice? Harry was liked because he was like- 
able; becanee he was rich, handsome, jovial, 
well-bom, well-bred, braTe; because, with jol- 
ty topers, he lilted a jolly song and a bottle ; 
because, with gentlemen sportsmen, he lored 
any game that waa a-foot or a-horseback ; be- 
cause, with ladies, he had a modest, blushing 
timidity, which rendered the lad interesting ; 
because, to Ihoie humbler than himself in de- 
gree he was always magnillcenlly liberal, and 
anxious (o spare annoyance. Our Virginian 
was very grand, and high and mighty, to be 
sare 1 but, in those limes, when the distinction 
of ranks yet obtained, to be high and distant 
with his inferiors brought no anpnpularity lo a 
gentleman. Remember that, in thoae days, Ihe 
Secretary of Slate always*knelt when he went 
to the king with his dispalcbes of a morning; 
and theUnder-Sccretary never dared to sit down 
in his chiefs presence. If I were Secretary of 
Stale (and such tbcre hare been among men 
of letters since Addison's days) I sbonld not 
like lo kneel whsn I went in to my audience 
with my dispatch-box. If I were Under-Sec. 
retary, I should not like to hare to stand while 
Ihe Right Hononble BeiyamiD or Ihe Kight 
HonoT^le Sir Edward looked over Ihe papers. 



Bat there is a mojat in rtbut: there are cerU^n 
lines which must be drawn : and I am only half 
pleased, for my pari, when Bob Bowstreet, 
whose connection with letters is tbroDgh Police- 
men X and T, and Tom Garbage, who is an 
esteemed contributor to the Kamtl MitceUanjf, 
propose to join fellowship as brother literaiy 
men, slap me on the back, and call me old boy, 
or by my Christian name. 

As much pleasure as the town could give in the 
winter season of 1756-'5T, Mr. Warrington had 
for the asking. There were operas for him, in 
which he took bat moderate delight. (A prodig- 
ians deal of satire was brought lo bear against 
tbese Italian operas, and they were assailed for 
being foolish. Popish, unmanly, unmeaning; 
bat people went, nevertheless.) There were the 
theatres, wiih Mr. Garrick and Mrs. Prichard at 
one house, and Mrs. Cliye at another. There 
were masquerades and ridoltos, frequented by 
all the line society ; there were Iheir lordships' 
and bdyships' own private drams and assem- 
blies, which began and ended with cards, and 
which Mr. Warrington did not like so well ai 
White's, because the play there was neither so 
high nor so fair as at ihe club-lable. 

One day his kinsman, Lord Castlewood, took 
him 10 court, and presented Harry to Bis Ma- 
jesty, who was now come to town from Kensing- 
ton. But that gracious sovereign either did not 
like Harry's introducer, or bad other reasons for 
beingsulky. HisMajestyonly said, "O! heard 
of you from LadyTarmoulh. The Earl of Cas- 
tlewood" (turning to his lordship, and speaking 
in German) " shall tell him that he plays too 
much?" And so saying, the Defender of the 
Failh turned his royal back. 

Lord Casllewood shrank back quite fright- 
ened at this cold reception of his august master. 

" What does he say ?" asked Harry. 

"His Majesty thinks they play loo high at 
White's, and is displeased," whispered the no- 
bleman. 

"If he does^not want us, we had better not 
come again, ihat is all," said Harry, simply. 
" I nei'er, somehow, considered that German 
fellow a real king of England." 

"Hush I for Heaven's sake, hold jour con- 
founded colonial tongue!" cries out my lord. 
" Don't yon see the waits here have ears J" 

"And what then?" asks Mr. Warrington. 
" Why, look at the people I Hang me if it is 
not quite a curiosity! They were all abakiag 
hands with me, and bowing to me, and Battel^ 
ing me, just now ; and at present they avoid me 
as if I were the plsgue !" 

" vjhahe hands, nephew," said a broad-faced, 
broad-sbonldered gentleman in a scirlet-Uced 
waistcoat, and a great old-bsbioned wig. " I 
heard what you said. I have ears tike the wall, 
look you. And, now, if other people show you 
the cold shoulder, I'll give you my hand ;" and, 
so saying, the gentleman put oat a great brown 
hand, with which he grasped Harry's. " Some- 
thing of my brother about yonr eyes and face. 
Xjiougb, I suppose, in your island you groi* 
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mor^ wiry and thin like. I am thine uncle^ 
child. My name ^8 Sir Miles Warrington. My 
lord knows me well enough." 

My lord looked yery frightened and yellow. 
"Yes, my dear Harry. This is your paternal 
ancle, Sir Miles Warrington.'* 

** Might as well have come to see us in Nor- 
folk, as dangle about playing the fool at Tun- 
bridge Wells, Mr. Warrington, or Mr. Esmond, 
which do you call yourself?" said the Baronet. 
'^The old lady calls herself Madam Esmond, 
don*t she ?** 

'*My mother is not ashamed of her father*s 
name, nor am I, nncle/' said Mr. Harry, rather 
proudly. 

** Well said, lad ! Come home and eat a bit 
of mutton with Lady Warrington, at three, in 
Hill Street — that is, if you can do without your 
White's kickshaws. You need not look fright- 
ened, my Lord Castlewood! I shall tell np. 
tales out of school.** 

" I — I am sure Sir Miles Warrington will act 
as a gentleman !*' says my lord, in much per- 
turbation. 

"Belike, he will,*' growled the Baronet, 
turning on his heel. "And thou wilt come, 
young man, at three; and mind, good roast 
mutton waits for nobody. Thou hast a great 
look of thy father. Lord bless us, how wo used 
to beat each other ! He was smaller than me, 
and in course younger; but many a time he 
had the best of it. Take it he was henpecked, 
when he married, and Madam Esmond took the 
spirit out of him when she got him in her island. 
Virginia is an island. Ain*t it an island ?" 

Harry laughed, and said "No!" And the 
jolly Baronet, going off, said, "Well, island or 
not, thou must come and tell all about it to my 
lady. Ske*U know whether *tis an island or not.** 

"My dear Mr. Warrin^n,** said my- lord, 
with an appealing look, "I need not tell you 
that, in this great city, every man has enemies, 
and that there is a great, great deal of detrac- 
tion and scandaL I never spoke to you about 
Sir Miles Warrington, precisely because I did 
know him, and because we have had differences 
together. Should he permit himself remarks to 
my disparagement, you will receive them cutn 
ffrano, and remember that it is front an enemy 
they come.** And the pair walked out of the 
King's apartments and into Saint James*s Street. 
Harry found the news of his cold reception at 
court had already preceded him to White's. The 
King had turned his back upon him. The King 
was jealous of Harry's favor with the favorite. 
Harry was au mieux with Lady Yarmouth. A 
score of gentlemen wished him a compliment 
upon his conquest. Before night it was a settled 
matter that this was among the other victories 
of the Fortunate Youth. 

Sir Miles told his wife and Harry as much, 
when the young man appeared at the appointed 
hour at the Baronet's dinner-table, and he rallied 
Harry in his simple rustic fashion. The lady, at 
fint, a grand and stately personage, told Harry, 
on their further acquaiotance, that the reputation 



which the world had made for him was so bad, 
that at first she had given him but a frigid wel- 
come. With the young ladies, Sir Miles's daugh- 
ters, it was, " How d'ye do, cousin ?" and "No, 
thank you, cousin," and a number of prim courte- 
sies to the Virginian, as they greeted him and 
took leave of him. The little boy, the heir of 
the house, dined at table under the care of his 
governor; and, having his glass of port by papa 
afcer dinner, gave a loose to his innocent tongue, 
ancf asked many questions of his cousin. At 
last the innocent youth said, after looking hard 
in Harry's face, "Are you wicked, cousin Har- 
ry ? You don't look very wicked !" 

"My dear Master Miles!*' expostulates the 
tutor, turning very red. 

" But you know you said he was wicked !** 
cried the child. 

"We are all miserable sinners, Miley," ex- 
plains papa. " Haven't you heard the clergy- 
man say so every Sunday ?" 

"Yes, but not so very wicked as cousin Har- 
ry. Is it true that you gamble, cousin, and 
drink all night with wicked men, and frequent 
the company of wicked women ? You know 
you said so, Mr. Walker — and mamma said so 
too, that Lady Yarmouth was a wicked wo- 
man." 

"And you are a little pitcher,*' cries papa; 
" and my wife, nephew Harry, is a stanch Jac- 
obite — ^you won't like her the worse for that. 
Take Miles to his sisters, Mr. Walker, and 
Topsham shall give thee a ride in the park, 
child, on thy little horse.** The idea of the 
little horse consoled Master Miles ; for when his 
father ordered him away to his sisters,. he had 
begun to cry bitterly, bawling out "that he 
would far rather stay with his wicked cousin.*' 

"They have made you a sad reputation 
among '01% nephew !** says the jolly Baronet. 
" My wife, you must know, of late years, and 
since the death of my poor eldest son, has taken 
to — to, hum! — to Tottenham Court Road and 
Mr. Whitfield*s preaching : and we have had 
one Ward about the house, a friend of Mr. 
Walker's yonder, who has recounted sad stories 
about you and your brother at home." 

" About me. Sir Miles, atf much as he pleases,** 
cries Harry, warm with port: "but I'll break 
any man's bones who dares say a word against 
my brother! Why, Sir, that fellow was not fit 
to buckle my dear George's shoe ; and if I find 
him repeating at home what he dared to say in 
our house in Virginia, I promise him a second 
caning." 

"You seem to stand up for your friends, 
nephew Harry," says the Baronet. "Fill thy 
glass, lad. Thou art not as bad as thou hast 
been painted. I always told my lady so. I 
drink Madam Esmond Warrington's health, of 
Virginia, and will have a full bumper for that 
toast." 

Harry, as in duty bound, emptied his glass, 
filled again, and drank Lady Warrington and 
Master Miles. 

"Thou wonldst be heir to four thousand 
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acres in Norfolk, did he die, though,** said the 
Baronet. 

*' God forbid, Sir, and be praised that I have 
acres enough in Virginia of mj own !** says Mr. 
Warrington. He went up presently and took a 
dish of coffee with Lady Warrington : he talked 
to the young ladies of the house. He was quite 
easy, pleasant, and natural. There was one 
of them somewhat like Fanny Mountain, and 
this young lady became his special /ayorite. 
When he went away, they all agreed tneir 
wicked cousin was not near so wicked as they 
had imagined him to be : at any rate, jny lady 
had strong hopes of rescuing him from the pit. 
She sent him a good book that evening, while 
Mr. Harry was at White's ; with a pretty note, 
praying that '* Law's Call" might be of service 
to him: and, this dispatched, she and her 
daughters went off to a rout at the house of a 
minister's lady. But Harry, before he went to 
White's, had driven to his friend Mr. Sparks, 
in Tavistock Street, and purchased more trinkets 
for his female cousins — ''from their aunt in 
Virginia," he said. You see, he was fnll of 
kindness: he kindled and warmed with pros- 
perity. There are men on whom wealth hath 
no such fortunate influence. It hardens base 
hearts: it makes those who were mean and 
servile, mean and proud. If it should please 
the gods to try me with ten thoutend a year, I 
will, of tonrse, meekly submit myself to their 
decrees, but I will pray them to give me strength 
enough to bear the trial. All the girls in Hill 
Street were delighted at getting the presents 
from Aunt Warrington in Virginia, and ad- 
dressed a collective note, which must have as- 
tonished that good lady when she received it in 
spring time, when she and Mountain and Fanny 
were on a visit to grim, deserted Castlewood, 
when the snows had cleared away, and a thou- 
sand peach4rees flushed with blossbms. *' Poor 
boy ! " the mother thought *• * This is some pres- 
ent he gave his cousins in my name, in the 
time of his prosperity — ^nay, of his extravagance 
and folly. How quickly his wealth has passed 
away I But he ever had a kind heart for the 
poor. Mountain, and we must not forget him 
in his need. It behooves us Ui be more than 
ever carefal of our 'own expenses, my good peo- 
ple !" And so I dare say they warmed them- 
selves by one log, and ate of one dish, and 
worked by one candle. And the widow's serv- 
ants, whom the good soul began to pinch more 
and more, I fear, lied, stole, and cheated more 
and miore ; and what was saved in one way was 
stole id another. 

One afternoon Mr. Harry sate in his Bond 
Street lodgings, arrayed in his dressing-gown, 
sipping his chocolate, surrounded by luxury, 
incased in satin, and yet enveloped in care. 
A few weeks previously, when the luck was 
with him, and he was' scattering his benefac- 
tions to and fro, he had royally told Parson 
Sampson to get together a list of his debts, 
which he, Mr. Warrington, would pay. Ac- 
cordingly, Sampson had gone to work, and had 



got together a list, not of all his debts — no man 
ever does set down all — ^but such a catalogue as 
he thought sufficient to bring in to Mr. War- 
rington, at whose breakfast-table the divine had 
humbly waited until his Honor should choose to 
attend it 

Harry appeared at length, veiy pale and lan- 
guid, in curl-papers, had scarce any appetite 
for his breakfast ; and the Chaplain, fumbling 
with his schedule in his pocket, humbly asked 
if his patron had had a bad night? Yes, his 
Honor had had a very bad night He had 
been brought home from White's by two chair- 
men at five o'clock in the morning ; had caught 
a confounded cold, for one of the windows of 
the chair would not shut, and the rain and snow 
came in; finally, was in such a bad humor, 
that all poor Sampson's quirks and jokes could 
scarcely extort a smile from him. 

At last, to be sure, Mr. Warrington burst 
into a loud laugh. It was when the ])oor Chap- 
lain, after a sufficient discussion oiT muffins, 
eggs, tea, the news, the theatres, and so forth, 
pulled a paper out of his pocket, and in a piteous 
tone said, " Here is that schedule of debts which 
your Honor asked for — ^two hundred and forty- 
three pounds— every shilling I owe in the world, 
thank Heaven ! — ^that is — ahem !— every shilling 
of which the payment will in the least inconven- 
ience me— and I need not tell my dearest pa- 
tron that I shall consider him my saviour and 
benefactor!" 

It was then that Hany, taiing the paper and 
eying the Chaplain with rather a wicked look, 
burst into a laugh, which was, however, any 
thing but jovial. Wicked execrations, more- 
over, accompanied this outbreak of humor, and 
the luckless Chaplain felt that his petition ha^ 
come at the wrong moment 

''Confound it, ^y didn't you bring it on 
Monday ?" Harry asked. 

''Confound me, why did I not bring it on 
Monday ?" echoed the Chaplain's timid soul. 
"It is my luck — ^my usual luck. Have the 
cards been against you, Mr. Warrington ?" 

"Yes: a plague on them. Monday night, 
and last night, have both gone against me. 
Don't be frightened, Chaplain, there's money 
enough in the locker yet But I must go into 
the City and get some." 

"What, sell out. Sir?** asks his Beverence, 
with a voice that was reassured, though it in- 
tended to be alarmed. 

" Sell out. Sir ? Yes ! I borrowed a hun- 
dred of Mackreth in counters last night, and 
must pay him at dinner time. I will do your 
business for you nevertheless, and never fear, 
my good Mr. Sampson. Come to breakfast to- 
morrow, and we will see and deliver your Rev- 
erence from the Philistines." But though he 
laughed in Sampson's presence, and strove to 
put a good face upon the matter, Harry's head 
sank down on his chest ,when the parson quit- 
ted him, and he sate over the fire, beating the 
coals about with the poker, and giving utter- 
ance to many naughty disjointed words, which 
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showed, but did not relieve, the agitation of his 
spirit. 

In this mood the yoang fellow was interrnpt- 
ed bj the appearance of a friend, who on any 
other day — eveh on that one when his con- 
science was so nneasy — ^was welcome to Mr. 
Warrington. This was no other than Mr. Lam- 
bert, in his military dress, bnt with a cloak over 
him, who had come from the country, had been 
tp the Captain-General's levee that morning, 
and had come thence to visit his young friend 
in Bond Street. 

Harry may have thought Lambert's greeting 
rather cold ; bnt being occupied with his own 
aflfairs, he put away that notion. How were 
the ladies of Oakhurst, and Miss Hetty, who 
was ailing when he passed through in the au- 
tumn ? Purely ? Mr. Warrington was very 
glad. They were come to stay a while in Lon- 
don with their friend Lord Wrotham? Mr. 
Harry was delighted — though it must be con- 
fessed his face did not exhibit any peculiar 
signs of pleasure when he heard the news. 

"And so you live at White's, and with the 
great folks; and you fare sumptuously every 
day, and you pay your court at St. James's, 
and make one at my Lady Yarmouth's routs, 
and at all the card-parties in the court end of 
the town ?" asks the Colonel. 

**My dear Colonel, I do what other folks 
do," says Harry, with rather a high manner. 

** Other folks are richer folks than some folks, 
my dear lad." 

" Sir!" says Mr. Warrington, "I would thank 
you to believe that I owe nothing for which I 
can not pay !" 

'* I should never have spoken about your af- 
fiurs," said the other, not noticing the young 
man's haughty tone, '*but that you yourself 
confided them to me. I hear all sorts of sto- 
ries about the Fortunate Youth. Only at his 
Royal Highness's even to-day, they were saying 
how rich you were already, and I did not un- 
deceive them — " • 

*' Colonel Lambert, I can't help the world 
gossiping about me I" cries Mr. Warrington, 
more and more impatient. 

*' — And what prodigious sums you had won. 
Eighteen hundred one night — ^two thousand an- 
other — six 6r eight thousand in all ! Oh I there 
were gentlemen from White's at the levee too, 
I can assure you, and the army can fling a main 
as well as you civilians I" 

'* I wish they would meddle with their own 
affiuFB," sayB Harry, scowling at his old friend. 

'* Ajid I, too, you look as if yon were going 
to say. Well, my boy, it is my afiair, and you 
must let Theo's father, and Hetty's father, and 
Harry Warrington's father^s old friend say how 
it i« my affiur." Here the Colonel drew a pack- 
et out of his pocket, whereof the lappets and the 
coat-taib and the general pocket accommoda- 
tions were much more ample than in the scant 
military garments of present warriors. *' Look 
yon, Harry. These trinkets which you sent 
with the kindest heart in the world to people 



who love you, and would cut off their little 
hands to spare you needless pain, could never 
be bought by a young fellow with two or three 
hundred a year. Why, a nobleman might buy 
these things, or a rich City banker, and send 
them to his — ^to his daughters, let us say." 

** Sir, as you say, I meant only kindness," 
says Harry, blushing burning-red. 

**But you must not give them to my girls, 
my boy. Hester and Theodosia Lambert must 
not be dressed up with the winnings off the 
gaming-table, saving your presence. It goes 
to my heart to bring back the trinkets. Mrs. 
Lambert will keep her present, which is of 
small value, and sends you her love and a*God 
bless you— and so say I, Hany Warrington, 
with all my heart." Here the good Colonel's 
voice was much moved, and his face grew very 
red, and he passed his hand over his eyes ere 
he held it out 

But the spirit of rebellion was- strong in Mr. 
Warrington. He rose up from his seat, never 
ofiering to take the hand which his senior held 
out to him. **Give me leave to tell Colonel 
Lambert," he said, " that I have had somewhat 
too much advice from him. You are forever 
volunteering it, Sir, and when I don't ask it. 
You make it your business to inquire about my 
gains at play, and about the company I keep. 
What right have you to control my amusements, 
or my companions? I strive to show my sense 
of your former kindness by little presents to your 
family, and you fling — yon bring them back." 

'* I can't do otherwise, Mr. Warrington," says 
the Colonel, with a very sad face. 

'* Such a slight may mean nothing here. Sir, 
bnt in our country it means war, Sir !" cries Mr. 
Warrington. <*God forbid I should talk of 
drawing a sword against the father of ladies 
who have been as mother and sister to me ; but 
yon have wounded my heart, Colonel Lambert 
— ^you have, I won't say insulted, but humilia- 
ted me, and this is a treatment I will bear from 
no man alive I My servants will attend you to 
the door. Sir I" Saying which, and rustling in 
his brocade dressing-gown, Mr. Warrington, 
with much state, walked off to his bedro9m. 



CHAPTER XLIV. 

GOHTAINS WHAT MIGHT, PERHAPS, HAVE BEEN 

EXPECTED. 

On the rejection of his peace-offerings our 
warlike young American chief chose to be in 
great wrath, not only against Colonel Lambert, 
bnt the whole of that gentleman's family. " He 
has humiliated me before the girls!" thought 
the young man. **He and Mr. Wolfe, who 
were forever preaching morality to me, and giv- 
ing themselves airs of superiority and protection, . 
have again been holding me up to the family as 
a scapegrace and prodigaL They are so virtu- 
ous that they won't shake me by the hand, for- 
sooth ; and when I want to show them a little 
common gratitude, they fling my presents in my 
face!" 
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''Whj, Sir, the thm|;s must be norlh a lilfle 
fortune 1" safs Parson Sampaon, cagting an eye 
of coretouaneas on tbe tvo morocco boxes, in 
which, on their white utin cushions, reposed 
Mr. Sparks's golden gewgaws. 

"Thej cost some monej, Sampson," says the 
yoaneman. "NotthatlwoaldgradgB ten times 
the amount to people who have been kind to me." 

"No, faith, Sir, not if / know your honor I" 
iuteijects Sampson, who never Imt a chance of 
praising his young patron to his face. 

"The repeater, ihey lold me, wua a great 
bargain, and worth a hundred pounds at I'aria. 
Little Miss Hettj I remember saying that sbu 
longed to have a repeating watch." 

" Ob, what a love 1" erica the Chaplain, "with 
II little circle of pearla on the back, and a dia- 
mond knob for the handle! Why, 'twould win 
uuj woman's heart, Sirl" 

" There passes an apple-woman with & bask- 
' ct,IhaTe a mind to fling tlic thing out to her!" 
I'ries Mr. Warrington, fiercely. 

When Harry went out upon business, which 
took him to the city and the Temple, his para- 
rite did not follow him very far into the Strand; 
!iut turned away, owning that he bad a terror 
of Chancery Lane, its inhabitants, and precincts. 
Mr. Warrington went then to His broker, and 
they walked to the Bank together, where diey 
did some little business, at the end of which, 
nnd after the signing of a trifiing signature or 
two, Harry departed with a certain number of 
criap bank-notes in hia pocket. The broker 
look Mr. Warrington lo one of tbe gnat dining- 
iionsea for which tbe city was famous then as 
now ; and afterward showed Mr. Warrington 
the Virginia walk upon 'Change, throngh which I 
llairypaasedrathershamefacedly. Whatwould 
n certAin lady in Virginia aay, he thought, if she 
kiKw that be ivas carrying off in tbal bottomless 



gnmliler'a pocket a great portion 
. ofhisfatber'spatrimony 7 Those 

areBllVii^niameTchants,tbiakB 
he, and Ihey are all talking lo 
one another about me, and all 
saying, " That is young Esdond, 
of Castlewood, on the Potomac, 
Madam Esmond's son ; and he 
has been losing his money at 
1>lay, and be has been aelling 
oDt so much, and so mnch, and 

Bis spirits did not rise until 
ho bad passed under tbe trailora' 
heads of Temple Bar, and was 
fairly out of the city. From the 
Stmnd Mr. Harry walked home, 
looking in at Si. James'a Street 
by the way ; bnt there was no- 
body there as yel, the company 
noi coming to ihe cbocolale- 
house till a later hoar. 

Arrived at home. Mr. Harry 
pulls out his bundle of bank- 
notes; pats three of ihem into 
s sheet of paper, which he seati 
corefullj, baring prerioualy written within the 
sheet the words, " Mnch good may they do yon, 
H. E. W.," and this packet he directs to the 
Rev<A^nd Mr. Sampson — leaving it on ibe chim- 
ney glass, with directiona to hia servants to give 
it to that divine when be sboold come in. 

And now bis honor's phaeton is brought to 
the door, and he steps in, thinking to drive 
round the park ; but the rain coming on, or the 
east wind blowing, or some other reason aris- 
ing, his honor tuma his horse's head down St 
James's Street, and is back at White's at about 
three o'clock. Scarce any body baa come in 
yet. It is the hour when folks are at dinner. 
Thete, however, ia niy cousin Castlewood, lonng- 
ing ttvcitits l\btic AdrfrtUer, having just come 
off from hia duty at Court hard by. 

Lord OaatleHood is yawning over the Publir 
Aditrliser. What ahall they do? Shall they 
have a little picquet? Hany has no olijection 
to a little picqnet. "Just for au hour," says 
Lord Castlewood. "I dine at Arlington Street 
at four." "Just for an hoar," says &lr. \^'ar- 
rington ; and they call for cards. 

''Or shall we have 'em in up stairs?" says 
my lord. "Out of tbe noise ?" '• Certainly 
ont of the noise," says Harry. 

Atfiveo'clo^ half a dozen of gentlemen have 
come in after theirdinner, nnd are at cards, or 
coffee, or talk. The folks from the ordiaary 
have not left the table yet. There the gentle- 
men of White's will often sit till past midnight. 
One looth-pick points over the cofiec-bonae 
blinds into the street, ' ' Whose pbaeion ?" asks 
Tooth-pick 1 of Tooth-pitk 2. 

"The Fortunate Youth's," aaya Nol 2, 
" Not BO fortunate the last three nigbta. 
Luck confoundedly against him. Loet, last 
night, thirteen bundsed to the table. Mr. War- 
rington been here to-dar, John?" 
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'*Mr. Warrington is in the house now, Sir. 
In the little tea-room with Lord Castlewood 
since three o'clock. Thej are playing at pic- 
quet,*' says John. 

'' What fan for Castlewood," says No. 1, with 
a shrug. 

The seicottd gentleman growls out an execra- 
tion. " Curse the fellow !" he says. '* He has 
no right to be in this club at all. He doesn't 
pay if he loses. Gentlemen ought not to play 
with him. Sir Miles Warrington told me at 
court the other day that Castlewood has owed 
him money on a bet these three years." 

'* Castlewood," says No. 1, "don't lose if he 
plays alone. A lai^ company flurries him, 
you see — ^that's why he doesn't come to the ta- 
ble." And the &cetions gentleman grins, and 
shows all his teeth, polished perfectly clean. 

** Lef s go up and stop 'em," growls No. 2. 

"Why?" asks the other. "Much better 
look out a window. Lamplighter going up the 
ladder — ^famous sport. Look at that old putt in 
the chair; did you ever see such an old quiz?" 

^* Who is that just gone out of the house ? 
As I lire, it's Fortunatus ! He seems to have 
forgotten that his phaeton has been here, wait- 
ing all the time. I bet you two to one he has 
been losing to Castlewood." 

"Jack, do you take me to be a fool?" asks 
the one gentleman of the other. " Pretty pair 
of horses the youth has got. How he is flog- 
ging 'em !" And they see Mr. Warrington gal- 
loping up the street, and scared coachmen and 
chairmen clearing before him; presently my 
Lord Castlewood is seen to enter a chair, and 
go his way. 

Harry drives up to his own door. It was 
but a few yards, and those poor horses have 
been beating the pavement all this while in the 
rain. Mr. Gumbo is engaged at the door in 
conversation with- a countiyfied-looking lass, 
who trips oflf with a courtesy. Mr. Gumbo is 
always engaged with some pretty maid or other. 

''Gumbo, has Mr. Sampson been here?" 
asks Gumbo's master from his driving-seat. 

"No, Sar. Mr. Sampson have not been 
here!" answers Mr. Warrington's gentleman. 
Harry bids him to go up stairs and bring down 
a letter addressed to Mr. Sampson. 

" Addressed to Mr. Sampson? O yes. Sir," 
says Mr. Gumbo, who can't read. 

"A sealed letter, stupid! on the mantle- 
piece, in the glass!" says Harry; and Gumbo 
leisurely retires to fetch that document. As 
soon as Harry has it, he turns his horses' heads 
toward St. James's Street, and the two gentle- 
men, still yawning out of the window at White's, 
behold the Fortunate Youth in an instant back 
again. 

As they passed out of the little tea-room 
where he and Lord Castlewood had had their 
picquet together, Mr. Warrington had seen that 
several gentlemen had entered the play-room, 
and that there was a bank there. Some were 
already steadily at work, and had their gaming 
jadcets on: they kept such coats at the club, 
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which they put on when they had a mind to sit 
down to a regular night's play. 

Mr. Warrington goes to the clerk's desk, pays 
his account of the previous night, and, sitting 
down at the table, calls for fresh counters. 
This has been decidedly an unlucky week with 
the Fortunate Youth, and to-night is no more 
fortunate than previous nights have been. He 
calls for more counters, and more presently. 
He is a little pale and silent, though very easy 
and polite when talked to. But he can not win. 

At last he gets up. " Hang it I stay and 
mend yonr4uck!" says Lord March, who is sit- 
ting by his side with a heap of counters before 
him, green and white. "Take a hundred of 
mine, and go on !" 

" I have had enough for to-night, my lord," 
says Harry, and rises and goes away, and eats 
a broiled bone in the coffee-room, and walks 
back to his lodgings some time about midnight. 
A man after a great catastrophe commonly 
sleeps pretty well. It is the waking in the morn- 
ing which is sometimes queer and unpleasant. 
Last night you proposed to Miss Brown : you 
quarreled over your cups with Captain Jones, 
and valorously pulled his nose : you played at 
cards with Colonel Robinson, and gave him, O 
how many I O ITs! These thoughts, with a 
fine headache, assail you in the morning watch- 
es. What a dreaiy, dreary gulf between to-day 
and yesterday ! It seems as if you are years 
older. Can't yon leap back over that chasm 
again, and is it not possible that Yesterday is 
but a dream ? There you are, in bed. No day- 
light in at the windows yet Pull your night- 
cap over your eyes, the blankets over your nose, 
and sleep away Yesterday. Pshaw, man, it tvaa 
but a dream! O no, no! The sleep won't 
come. The watchman bawls some hour — what 
hoar? Harry minds him that he has got the 
repeating watch under his pillow which he had 
bought for Hester. Ting, ting, ting! the re- 
peating watch sings out six times in the dark- 
ness, with a little supplementary performance 
indicating the half hour. Poor dear little Hes- 
ter! — so bright, so gay, so innocent! he would 
have liked her to have that watch. What will 
Maria say ? (Oh, that old Maria ! what a bore 
she is beginning to be ! he thinks.) What will 
Madam Esmond at home say when she hears 
that he has lost every shilling of his ready mon- 
ey—of his patrimony ? All his winnings, and 
five thousand pouncte besides, in three nights! 
Castlewood could not have played him false ? 
No. My Lord knows picquet better than Har- 
ry does, but he would not deal unfairly with his 
own flesh and blood. No, no. Harry is glad 
his kinsman, who wanted the money, has got it. 
And for not one more shilling than he possess- 
ed would he play. It was when he counted up 
his losses at the gaming-table, and found they 
would cover all the remainder of his patrimony, 
that he passed the box and left the table. But, 
O cursed bad company ! O extravagance and 
folly! O humiliation and remorse! "Will 
my mother at home foi^give me?" thinks the 
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jonng prodigal. "O that I were there, and 
had never left it !" 

The dreaxy London dawn peeps at length 
through shatters and curtains. The house- 
maid enters to light his Honor's fire and admit 
the dun morning into his windows. Her Bfr. 
Gumbo presently follows, who warms his mas- 
ter's dressing-gown and sets out his shaying- 
plate and linen. Then arrives the hair-dresser 
to curl and powder his Honor, while he reads 
his morning's letters; and at breakfast time 
comes that inevitable Parson Sampson, with 
eager looks and servile smiles, to wait on his 
patron. The Parson would have returned yes- 
terday according to mutual agreement, but some 
jolly fellows kept him to dinner at the St. Al- 
ban's, and, faith, they made a night of it. 

*' Parson !" groaned Harry, ** 'twas the 
worst night' yon ever made in }'0ur life ! Look 
here. Sir I" 

'* Here is a broken envelope with the words, 
'Much good may it do you,' written within," 
says the Chaplain, glancing at the paper. 

*' Look on the outside, Sir !" cries Mr. War- 
rington. "The paper was directed to you." 
The poor Chaplain*s countenance exhibited 
great alarm. '^ Has some one broke it open, 
Sir ?" he asks. 

''Some one, yes. I broke it open, Samp- 
son. Had you come here as you proposed yes- 
terday afternoon, you would have found that 
envelope full of bank-notes. As it is, they 
were all dropped at the infernal Macco table 
last night." 

"What! all ?" says Sampson. 

" Yes, all, with all the money I brought away 
from the city, and all the ready money I have 
left in the world. In the afternoon I played 
picquet with my cons — with a gentleman at 
White's — and he eased me of all the money I 
had about me. Remembering that there was 
still some money left here, unless you had 
fetched it, I came home and carried it back, 
and left it at the Macco table, with every shil- 
ling besides that belongs to me — and — great 
Heaven, Sampson, whafs the matter, man ?" 

"It*s my luck — it's my usual luck!" cries 
out the unfortunate Chaplain, and fairly bursts 
into tears. 

"What! Ton are not whimpering like a 
baby at the loss of a loan of a couple of hun- 
dred pounds ?" cries out Mr. Warrington, veiy 
fierce and angiy. " Leave the room. Gumbo ! 
Confound you! why are you always poking 
your woolly head in at that door ?" 

" Some one below wants to see Master with 
a little bill," says Mr. Gumbo. 

'* Tell him to go to Jericho 1" roars out Mr. 
Warrington. " Let me see nobody I I am not 
at home. Sir, at this hour of the morning !" 

A murmur or two, a scuffle is heard on the 
landing-place, and silence finally ensues. Mr. 
Warrington's scorn and anger are not dimin- 
ished by this altercation. He turns round say- 
agely npon unhappy Sampson, who sits with his 
head buried in his breast. 



" Hadn't you better take a bumper of brandy 
to keep your spirits up, Mr. Sampson ?" he asks. 
" Hang it, man I don*t be sniveling like a wo- 
man !" 

"Oh I it's not me," says Sampson, tossing 
his head. " I am used to it, Sir." 

"Not you! Who then? Are you crying 
because somebody else is hnrt, pray ?" asks Mr. 
Warrington. 

"Yes, Sir!" says the Chaplain, with some 
spirit; "because somebody else is hurt, and 
through my fault I have lodged for many 
years in London with a boot-maker, a veiy hon- 
est man ; and, a few days since, having a per- 
fect reliance upon — upon a friend who had 
promised to accommodate me ^vith a loan, I 
borrowed sixty pounds from my landlord which 
he was about to pay to his own. I can't get 
the money. My poor landIord*s goods will be 
seized for rent ; his wife and dear young chil- 
dren will be turned into the street ; and this 
honest family will be ruined through my fault. 
But, as you say, Mr. Warrington, I ought not 
to snivel like a woman. I will remember that 
you helped me once, and will bid yon farewell, 
Sir." 

And taking his broad-leafed hat, Mr. Chap- 
lain walked out of the room. 

An execration and a savage laugh, I am sor- 
ry to say, burst out of Harry's lips at this sad- 
den movement of the Chaplain's. He was in 
such a passion with himself, with circumstances, 
with all people round about him, that he scarce 
knew where to tarn, or what he said. Samp- 
son heard the savage laughter, and then the 
voice of Harry calling from the stairs, " Samp- 
son, Sampson ! hang you ! come back I It's a 
mistake ! I beg your pardon !" But the Chap- 
lain was cut to the soul, and walked on. . Har- 
ry heard the door of tiie street as the parson 
slanuned it. It thumped on his own breast. 
He entered his room, and sank back on his Inx- 
urious chair there. He was Prodigal, among 
the swine — his foul remorses ; they had tripped 
him up, and were wallowing over him. Gam- 
bling, extravagance, debauchery, dissolute life, 
reckless companions, dangerous women — they 
were all upon him in a herd, and were tramp- 
ling upon the prostrate young sinner. « 

Prodigal was not, however, yet utterly over- 
come, and had some fight left in him. Dash- 
ing the filthy, importunate brutes aside, and, as 
it were, kicking his ugly remembrances away 
from him, Mr. Warrington seized a great glass 
of that fire-water which he had recommended 
to poor, humiliated Parson Sampson, and, fling- 
ing off his fine damask robe, rang for the trem- 
bling Gumbo, and ordered his coat. "Not 
that !'* roars he, as Gumbo brings him a fine 
green coat with plated buttons and a gold cord. 
"A plain suit — the plainer the better! The 
black clothes." And Gumbo brings the monm- 
ing coat which his. master had discarded for 
some months past. 

Mr. Harry then takes : 1, his fine new gcdd 
watch; 2, his repeater (that which he had 
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boaght for Hetty), which he pots into his other 
fob ; 3, his necklace, which he had purchased for 
Theo ; 4, bis rings, of which my gentleman mnst 
hare half a dozen at least (with the exception 
of his grandfather's old seal-ring, which he kisses 
and lays down on the pin-cashion again) ; 5, his 
three. gold snaff-boxes; and 6, his parse knit- 
ted by his mother, and containing three shil- 
lings and sixpence and a pocket-piece brought 
from Virginia; and, patting on his hat, issues 
from his door. 

At the landing he is met by Mr. Ruff, his 
landlord, who bows and cringes and puts into 
hia honor's hand a strip of paper a yard long. 
**Mach obliged if Mr. Warrington will settle. 
Mrs. Ruff has a laiige account to make up to- 
day." Mrs. Ruff is a milliner. Mr. Ruff is 
one of the head-waiters and aides-de-camp of 
^Ir. Mackreth, the proprietor of Whitens Club. 
The sight of the landlord does not add to the 
lodger's good-humor. 

*' Perhaps his honor will hare the kindness 
to settle the little account?'* asks Mr. Ruff. 

*^0f course I will settle the account," says 
Harry, glumly looking down oyer Mr. Ruff's 
head from the stair above him. 

"Perhapt Mr. Warrington will settle it 
now ?" 

''No, Sir, I will not settle it now!" says Mr. 
Warrington, bullying forward. 

** I'm rery — ^veiy much in want of money, 
Sir,** pleads the voice under him. '' Mrs. Ruff 
is—" 

*'Hang you. Sir, get out of the way !" cries 
Mr. Warrington, ferociously, and driving Mr. 
Ruff backward to the wall, sending him almost 
topsy-turvy down his own landing, he tramps 
down the stair, and walks forth into Bond 
Street. 

The Guards were at exercise at the King's 
Mews, at Charing Cross, as Harry passed, and 
he heard their drums and fifes, and looked in 
at the gate, and saw them at drill. ''I can 
shoulder a musket at any rate," thought he to 
himself gloomily, as he strode on. He crossed 
St. Martin's Lane (where he transacted some 
business), and so made his way into Long Acre, 
and to the bootmaker's house where friend Samp- 
son lodged. The woman of the house said Mr. 
Sampson was not at home, but had promised to be 
at home at one ; and, as she knew Mr. Warring- 
ton, showed him up to the parson's apartments, 
where he sate down, and, for want of occupa- 
tion, tried to read an unfinished sermon of the 
Chaplain's. The subject was the Prodigal Son. 
Mr. Harry did not take very accurate oogni- 
zMice of the sermon. 

Presently he heard the landlady's shrill voice 
on the stair, pursuing somebody who ascended, 
and Sampson rushed into the room, followed by 
the sobbing woman. 

At seeing Harry, Sampson started, and the 
landlady stopped. Absorbed in her own do- 
mestic cares, she had doubtless forgot that a 
visitor was awaiting her lodger. "Tbere*s 
only thirteen pound in the house, and he will 



be here at one, I tell you !" she was bawling 
out, as she pursued her victim. 

" Hush, hush I my good creature !" cries the 
gasping Chaplain, pointing to Harry, who rose 
from the window-sieat. ''Don't you see Mr. 
Warrington? I've business with him — most 
important business. It will be all right, I tell 
you I " And he soothed and coaxed Mrs. Land- 
lady out of the room, with the crowd of anxious 
little ones hanging at her coats. 

"Sampson, I have come to ask your pardon 
again, '* says Mr. Warrington, rising up. "What 
I said to-day to you was very cruel and unjust 
and unlike a gentleman." 

" Not a word more. Sir," says the other, cold- 
ly and sadly, bowing and scarcely pressing the 
hand which Harry ofiered him. 

"I see you are .still angiy with me," Harry 
continues. ' 

" Nay, Sir, an apology is an apology. A man 
of my station can ask for no more from one of 
yours. No doubt you did not mean to give me 
pain. And what if you did ? And you are 
not the only one of the family who has," he 
said, as he looked piteonsly round the room. 
" I wish I had never known the name of Es- 
mond or Castlewood," he continues, "or that 
place yonder of which the picture hangs over 
my fire-place, and where I have buried myself 
these long, long years. My lord, your cousin, 
took a fancy to me, said he would make my 
fortune, has kept me as his dependent till for- 
tune has passed by me, and now refuses me my 
due." 

"How do you mean your due, Mr. Samp- 
son ?" asks Harry. 

"I mean three years* salary which he owes 
me as Chaplain of Castlewood. Seeing you 
could give roe no money, I went to his lordship 
this morning, and asked him. I fell on my 
knees, and asked him. Sir. But his lordship 
had none. He gave me civil words, at least 
(saving your presence, Mr. Warrington), but no 
money — that is five guineas, which he declared 
was all he had, and which I took. But what 
are five guineas among so many ? Oh, those 
poor little children ! those poor little children !" 

"Lord Castlewood said he had no money?" 
cries out Harry. "He won eleven hundred 
pounds, yesterday, of me at picquet — which I 
paid him out of this pocket-book." 

"I dare say, Sir; I dare say. Sir. One 
can't believe a word his lordship says, Sir," 
says Mr. Sampson ; " but I am thinking of exe- 
cution in this house and ruin upon these poor 
folks to-morrow." 

"That need not happen," says Mr. Warring- 
ton. " Here are eighty guineas, Sampson. As 
far as they go, God help you! 'TIS all I have 
to give you. I wuh to my heart I could give 
more as I promised ; but yon did not come at 
the right time, and I am a poor devil now until 
I get my remittances from Virginia." 

The Chaplain gave a wild look of surprise, 
and turned quite white. He flung himself down 
on his knees and seized Harry's hand. 
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"Great Powcts, Sir!" lajs he, "mre ^d a 
Kaardisn angal that Hearen hnlh wnt me ? 
Tod qaairekd with my tears this moniag, Mr. 
Warrinf^n. 1 can't help them now. The; 
hurst. Sir, from a (tratefol heart. A rock of 
■tone ironld poor them forth, Sir, before sach 
Boodoeu as jonnl May Hearen eternally 
bless you, and gire yoa prosperity 1 May my 
unworthy prayers be heard in your behalf, itay 
friend, my be« benefactor ! May — " 

"Nay, Day I get np, friend — get np, Samp- 
son!" «ays Hany, whom the Chaplain's adula- 
tion and fine phrases rather annoyed. "I am 
glad to have been able to do yon a service — 
sincerely glad. There — there ! Don't be on 
yonr knees to me !" 

"To Heaven who sent yoDletne, Sir ["cries 
tfaeChaplain. "Mrs. Weston! Mr*. Wetton!" 



"What is it, Sir?" says the landlady, instant- 
ly, who, indeed, had been at the door the whole 
time. "We are saved, Mrs. Weston! We 
are saved 1" cries the Chaplain. " Kneel, kneel, 
woman, and thank onr benefactor ! Raise yonr 
innocent voices, children, and blesa bim!" A 
universal whimper arose ronnd Harry, which the 
Chaplain led o^ while the yonng Virginian 
stood, simpering and well-pleued, in the mi^st 
of this congregation. They tcou/d worship, do 
what he might. One of the children not nn- 
dentanding the kneeling order, and standing 
up, the mother fetched her a alap on the ear, 
crying, "Drat it, Jane, kneel down, and Ues-i 
the gentleman,! lell'ee!" . . . We leave them 
performing this sweet benedictory aervice. Mr. 
Harry walks off from Long Acre, foi^tting 
almost the gtiels of the former four or Sre days. 
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Tlie yonng iroman with whom Gmnho had 
bean CDnvening on that eTeoing when Uanj 
dniTB ap from Whiu'i to bU lodging was Hn. 
M0II7, rrom Oakhant, the attendant o£ the la- 
dies there. WhereTer that faiciiiBiing Gumbo 
went, be left friendi and admirer* in the 
ADta'-hall. I think ire said it was on a Wedne». 
daj erening, be and Mn. Molly had fetched a 
walk together, and thej were performing the 
amiable coniteBiei incident npon parting, when 
Gumbo's master came np, and pnt an end to 
tbeir twilight whisperings and what not. 

' For roan; boon on Wedneeday, on Thnndaj, 
on Friday, a pais little maiden ute at a window 
in Lord Wrotham'i hotua, in Bill Street, her 
mother and sister wistfully watching her. She 
wonld not go ont. They knew whom ihe wM 
expecting. Ho passed the door once, and she 
might haie thought he was coming, bat he did 
not. He went into a neighboring honse. Fipa 
bad nerer told the (prli of the present! which 
Harry had sent, and only whispered a word 
two to tbeir mother regarding his qnarrel with 
the yonng Virginian. 

On Satarday night there was an Opera of 
Mr. Handel's, and papa brought homo tickets 
(iir the gallery. Hetty went tins efeaing. 
change would do ber good, Theo thought, and 
— and, perhaps there might bo Somebody among 
the fine company ; but Somebody was not there 
and Mr. Handel's fine music fell blank npon the 
poor child. It might have been Signor Bmon- 
cini's, and she wonld have scarce known the dif- 

Aa the children are nndressing, and taking 
off those smart new satin sacks in which they 
appeared at the Opera, looking so fresh and so 
pretty among all the tawdry ronged folk, Tbeo 
remarks how Tery sad and woe-begone Mn. 
Holly their maid appears. Theo is always aox- 
iona when other people seem in trouble; not 
so Hetty, now, who is suffering, poor thing I 
from one of the most selfish maladies which 
erer Tisits mortals. HaTe yon erer been among 
insane people, and remarked how they nerer, 
nerer tbink of any but themselves ? 

"What is the matter, Holly?" atks kind 
Theo: and, indeed, Molly has been longing 
l« tell ber yonng ladies. "Oh, Misa Theol 
Oh, Hiss Hetty t" she says; "bow ever can I 
tell you f Mr. Gnmbo hare been here, Hr. 
Warrington's colored gentleman, mias ; and 
be says Mr. Wairiogton hare been took 
by two bailie this erening, as he comes ont 
of Sir Miks Warrington's home, three doors 
off." 

" Silence I" cries Theo, quite sternly. Who 
if it that giret thoM thiee shrieks? It is Mn. 
Molly, who chooae* to scream, beeaose Mist 
Hwtj has fallen fainting from ber chair. 



CHAPTER XLV. 

nt WmCH HABBT POma TWO CnCLKfl. 

We hare all of ns, no doubt, had a fine 
experience of the world, and a raat variety 
if characters hare passed under onr eyes ; bnt 
here is one sort of men — not an ancommon 
object of satire in norela and plajt — of whom I 
confess to hare met with scarce any specimens 
at all in my intereonrse with this siufal man- 
kind. I mean, mere religions hypocrites, preach. 
Ing forerer, and not belieriag a word of their 
own •enoons ; iuAdels in broad brims and 
sables, eipoanding, exhorting, comminating, 
blessing, withont any fiuth in their own para- 
or fear atmut their pandemoniam. Look 
Bt those candid troops of hobnails clumping to 
chnrch on a Sunday erening ; those rustling 
maid-servants in their ribbons whom the young 
apprentices follow \ those Uttle regiments of 
school'boys ; those trim yonng maidens, and 
staid matrons, marching with their glistening 
prayer-books, as the chapel bell chinks yonder 
(passing Ebeneier, very likely, where the con- 
gr^otion of umbrellao, great bonnets, and pat- 
tens, is by this time assembled undv the flaring 
goB-lampa). Look at those 1 How many of 
them are hypocrites, think you ? Very likely 
the maid-serrant is thinking of her sweet-heart ; 
ttie grocer is casting about how be can buy that 
parcel of sugar, and whether the County Bank 
will take any more of his paper; the head- 
achool-boy is conning Latin verses for Monday's 
:ise : the yonng scape-grace remembers that 
this service and sermon there will be 
papa's exposition at home, bnt that there will 
be pie for sapper 1 the elerk who calls ont the 
psalm has his daughter in trouble, and drones 
through his responses scarcely awan of' their 
meaning: the rery moment the parson hides 
his face on his cushion he may be thinking of 
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that bill which is coming dae on Monday. 
These people are not heavenlj-minded ; they 
are of the world, worldly, and have not yet got 
their feet off of it ; but they are not hypocrites, 
look yon. Folks hare their religion in some 
handy mental lock-up, as it were — a valiflible 
medicine, to be taken in ill-health ; and a man 
administers his nostrum to his neighbor, and 
recommends his private cure for the other^s com- 
plaint. ^* My dear madam, you have spasms ? 
You will find these drops infallible !** *' Yon 
have been taking too much wine, my good Sir? 
By this pill you may defy any evil consequences 
from too much wine, and take your bottle of 
port daily." Of spiritual and bodily physic 
who are more fond and eager dispensers than 
women ? And we know that, especially a hun- 
dred years ago, every lady in the country had 
her still-room. And her medicine-chest, her pills, 
powders, potions, for all the village round. 

My Lady Warrington toot charge of the con- 
sciences and the digestions of her husband's 
tenants and family. She had the faith and 
health of the servants'-hall in keeping. Heaven 
can tell whether she knew how to doctor them 
rightly ; but, was it pill or doctrine, she ad- 
ministered one or the other with equal belief 
In her own authority, and her disciples swal- 
lowed both obediently. She believed herself 
to be one of the most virtuous, self-denying, 
wise, learned women in the world ; and, din- 
ning this opinion perpetually into the ears of 
all round about her, succeeded in bringing not 
a few persons to join in her persuasion. 

At Sir Miles*s dinner there was so fine a side- 
board of plate, and such a number of men in 
livery, that it required some presence of mind 
to perceive that the beer was of the smallest 
which the butler brought round in the splendid 
tankard, and that there was but one joint of 
mutton on the grand silver dish. When Sir 
Miles called the King's health, and smacked 
his jolly lips over his wine, he eyed it and the 
company as if the liquor was ambrosia. He 
asked Harry Warrington whether they had port 
like that in Virginia ? He said that was no- 
thing to the wine Harry should taste in Norfolk. 
He praised the wine so, that Harry almost be- 
lieved that it was good, and winked into his 
own glass, trying to see some of the merits 
which his uncle perceived in the rul^ nectar. 

Just as we see in many a well-regulated fam- 
ily of this present century, the Warringtons had 
their two paragons. Of the two grown daugh- 
ters, the one was the greatest beauty, the other 
the greatest genius and angel of any young 
lady then alive, as Lady Warrington told Har^ 
xy. The eldest, the Beauty, was engaged to 
dear Tom Claypool, the fond mother informed 
her Cousin Harry in confidence. But the 
second daughter, the Genius and Angel, was 
forerer set upon our young friend to improve 
his wits and morals. She sang to him at the 
harpsichord — rather out of tune for an angel, 
Harry thought ; she was ready with advice, in- 
stmction, conrenation — ^with almost too much 



instruction and advice, thought Harry, who 
would have far preferred the society of the lit- 
tle cousin who reminded him of Fanny Mount- 
ain at home. But the last-mentioned yonbg 
maiden, after dinner retired to her nursery com- 
monly. Beauty went off on her own avocations ; 
Mamma had to attend to her poor or write her 
voluminous letters ; Papa dozed in his arm- 
chair ; and the Genius remained to keep her 
young cousin company. 

The calm of the house somehow pleased the 
young man, and he liked to take refuge there 
away from the riot and dissipation in which he 
ordinarily lived. Certainly no welcome could 
be kinder than that which he got. The doors 
were opened to him at all hours. If Flora wfts 
not at home, Dora was ready to receive him. 
Ere many days' acquaintance, he and his little 
Cousin Miles had been po have a galloping- 
match in the Park, and Harry, who was kind 
and generous to every man alive who came near 
him, had in view the purchase of a little horse 
for his cousin, far better than that which the boy 
rode, when the circumstances occurred which 
brought all our poor Harry's coaches and horses 
to a sudden break-down. 

Though Sir Miles Warrington had imagined 
Virginia to be an island, the ladies were much 
better instructed in geography, and anxious to 
hear from Hany all about his home and his 
natire country. He, on his part, was not averse 
to talk about it. He described to them the 
length and breadth of his estate ; the riven 
which it coasted; the produce which it bore. 
He had had with a friend a little practice of 
surveying in his boyhood. He made a map of 
his county, with some fine towns here and there, 
which, in truth, were but log-huts (but, for the 
honor of his country, he was desirous that they 
should wear as handsome a look as possible). 
Here was Potomac ; here was James River ; 
here were the wharves whence his * mother's 
ships and tobacco were brought to the sea. In 
truth, the estate was as large as a county. He 
did not brag about the place overmuch. To see 
the handsome young fellow, in a fine suit of vel- 
vet and silver-lace, making his draught, point- 
ing out this hill and that forest or to^'n, yon 
might have imagined him ^ traveling prince de- 
scribing the realms of the queen his mother. 
He almost fancied himself to be so at times. 
He had miles where gentlemen in England had 
acres. Not only Dora listened, but the beau- 
teous Flora bowed her fair head and heard him 
wiUi attention. Why, what was young Tom 
Claypool, their brodier baronet's son in Nor> 
folk, with his great boots, his great voice, and 
his heirdom to a poor five thousand acres, com- 
pared to this young American prince and charm- 
ing stranger ? Angel as she was, Dora began to 
lose her angelic temper and to twit Flora for a 
flirt. Claypool, in his red waistcoat, wonld sit 
dumb, before the splendid Harry in his ru£9e8 
and laces, talking of March and Chesterfield, 
Selwyn and Bolingbroke, and the whole com- 
pany of Macaronis. Mamma began to lore 
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Hany more and more as a son. She was anx- 
ious abont the spiritual welfare of those poor 
Indians, of those poor negroes in Virginia. 
What conld she do to help dear Madam Es- 
mond (a precious woman, she knew I) in the 
good work? She had a serious butler and 
housekeeper: thej 'were delighted with the 
spiritual behavior and sweet musical gifts of 
Gumbo. 

"Ah! Hany, Hany! you have been a sad 
wild boy ! Why did you not come sooner to 
us, Sir, and not lose your time among the spend- 
thrifts and the Vain world? But 'tis not yet 
too late. We mast reclaim thee, dear Harry ! 
Mustn't we, Sir Miles? Mustn't we, Dora? 
Mustn't we. Flora?" 

The three ladies all look up to the ceiling. 
They wili reclaim the dear prodigal. It is 
which shall reclaim him most. Dora sits by 
and watches Flora. As for mamma, when the 
girls are away, she talks to him more and more 
seriously, more and more tenderly. She will 
be a mother to him in the absence of his own 
admirable parent. She gives him a hymn-book. 
She kisses him on the forehead. She is actu- 
ated by the purest love, tenderness, religious 
regard, toward her dear, wayward, wild, amia- 
ble nephew. 

While these sentimentalities were going on, 
it is to be presumed that Mr. Warrington kept 
his own counsel about his affairs out-of-doors, 
•which we have seen were in the very )vorst con- 
dition. He who had been favored by fortune 
for so many weeks was suddenly deserted by 
her, and a few days had served to kick down 
all his heap of winnings. Do we say that my 
liord Castlewood, his own kinsman, had dealt 
unfairly by the young Virginian, and in the 
coarse of a couple of afternoons' closet practice 
had robbed him ? We would insinuate nothing 
so disrespectful to his lordship's character ; but 
he had won from Harry every shilling which 
properly belonged to him, and would have 
played him for his reversions but that the young 
man flung up his hands when he saw himself so 
far beaten, and declared that he must continue 
the battle no more. Bemembering that there 
still remained a spar out of the wreck, as it 
were — that portion Which he had set aside for 
poor Sampson — ^Harry rentured it at the gam- 
ing-table; but that last resource went down 
along with the rest of Harry's possessions, and 
Fortune fluttered off in the storm, leaving the 
luckless adventurer almost naked on the shore. 

When a roan is young and generous and 
hearty the loss of money scarce afflicts him. 
Harry would sell his horses and carriages, and 
diminish his train of life. If he wanted imme- 
diate supplies of money, would not his Aunt 
Bernstein be his banker, or his kinsman who 
had won so much from him, or his kind Uncle 
Warrington and Lady Warrington, who were 
always talking virtue and benevolence, and de- 
claring that they loved him as a son ? He would 
call upon these, or any one of them whom he 
might choose to favor, at his leisure ; mean- 



while, Sampson's story of his landlord's distress 
touched the young gentleman, and, in order to 
raise a hasty supply for the clergyman, he car- 
ried off all his trinkets to a certain pawnbroker'^ 
shop in St. Martin's Lane. 

Now this broker was a relative or partner of 
that very Mr. Sparks of Tavistock Street from 
whom Harry had purchased — purchased, did we 
say ? — no, taken the trinkets which he had in- 
tended to present to his Oakhurst friends; and 
it chanced that Mr. Sparks came to visit his 
brother tradesman very soon after Mr. Warring- 
ton had disposed of his goods. Becognizing im- 
mediately the little enameled diamonti-handled 
repeater which he had sold to the Fortunate 
Youth, the jeweler broke out into expressions 
regarding Harry which I will not mention here, 
being already accused of speaking much too 
plainly. A gentleman who is acquainted with 
a pawnbroker, we may be sure, has a bailiff or 
two among his acquaintances ; and those bailiffs 
have followers who, at the bidding of the im- 
partial Law, will touch with equal hand the 
fiercest captain's epaulet or the finest Macaro- 
ni's shoulder. The very gentlemen who had 
seized upon Lady Maria at Tunbridge were set 
upon her cousin in London . They easily learned 
from the garrulous Gumbo that his honor was at 
Sir Miles Warrington's house in Hill Street, and 
while the black was courting Mrs. Lambert's 
maid at the adjoining mansion, Mr. Costigan 
and his assistant lay in wait for poor Harry, 
who was enjoying the delights of intercourse 
with a virtuous family circle assembled round 
his aunt's table. Never had Uncle Miles been 
more cordial, never had. Aunt Warrington been 
more gracious, gentle, and affectionate ; Flora 
looked unusually lovely, Dora had been more ' 
than ordinarily amiable. At parting my lady 
gave him both her hands, and called benedic- 
tions from the ceiling down upon him. Fapa 
had said in his most jovial manner, ^* Hang it, 
nephew! when I was thy age I should have 
kissed two such fine girls as Do and Flo ere 
this, and my own flesh and blood too ! Don't 
tell me! I should^ my Lady Warrington! 
Odds-fish! 'tis the boy blushes, and not the 
girls, I think— I suppose they are used to it. 
He! he!" 

" Papa !" cry the virgins. 

'* Sir Miles!" says the august mother at the 
same instant. 

"There, there," says papa; "a kiss won't 
do no harm, and won't tell no tales: will it, 
nephew Hany 7" I suppose, during the utter- 
ance of the above three brief phrases, the harm- 
less little osculatory operation has taken place, 
and blushing Consin Harry has touched the 
damask cheek of Cousin Flora and Cousin Dora. 

As he goes down stairs with his uncle, nutm- 
ma makes a speech to the girls, looking, as 
usual, up to the ceiling, and saying, "What 
precious qualities your poor dear cousin has! 
What shrewdness mingled with his simplicity, 
and what a fine genteel manner — ^though upon 
mere worldly elegance I set little store. What 
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a drcadTol pit^ to think tbat mcb a teuel sbonld 
erer be lost I We mnst letcue him, mj lof ei. 
We mast take bim away from those wicked 
companionH, and thoae bonible Casdewoodi — 
not that I would speak ill of m; oeighbors. Bat 
I shall hope, I shall pray that he may be 
qjed from his evil counesl" and again Lad; 
Wamngton eyes the cornice in a most detenn- 
ined manner, as the girls wistfully look toward 
the door behind which their iatereadng comia 
has just ranished. 

His nncle will go down stairs with him. 
He calls " God bless yon, my boy 1 " most aflec- 
(ionatcly; he presses Harry's hand, and lepeata 
his Talnahle benediction at the door. As 
closes, the light from the hall within having 
snfficiently illominated Mr. Warrington's face 
and figare, two gentlemen, who bare been stand- 
ing on the opposite side of the way, advance 
rapidly, and one of ibem takes a strip of paper 
out of his pocket, and, putting his band upon 
Ht. Warringtoa's sboalder, declares bim his 
prisoner. A hackney-coach is in attendance, 
and poor Harry goes to sleep in Chancery Lane. 
Oh, to think that a Virginian prince's back 
should bo slapped by a ragged bailifTs follower I 
that Madam Esmond's son should be in a spong- 
ing-hoose in Carsitor Street! I do not envy 
OUT young prodigal bis rest on that dismal night. 
Let us hit him now be is down, my beloved 
yoaug tneuds. Let us imagine the stings of 
remoiBO keeping him wakeful on bis dingy pil- 
low; the horrid jo] liScations of other hardened 
inmates of the place ringing in his ears trom 
the room hard by, where they sit boozing) the 
rage and shame and c^scomfitore. No pi^ on 
him, I say, my honest yonng gentlemen, for 
jrou, of coorae, bare never indulged in extrava- 
gance or fqlly, or paid the reckoning of remorse. 



CHAPTER XL VI. 



REMoaaE for past misdeeds and follies Harry 
sincerely felt, when be found himself a prisoner 
in that dismal lock-up honse, and wrath and 
annoyance at the idea of being subjected to the 
indignity of arrest; but the present oapleaaant- 
ry he felt snre could only be momentary. He 
had twen^ friends who would release him from 
hl>, confinement : lo which of them should he 
^>ply, was the question. Mr. Draper, the man 
nf bnsineiB, who bad been so obseqniona to bim : 
his kind ancle, the baronet, who had oBered to 
make bis house Harry's home, who loved bim 
as a son : his Coosin Castlewood, who had won 
such large snma from him : his noble friends at 
the Chocolate House, his good Aunt Bemateiu 
— any one of these Hariy felt sure would give 
him a help in his trouble, though some of the 
relatives, perhaps, might administer to him a. 
little scolding for his impmdence. The main 
point was, that the matter sbonld be transacted 
ijwelly, for Mr. Warrington was anxions that 
us few as potsible of the public should know how 



a gentleman of his prodigious Importance had 
been subject to such a valgar process as an ar- 
rest. . As if the public does not end by knowing 

every thing it caica to know. As if the dinner 
I shall have to day, and the hole in the stocking 
which I wear at this present writing, can be 
kept a secret from some enemy or other who 
has a mind to pry it out — though my boots are 
on, and my door was locked when I dressed 
mysclfl I mention that hole in the stocking 
for sake of example merely. The world can|| 
pry out eVery thing about ns which it has a 
mind to know. But then there is this consola- 
tion, which men will never accept in their own 
cases, that the world doesn't calB. Consider 
the amount of scandal it has been forced to hear 
in its time, and how weary and blaie it mnst be 
of tbatlind of intelligence. Yon are taken to 
prison, and fancy yourself indelibly disgraced? 
You are bankrupt under odd circumstances? 
Ton drive a queer bargain with your friends 
and are found out, and imagine the world will 
punish you ? Pshaw 1 Your shame is only van- 
ity. Go and talk lo the world as if nothing bad 
happened, and nothing hat happened. Tamble 
down; brush the mud off" your clothes; appear 
with a smiling countenance, and nobody cai««. 
Do you suppose Society is going to lake out its 
pocket-handkerchief and be inconsolable when 
yon die ? Why should it care very much, then, 
whether your worship graces yonrself or dis- 
graces yourself? Whatever happens it talks, 
meets, jokes, yawns, has its dinner pretty much 
asbefore. Thcreforodon'tbe soconceitedabout 
yourself as to fancy your private affairs of so 
much importance, miJiH. Whereas Mr. narrj 
Wmrington chafed and fnmod as Ihongh all the 
world was tingling with ibo touch of that hand 
which bad been laid on his sublime shoulder. 

"A pretty sensation my arrest most have 
created at the club 1" thought Harry. " I sup- 
pose that Mr. Selwyn will be cutGog all sorts 
of jokes about my misfortune, plagtie take bim ! 
EveiT body round the table will have heard of 
March will tremble about th« bet I bare 
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with him ; and, faith, 'twill be difficult to pay 
him when I lose. They will all be setting up 
a whoop of congratulation at the Savage, as 
they call me, being taken prisoner. How shall 
I erer be able to appear in the world again ? 
Whom shall I ask to come to my help ? No," 
thought he, with his mingled acuteness and sim- 
plicity, **I will not send, in the first instance, 
to any of my relations or my noble friends at 
Whitens. I will hare Sampson's coqnseL He 
has often been in a similar predicament, and 
wiU know how to advise me." Accordingly, as 
soon as the light of dawn appeared, after an al- 
most intolerable delay — for it seemed to Harxy 
as if the sun had forgotten to visit Gursitor 
Street in his rounds that morning — and as soon 
as the inmates of the house of bondage were 
stirring, Mr. Warrington dispatched a messen- 
ger to bis friend in Long Acre, acquainting the 
Chaplain with the calamity just befallen him, 
and beseeching his reverence to give him the 
benefit of his advice and consolation. 

Mr. Warrington did not know, to be sure, 
that to send such a message to the parson was 
as if he said, '^I am fallen among the lions. 
Ck>me down, my dear friend, into the pit with 
me." Hany very likely thought Sampson's dif- 
ficulties were over ; or, more likely still, was so 
much engrossed with his own affitirs and per- 
plexities as to bestow little thought upon his 
neighbor's. Having sent off his missive the 
captive's mind was somewhat more at ease, and 
he condescended to call for breakfast, which 
was brought to him presently. The attendant, 
who served him with his morning repast, asked 
him whether he would order dinner, or take his 
meal at Mrs. Bailiff's table with some other 
gentlemen? No. Mr. Warrington would not 
order dinner. He should quit the place before 
dinner-time, he informed the chamberlain who 
waited on him in that grim tavern. The man 
went away, thinking, no doubt, that this was 
not the first young gentleman who had an- 
nounced that he was going away ere two hours 
were over. "Well, if your honor does stay, 
there is good beef and carrot at two o'clock," 
says the skeptic, and closes the door on Mr. 
Harry and his solitary meditations. 

Harry's messenger to Mr. Sampson brought 
back a message from that gentleman to say that 
he would be with his patron as soon as might 
be : but ten o'clock came, eleven o'clock, noon, 
and no Sampson. No Sampson arrived, but 
about twelve Gumbo, with a portmanteau of 
his master's clothes, who flung himself roaring 
with grie^ at Harry's feet: and with a thou- 
sand vows of fidelity expressed himself ready 
to die, to sell himself into slavery over again, 
to do any thing to rescue his beloved Master 
Hany from this calamitous position. Harry 
was touched with the lad's expressions of affec- 
tion, and told him to get up from the ground 
where ho was groveling on his knees, embracing 
his master's. ''All you have to do, Sir, is to 
give mo my clothes to dress, and to hold your 
tongue about this business. Mind yon, not a 



word. Sir, about it to any body I '^ says* Mr. 
Warrington, severely. 

'' Oh no. Sir, never tb nobody I" says Gumbo, 
looking most solemnly, and proceeded to dress 
his master carefully, who had need of a change 
and a toilet after his yesterday's sudden capture 
and night's dismal rest. Accordingly Gumbo 
flung a dash of powder in Harry's hair, and ar- 
rayed his master carefully and elegantly, so 
that he made Mr. Warrington look as flne and 
splendid as if he had been stepping into his 
chair to go to St. James's. 

Indeed all that love and servility could do 
Mr. Gumbo faithfully did for his master, for 
whom he had an extreme regard and attach- 
ment. But there were certain things beyond 
Gumbo's power. He could not undo things 
which were done already; and he could not 
help lying and excusing himself when pressed 
upon points disagreeable to himself. Tha lan- 
guaige of«8laves is lies (I mean black slaves and 
white). The creature slinks away and hides 
with subterfuges, as a hunted animal runs to 
his covert at the sight of n^in, the tyrant and 
pursuer. Strange relics of feudality and con- 
sequence of our ever-so-old social life I Our 
domestics (are they not men, too, and breth- 
ren ?) are all hypocrites before us. They nev- 
er speak naturally to us, or the whole truth. 
We should be indignant ; we should say, con- 
found their impudence ; we should turn them 
out of doors if they did. But qw> me rapist 
Oh, my unbridled hobby ? 

Well, the truth is, that as for swearing not 
to say a word about his master's arrest — such 
an oath as that was impossible to keep; for, 
with a heart full of grief indeed, but with a 
tongue that never could cease wagging, brag- 
ging, joking, and lying, Mr. Gumbo had an- 
nounced the woeful circumstance to a prodigious 
number of his acquaintances already, chiefly 
gentlemen of the shoulder-knot and worsted- 
lace. We have seen how he carried the news 
to Colonel Lambert's and Lord Wrotham's serv- 
ants: he had proclaimed it at the footman's 
club, to which he belonged, and which was fre- 
quented by the gentlemen of some of the first 
nobility. He had subsequently condescended 
to partake of a mug of ale in Sir Miles War- 
rington's butler's room, and there had repeated 
and.embellished the story. Then he had gone 
off to Madame Bernstein's people, with some 
of whom he was on terms of affectionate inter- 
course, and had informed that domestic circle 
of his grief: and, his master being captured, 
and there being no earthly call for his personal 
services that evening. Gumbo had stepped up 
to Lord Castlewood's, and informed the gentry 
there of the incident which had just come to 
pass. So when, laying his hand on his heart, 
and with gushing floods of tears. Gumbo sajrs, 
in reply to his master's injunction, ''Oh no, 
master, nebber to nobody I" we are in a condi- 
tion to judge of the degree of credibility which 
ought to be given to the lad's statement. 
I The black had long completed his master's 
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toilet ; the dreary break&st was oyer ; slow as 
the hours went to the posoner, still they were 
passing, one after another, but no Sampson 
came in accordance with the promise sent in 
the morning. At length, some time after noon, 
there arrived, not Sampson, but a billet from 
him, sealed with a moist wafer, and with the 
ink almost yet wet The unlucky divine's letter 
ran as follows : 

Oh, Sir, dear Sir, I have done all that a man 
can at the command, and in the behalf of, his 
patron I You did not know. Sir, to what you 
were subjecting nie, did you? Else, if I was to 
go to prison, why did I not share yours, and 
why am I in a lock-up house three doors off? 

Yes. Such is the fact. As I was hastening 
to yon, knowing full well the danger to which 
I was subject — but what danger will I not af- 
front at the call of such a benefactor as Mr. 
Warrington hath been to me ? — ^I was seized by 
two villains who had a writ against me, and 
who have lodged me at Naboth's, hard by, and 
so close to your honor that we could almost 
hear each other across the garden walls of the 
respective houses where we are confined. 

I had much and of importance to say, which 
I do not care to write down on paper, regard- 
ing your affairs. May they mend ! May my 
cursed fortunes, too, better themselves, is the 
prayer of 

Your honor's afflicted Chaplain in Ordinary, 

J. S. 

And now, as Mr. Sampson refuses to speak, 
it will be our duty to acquaint the reader with 
those matters whereof the poor Chaplain did 
not care to discourse on paper. 

Gumbo's loquacity had not reached so far as 
Long Acre, and Mr. Sampson was ignorant 
of the extent of his patron's calamity until he 
received Harry's letter and messenger from 
Chancery Lane. The divine was still ardent 
with gratitude for the service Mr. Warrington 
had just conferred on him, and eager to find 
some means to succor his distressed patron. 
He knew what a large sum Lord Castlewood 
had won from his cousin, had dined in company 
with his lordship on the day before, and now 
ran to Lord Castlewood's house with a hope of 
arousing him to some pity for Mr. Warrington. 
Sampson made a veiy eloquent and touching 
speech to Lord Castlewood about his kinsman's 
misfortune, and spoke with a real kindness and 
sympathy, which, however, failed to touch the 
nobleman to whom he addressed himself. 

My lord peevishly and curtly put a stop to the 
Chaplain's passionate pleading. " Did I not tell 
you, two days since, when you came for money, 
that I was as poor as a beggar, Sampson," said 
his lordship, '* and has any body left me a for- 
tune since? The little sum I won from my 
cousin was swallowed up by others. I not only ' 
can't help Mr. Warrington, but, as I pledge yon 
my word, not being in the least aware of his 
caJamity, I had positively written to him this I 



morning to ask him to help me f ** And a letter 
to this effect did actually reach Mr. Warring- 
ton from his lodgings, whither it had been dis- 
patched by the penny-post. 

" I must get him money, my lord. I know 
he had scarcely any thing left in his pocket after 
reliering me. Were I to pawn my cassock and 
bands, he must have money," cried the Chap- 
lain. 

*'Amen. Go and pawn your bands, your 
cassock, any thing you please. Your enthusiasm 
does you credit," said my lord, and reamed the 
reading of his paper — while, in the deepest de- 
spondency, poor Sampson left him. t 

My Lady Maria meanwhile had heard that 
the Chaplain was with her brother, and con- 
jectured what might be the subject on which 
they had been talking. She seized upon the 
parson as he issued from out his fruitless inter- 
view with my lord. She drew him into the 
dining-room ; the strongest marks of grief and 
sympathy were in her countenance. '* Tell me, 
what is this has happened to Mr. Warrington ?" 
she asked. 

'*Your ladyship, then, knows?" asked the 
Chaplain. 

''Have I not been in mortal anxiety ever 
since his servant brought the dreadful news last 
night?" asked my lady. ''We had it as we 
came from the Opera — from my Lady Yar- 
mouth's box — my lord, my Lady Castlewood, 
and L" 

"His lordship, then, did know V* continued 
Sampson. 

"Benson told the news when we came from 
the play-house to our tea,** repeats Lady Maria. 

The Chaplain lost all patience and temper at 
such duplicity. "This is too bad," he said, 
with an oath ; and he told Lady Maria of the 
conversation which he had just had with Lord 
Castlewood, and of the latter's refusal to succor 
his cousin, after winning great sums of money 
from him, and with much eloquence and feel- 
ing of Mr. Warrington's most generoos behav- 
ior to himself. 

Then my Lady Maria broke out with a series 
of remarks regarding her own family, which 
were by no means complimentary to her own 
kith and kin. Although not accustomed to tell 
truth commonly, yet, when certain families fall 
out, it is wonderful what a number of truths 
they will tell about one another. With tears, 
imprecations, I do not like to think how much 
stronger language, Lady Maria burst into a furi- 
ous and impassioned tirade, in which she touched 
upon the history of almost all her noble family. 
She complimented the men and theladies alike ; 
she shrieked out interrogatories to Heaven, in- 
quiring why it had made such — (never mind 
what names she called her brothers, sisters, un- 
cles, aunts, parents); and, emboldened with 
wrath, she dashed at her brother's library-door, 
60 shrill in her outcries, so furious in her de- 
meanor, that the alarmed Chaplain, fearing the 
scene which might ensue, made for the street. 

My lord, looking up firom the boo|t or other 
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occupation which engaged him, regarded the 
farioQS woman with some surprise, and selected 
a good strong oath to fling at her, as it were, 
and check her onset. 

But, when roused, we have seen how coura- 
geous Maria could be. Afraid as she was or- 
dinarily of her brother, she was not in a mood 
to be frightened now by any language of abuse 
or sarcasm at his command. 

"So, my lord!" she called out; "you sit 
down with him in private to cards, and pigeon 
him I You get the poor boy*s last shilling, and 
yon won't give him a guinea out of his own 
winnings now he is penniless !" 

** So that infernal Chaplain has been telling 
tales !'* says my lord. 

" Dismiss him : do ! Pay him his wages, 
and let him go— he will be gl^ enough!" cries 
ACaria. 

" I keep him to marry one of my sisters, in 
case he is wanted," sayit Castle wood, glaring at 
her. 

** What can the women be in a family where 
there are such men?'* says the lady. 

" JSffectivement .'" says my lord, with a shrug 
of his shoulder. 

"What can we be, when our fathers and 
brothers are what they are? We are bad 
enough, but what are you? I say, you neither 
hare courage — ^no, nor honor, nor common feel- 
ing. As your equals won't play with you, my 
Lord Castlewood, you must take this poor lad 
out of Virginia, your own kinsman, and pigeon 
him ! Oh, it's a shame — ^a shame !" 

"We are all playing our own game, I sup- 
pose. Haven't you played and won one, Maria ? 
Is it you that are squeamish all of a sudden 
about the poor lad from Virginia? Has Mr. 
Harry cried off, or has your ladyship got a bet- 
ter offer ?" cried my lord. " If yon won't have 
liim, one of the Warrington girls will, I prom- 
ise you ; and the old Methodist woman in Hill 
Street will give him the choice of either. Are 
yon a fool, Maria Esmond ? A greater fool, I 
mean, than in common ?" 

" I should be a fool if I thought that either 
of my brothers could act like an honest man, 
Eugene I" said Maria. " I am a fool to expect 
that you will be other than you are ; that if you 
find any relative in distress, you will help him ; 
that if you can meet with a victim you won't 
fleece him." 

" Fleece him ! Pshaw I What folly are you 
talking! Have you not seen, from l^e* course 
which the lad has been running for months past, 
how he would end? If I had not won his money 
some other would. I never grudged thee thy 
little plans regarding him. Why shouldst thou 
fly in a passion because I have just put out my 
hand to take what he was offering to all the 
world ? I reason with you, I don't know why, 
Maria. You should be old enough to understand 
reason, at any rate. You think this money be- 
longed of right to Lady Maria Warrington and 
her children? I tell you that in three months 
more every shilling would have found its yr^j to 



White's macoo-table, and that it is much better 
spent in paying my debts. So much for your 
ladyship's anger, and tears, and menaces, and 
naughty language. See ! I am a good brother, 
and repay them with reason and kind words." 

" My good brother might have given a little 
more than kind words .to the lad from whom he 
has just taken hundreds," inteiposed the sister 
of this affectionate brother. 

" Great Heavens, Maria ! Don't you see that 
even out of this affair, unpleasant as it seems, 
a clever woman may make her advantage," 
cries my lord. Maria said she failed to compre- 
hend. 

" As thus. I name no names ; I meddle in 
no person's business, having quite enough to do 
to manage my own cursed affiurs. But sup- 
pose I happen to know of a case in another fam- 
ily which may be applicable to ours. It is this. 
A green young lad, of tolerable expectations, 
comes up from the country to his friends in town 
— ^never mind from what country : never mind 
to what town. An elderly female relative, who 
has been dragging her spinsterhood about these 
how many years shall we say? extorts a prom- 
ise of marriage from my young gentleman, never 
mind on what conditions." 

" My lord, do you want to insnlt your sister 
as well as to injure your cousin ?" asks Maria. 

" My good child, did I say a single word about 
fleecing, or cheating, or pigeoning, or did I fly 
into a passion when you insulted mef I know 
the allowance that must be made for your tem- 
per and the natural folly of your sex. I say, 
I treated you with soft words — I go on with my 
story. The elderly relative extracts a promise 
of marriage from the young lad, which my gen- 
tleman is quite unwilling to keep. No, he won't 
keep it. He is utterly tired of his elderly rela- 
tive: he will plead his mother's refusal ; he will 
do any thing to get out of his promise." 

" Yes ; if he was one of us Esmonds, my Lord 
Castlewood. But this is a man of honor we are 
speaking of," cried Maiia,*'who, I suppose, ad- 
mired truth in others, however little she ftiw it 
in her own family. 

" I do not contradict either of my dear sister's 
remarks. One of us would fling the promise to 
the winds, especially as it does not exist in writ- 
ing. 

" My lord !" gasps out Maria. 

" Bah ! I know all. That little eovp of Tun- 
bridge was played by the Aunt Bernstein with 
excellent skill. The old woman is the best man 
of our family. While you were arrested, your 
boxes were searched for the Mohock's letters to 
you. When you were let loose, the letters had 
disappeared, and you said nothing, like a wise 
woman, as you are sometimes. You still hank- 
er after your Cherokee. Soil, A woman of 
your mature experience knows the value of a 
husband. What is this little loss of two or three 
hundred pounds ?" 

"Not more than three hundred, my lord?" 
interposes Maria. 

"Eh I never mind a hundred or two, more 
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or less. What is this loss at cards? A mere 
bagatelle ! Yoa are playing for a principality. 
Yoa want your kingdom in Virginia ; and if 
yon listen to my opinion, the little misfortane 
which has happened to your swain is a piece of 
great good fortune to yon." 

*' I don't understand yon, my lord." 

** Cegt possible ; bat sit down, and I will ex- 
plain what I mean in a manner suited to your 
capacity.*' And so Maria Esmond, who had 
advanced to her brother like a raging lion, now 
sate down at his feet like a gentle lamb. 

Madame de Bernstein was not a little moved 
at the news of her nephew's arrest, which Mr. 
Gnmbo brought to Clarges Street on the night 
of the calamity. She wpuld have cross-ex- 
amined the black, and had further particulars 
respecting Harry's mishap; but Mr. Gumbo, 
anxious to carry his intelligence to other quar- 
ters, had vanished when her ladyship sent 
for him. Her temper was not improved by 
the news, or by the sleepless night which she 
spent. I do not envy the tUtme de compagnie 
who played cards with her, or the servant who 
had to lie in her chamber. An arrest was an 
everyday occurrence, as she knew very well as 
a woman of the world. Into what difficulties 
had her scape-grace of a nephew fallen ? How 
much money should she be called upon to pay 
to release him ? And had he run through all 
his own ? Provided he had not committed him- 
self very deeply, she was quite disposed to aid 
him. She liked even his extravagances and 
follies. He was the only being in the world on 
whom, for long, long years, that weaiy woman 
had been able to bestow a little natural affec- 
tion. So^ on their different beds, she and Har- 
ry were lying wakeful together ; and quite early 
in the morning the messengen which each sent 
forth on the same business may have crossed 
each other. 

Madame Bernstein's messenger was dispatch- 
ed to the chamben of her man of business, Mr. 
Draper, with an order that Mr. D. should as- 
certain for what sums Mr. Warrington had been 
arrested, and forthwith repair to the Baroness. 
Draper's emissaries speedily found out that Mr. 
Warrington was locked up close beside them, 
and the amount of detainen against him so far. 
Were there other creditors, as no doubt there 
were, they would certainly close upon him when 
they were made acquainted with his imprison- 
ment. 

To Mr. Sparks, the jeweler, for those un< 
lucky presents, so much; to the landlord in 
Bond Street, for board, fire, lodging, so much ; 
these were at present the only claims against 
Mr. Warrington Mr. Draper found. He was 
ready at a signal from her ladyship to settle 
them at a moment. The jeweler's account ought 
especially to be paid, for Mr. Harry had act- 
ed most imprudently in taking goods from Mr. 
Sparks on credit, and pledging them with a 
pawnbroker. He must have been under some 
immediate pressure for money ; intended to re- 
deem the goods immediately, meant nothing 



but what was honorable of course ; but the af- 
fair woald have an ugly look, if made public, 
and had better be settled out of hand. ' * There 
can not be the least difficulty regarding a thou- 
sand pounds more or less, for a gentleman of 
Mr. Warrington's rank and expectations," said 
Madame de Bernstein. Not the least: her 
ladyship knew very well that there were funds 
belonging to Mr. Warrington, on which money 
could be at once raised with her ladyship's 
guarantee. 

Should he go that instant and settle the mat- 
ter with Messn. Amos? Mr. Harry might be 
back to dine with her at two, and to confound 
the people at the clubs, who are no doubt re- 
joicing over his misfortunes, said the compas- 
sionate Mr. Draper. 

But the Baroness had other views. '< I think, 
my good Mr. Draper," she said, ''that my 
young gentleman has sown wild oats enough ; 
and when he comes out of prison, I should like 
him to come out clear, and without any liabili- 
ties at all. You are not aware of all his." 

''No gentleman ever does tell all his debts, 
madame," says Mr. Draper; "no one /ever 
had to deal with." 

" There is one which the silly boy has con- 
tracted, and irom which he ought to be released, 
Mr. Draper. You remember a little circum- 
stance which occurred at Tanbridge Wells in 
the autumn ? About which I sent up my man 
Case to you?" 

" When your ladyship pleases to recall it, I 
remember it — ^not otherwise," says Mr. Draper, 
with a bow. "A lawyer should be like a Po- 
pish confessor — ^what is told him is a secret for- 
ever, and for every body." So we must not 
whisper Madame Bernstein's secret to Mr. Dra- 
per ; but the reader may perhaps guess it from 
the lawyer's conduct subsequently. 

The lawyer felt pretty certain that ere long- 
he would receive a summons from the poor 
young prisoner in Cursitor Street, and waited 
for that invitation before he visited Mr. War- 
rington. Six-and-thirty houn passed ere the 
invitation came, during which period Harry 
passed the dreariest two days which he ever re- 
membered to have spent. 

There was no want of company in the lock-up 
house, the bailiff's rooms were nearly always 
full ; but Harry preferred the dingy solitude of 
his ovnjL room to the society round his landlady's 
table, and it was only on the second day of his 
arrest, find when his purse was emptied by the 
heavy charges of the place, that he made up his 
mind to apply to Mr. Draper. He dispatched 
a letter then to the lawyer at the Temple, in- 
forming him of his plight, and desiring him, in 
an emphatic postscript, not to say one word 
about the matter to his aunt Madame de Bern- 
stein. 

He had made up his mind not to apply to 
the old lady except at the very last extremity. 
She had treated him with so much kindness 
that he revolted from, the notion of trespassing 
on her bounty, and for a while tried to please 
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himself with the idea that he might get oat of 
dnrance without her even knowing that any 
misfortune at lall had befallen him. There 
seemed to him something humiliating in peti- 
tioning a woman for money. No ! He would 
apply first to his male friends, all of whom 
might help him if they would. It had been his 
intention to send Sampson to one or other of 
them as a negotiator, had not the poor fellow 
been captured on his way to succor his friend. 

Sampson gone, Harry was obliged to have 
recourse to his own negro servant, who was 
kept on the trot all day between Temple Bar 
and the Court end of the town whh letters from 
his unlucky master. Firstly, then, Harry sent 
off a most private and confidential letter to his 
kinsman, the Right Honorable the Earl of Cas- 
tlewood, saying how he had been cast into 
prison, and begging Castlewood to lend him the 
amount of the debt. ''Please to keep my ap- 
plication, and the cause of it, a profound secret 
from the dear ladies," wrote poor Harry. 

*' Was ever any thing so unfortunate ?" wrote 
back Lord Castlewood, in reply. ' ' I suppose you 
have not got my note of yesterday? It must 
be lying at your lodgings, where — I hope in 
Heaven I — ^you. will soon be too. My dear Mr. 
Warrington, thinking you were as rich as Cros- 
BUS — otherwise I never should have sate down 
to cards with you — I wrote to you yesterday, 
begging you to lend me some money to appease 
some hungry duns whom I donH know how else 
to pacify. My poor fellow I every shilling of 
your money went to them, and but for my peer's 
privilege I might be hob-and-nob with you now 
in your dungeon. May you soon escape from 
it, is the prayer of your sincere Castlewood." 

Tkis was the result of application number 
one : and we may imagine that Mr. Harry read 
the reply to his petition with rather a blank 
face. Never mind ! There was kind, jolly Un- 
do Warrington. Only last night his aunt had 
kissed him and loved him like a son. His uncle 
had called down blessings on his head, and pro- 
fessed quite a paternal regard for him. With a 
feeling of shyness and modesty in presence of 
those virtuous parents and family, Hairy had 
never said a wcwd about his wild doings, or his 
horse-racings, or his gamblings, or his extrava- 
gances. It must all out now. He must confess 
himself a Prodigal and a Sinner, and ask for 
their forgiveness and aid. So Prodigal sate 
down and composed a penitent letter to Uncle 
Warrington, and exposed his sad case, and be- 
sought him to come to the rescue. Was not 
that a bitter nut to crack for our haughty young 
Virginian? Hours of mortification and pro- 
found thought as to the pathos of the composi- 
tion did Hariy pass over that letter ; sheet after 
sheet of Mr. Amos's sixpence a sheet letter- 
paper did he tear up before the missive was 
complete, with which poor blubbering Gumbo 
(much vilified by the bailifi'*s followers and para- 
sites, whom he was tobbing, as they conceived, 
of their perquisites) went his way. 

At evening the faithful negro brought back a 



thick letter in his aunt's handwriting. Harry 
opened the letter with a trembling hand. He 
thought it was full of bank-notes. Ah, me ! it 
contained a sermon (Daniel in the Lion's Den) 
by Mr. Whitfield, and a letter from Lady War- 
rington, saying that, in Sir Miles's absence from 
London, she was in the habit of opening his let- 
ters, and hence, perforce, was become acquaint- 
ed with a fact which she deplored from her in' 
moat soul to learn, namely, that her nephew 
Warrington had been extravoffont and was in 
debt. Of course, in the absence of Sir Miles, 
she could not hope to have at command such a 
sum as that for which Mr. Warrington wrote, 
but she sent him her hettrtfelt prayers, her deep^ 
est commiseration, and a discourse by dear Mr. 
Whitfield, which would comfort him in his pres- 
ent (alas! she feared not undeserved!) calamity, 
^he added profuse references to particular Scrip- 
tural chapters which would do him good. If 
she might speak of things worldly, she said, at 
such a moment, she would hint to Mr. Warring- 
ton that his epistolary orthography was any 
thing but corrects She would not fail for her 
part to comply with his express desire that his 
dear cousins should know nothing of this most 
painful circumstance, and with every wish fbc 
his welfare here and elsewhere, she subscribed 
herself his loving aunt, 

Majboabet Wabrdtotov. 

Poor Harry hid his face between his hands, 
and sate for a while with elbows on the greasy 
table, blankly staring into the candle before 
him. The bailiff's servant, who was touched 
by his handsome face, suggested a mug of beer 
for his honor, but Harry could not drink nor eat 
the meat that was placed before him. Gumbo, 
however, could, whose grief did not deprive him 
of appetite, and who, blabbering the while, fin- 
ished all the beer, and all the bread and the 
meat. Meanwhile, Harry had finished another 
letter, with which Gumbo was commissioned to 
start again, and away the faithful creature ran 
upon his errand. 

iGumbo ran as far as White's Club, to which 
house he was ordered, in the first instance, to* 
carry the letter, and where he found the person 
to whom it was addressed. Even the prisoner, 
for whbm time passed so slowly, was surprised, 
at the celerity with which his negro had per- 
formed his errand. 

At least the letter which Harry eiqiected had 
not taken long to write. *^ My lord wrote it at 
the hall-porter's desk, while I stood there then 
with Mr. Morris," said Gumbo, and the letter 
was to this effect : 

Dear Sir, — ^I am sorry I can not comply 
with your wish, as I'm short of money at pres- 
ent, having paid large sums to you as well as 
to other gentlemen. Yours obediently, 

March and B. 

Henry Warrington, Esq. 

" Did Lord March' say any thing ?" asked Mr. 
Warrington, looking very pale. 
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"He Mj it wu the cooleit thing he etei 
kMV. So did Mi. Morrii. He showed him 
f onr letter, Mailer Harrj. Yei, and Mr. Moni* 
lay, ' Dun hia imperence I' " added Gamba 

Harry bnrat into luch a yell of laagbur that 
his landlord tboagbt he had good neira, and ran 
ID in alarm lest he was about to lose hii tenanL 
Bat bj this time poor Harry's laughter was over, 
and lie was flung down ia his chair gazing dis- 
tually ia the fire. 

"I — I shoald like to amolui a pipe ofVir- 
ginia," be groaoed. 

Gambo barsE into tears : he flung liinuelf at 
Hany's kaeei. He kissed hia knees and his 
hands. "Oh, master, my dearmailer, what will 
they say at home ?" he aobbed oat. 

The jailer was toached at the aight of the 
black's grief and Rdelitj, and at Harry's pale 
face as be sank back in his chair, quite orer- 
COme and beaten by hi» calamity. 

"Tour honor ain't eat any thing these two 
days," the man said, ina voice of rough pity. 
"Pluck up a little, Sir. You aien't ibe first 
gentleman who has been in and out of grief 
befnre this. Lei me go down and get you a 
glass of punch and a little sapper." 

"My good friend," said Harry, a sickly smile 
playing over his white face, "you pay ready 
money for everj thing in this house, don't you? 
I qiust tell you that I hayen't a shilling left to 
buy a dish of meat. AJI the money I have I 
want for letter-paper." 

' ' Oh, master, my master t" roared out Gumbo. 
"Look here, my dear Master Harryl Here's 
plenty of money — here's twenty -three flve- 
goineas. Here's gold moidore from Virginia — 
here — DO, not that — that's keepsakes the girls 
gBTe me. Take erery thing — every thing. I 
go sell myself to-morrow morning; but here's 
pteatj for to-oight, mascerl" 

" God bless joa, Gombo !" Harry said, lay- 
ing his hand on the lad's woolly head. " You 
are free if I am not, and Heaven forbid I sboold 
not take the oifered help of such a friend 
jroo. Bring me some supper; but the pipe tc 
mind — the pipe too I" And Harry ate his su 
per with a ndish; and even the tnmkeys and 
bailiff's fbllowen, when Qumbo went oat of the 
house that night, shook hands with bim, 
erer alter treated bim well. 



CHAPTER XLVn. 

Mb. GruBo's generons and feeling conduct 
soothed and softened the angry heart of his 
master, and Harry's second night in the spong- 
ing-house was passed more pleasantly than the 
first. Somebod;, at least, them was to help 
compassionate with him, Still, though soften- 
ed in that one particular spot, Harry's bean 
hard and prond toward almost all the rest of the 
worid. They were selAsh and ungenerons, hi 
thought. His pious aunt Warrington, bis lord- 
ly friend Match, his cynical cousin Castlewood 



— all had been tried, and were fonnd wanting. 
to avoid tifcnty yean of prisfin would he 
stoop to ask a fsvor of one of them again. Fool 
that he had been to believe in their promises 
and confide in their friendship! There was no 
friendship in this cursed, cold, selfish country. 
He would leave it. He. would trust no English- 
man, great or smaL. He would go to Germany, 
and make a campaign with the king ; or he 
would go home to Virginia, bury himself in the 
woods there, and hunt ail djiy ; become his mo- 
ther's factor and land-steward ; marry Polly 
Broadbent or Fanny Moantain ; turn regular 
tobacco-grower and farmer; do any thing, rath- 
er than remain among these Enghsh fine gen- 
tlemen. So be arose with an outwardly cheer- 
ful conntenance, bnl an angry spirit ; and at an 
early hour in the morning the faithful Gumbo 
was in attendance in his master's chamber, hav- 
ing come from Bond Street, and brought Mr. 
Harry's letters thence. " I wanted to bring 
some more clothes," honest Gumbo said; "but 
Mr. Ruff, the landlord, he wouldn't let me bring 

Harry did not care to look at the letters : ho 
opened one, two, three ; they were all bills. He 
opened a fourth ; it was from the landlord, to 
say that he would allow no more of Mr. Wftr- 
rington's things to go out of the house — tlutt 
unless hit bill was paid he shoolil sell Mr. W.** 
goods and pay himself; and that his black ntan 
must go and sleep elsewhere, fia would banl- 
ly let Gumbo take his own clothes and portmaa- 
teau away. The black said be bad found ref- 
uge elscKhere^with some friends at Lord Wro- 
Iham's house. " With Colonel Lambert's poo- 
pie," tays Mr. Gumbo, looking very hard at his 
master. "And Miss Hetiy she fall down in • 
faint when she heni' yon taken up ; and Mr. 
Lambert, he very good man, and be tay to me 
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tbU morning, he saj, 'Gnmbo, jou tell jonr 
master if he want me he send to me, and I come 
to him/ " 

Harrj was touched when he heard* that Het- 
ty had been afflicted by his misfortune. He did 
not believe Gumbo's stoiy about her fainting ; 
he was accustomed to translate his black's lan- 
guage, and to allow for exaggeration. But when 
Gumbo spoke of the Colonel the young Virgin- 
ian's spirit was darkened again. *^/ send to 
Lambert," he thought, grinding his teeth, *' the 
man who insulted me, and flung my presents 
back in my face ! If 1 were starving I would 
not ask him for a crust !" And presently, be- 
ing dressed, Mr. Warrington called for his break- 
fast, and dispatched Gumbo with a brief note to 
Mr. Draper, in the Temple, requiring that gen- 
tleman's attendance. 

" The note was as haughty as if he was writ- 
ing to one of his negroes, and not to a free- 
bom English gentleman,'* Draper said ; whom, 
indeed, Harry had always treated with insuffer- 
able condescension. " It's all very well for a 
fine gentleman to give himself airs ; but for a 
fellow in a sponging-house ! Hang him !'* says 
Draper, " I've a great mind not to go I" Nev- 
ertheless Mr. Draper did go, and found Mr. 
Warrington in his misfortune even more arro- 
gant than he had ever been in the days of his 
utmost prosperity. Mr. W. sat on his bed, like 
a lord, in a splendid gown, with his hair dress- 
ed. He motioned his black man to fetch him 
a chair. 

** Excuse me, madam, but such haughtiness 
and airs I ain't accustomed to V* said the out- 
raged attorney. 

'* Take a chair and go on with your story, 
my good Mr. Draper," said Madame de Bern- 
stein, smiling, to whom he went to report pro- 
ceedings. She was amused at the lawyer's an- 
ger. She liked her nephew for being insolent 
in adversity. 

The course which Draper was to pursue in 
his interview with Harry had been arranged be- 
tween the Baroness and her man of business on 
the previous day. Draper was an able man, 
and likely in most cases to do a client good 
service ; he failed in the present instance be- 
cause he was piqued and angry, or, more likely 
still, because he could not understand the gen- 
tleman with whom he had to deal. I presume 
that he who casts his eye on the present page is 
the most gentle of readers. Gentleman, as you 
nnquestionably are then, my dear Sir, have you 
not remarked in your dealings with people who 
are no gentlemen that you oflend them, not 
knowing the how or the why? So the man 
who is no gentleman ofiends you in a thousand 
ways of which the poor creature has no idea 
himself. He does or says something which 
provokes your scorn. He perceives that scorn 
(being always on the watch, and uneasy about 
himself, his manners and behavior), and he 
rages. Ton speak to him naturally, and he 
fancies still that you are sneering at him. You 
have indifference toward him, but he hates you, 



and hates yon the worse because yon don*t care. 
* * Gumbo, a chair to Mr. Draper T says Mr. War- 
rington, folding his brocaded dressing-gown 
round his legs as he sits on the dingy bed. 
*' Sit down, if you please, and let us talk my 
business over. Much obliged to you for com- . 
ing so soon in reply to my message. Had you 
heard of this piece of ill luck before ?" 

Mr. Draper had heard of the circumstance. 
''Bad news travel quick, Mr. Warrington," he 
said; *'and I was eager to offer my humble 
services a^soon as ever you should require them. 
Your friends, your family, will be much pained 
that a gentleman of your rank should be in such 
a position." 

''I have been very imprudent, Mr. Draper. 
I have lived beyond my means" (Mr. Draper 
bowed), '* I played in company with gentlemen 
who were much richer than myself, and a 
cursed run of ill-luck has carried away all my 
ready money, leaving me with liabilities to the 
amount of five hundred pounds, and more." 

" Five hundred now in the office ?" says Mr. 
Qraper. 

''Well, this is such a trifle that I thought by 
sending to one or two friends, yesterday, I could 
have paid my debt and gone home without far- 
ther to do. I have been mistaken ; and will 
thank you to have the kindness to put roe in 
the way of raising the money, as soon as may 
be." 

Mr. Draper said "Hml" and pulled a very 
grave and long face. 

" Why, Sir, it can be done ?" says Mr. War- 
rington, staring at the lawyer. 

It not only could be done, but Mr. Draper 
had proposed to Madame Bernstein on the day 
before, instantly to pay the money and 'release 
Mr. Warrington. That lady had declared she 
intended to make the young gentleman her heir. 
In cothmon with the rest of the world, Draper 
believed Harry's hereditary property in Virginia 
to be as great in money-value as in extent. He 
had notes in his pocket, and Madame Bernstein's 
order to pay them under certain conditions : nev- 
ertheless, when Harry said, " It can be done ?'* 
Draper pulled his long face, and said, " It can 
be done in time. Sir ; but it will require a con- 
siderable time. To touch the property in En- 
gland which is yours on Mr. George Warring- 
ton's death, we must have the event proved, the 
trustees released, and who is to do either? 
Lady Esmond Warrington, in Virginia, of 
course, will not allow her son to remain in pris- 
on, but we must wait six months before we hear 
from her. Has your Bristol agent any author- 
ity to honor your drafts ?" 

" He is only authorized to pay me two hun- 
dred pounds a year, " says Mr. Warrington. ' ' I 
suppose I have no resource, then, but to apply 
to my aunt, Madame de Bernstein. She will be 
my security." 

"Her ladyship will do any thing for you, 
Sir; she has said so to me, often and often," 
said the lawyer; "and, if she gives the word, 
at that moment yon can walk out of this place." 
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** Go to heri then, from me, Mr. Draper. I 
did not want to have troubled my relations; 
bat rather than continoe in this horrible need- 
less imprisonment I most speak to her. Say 
where I am, and what has 'befallen me. Dis- 
goise nothing I And tell her that I confide in 
her affection and kindness for me to release me 
from this — this disgrace,*' and Mr. Warrington's 
voice shook a little, and he passed his hand 
across his eyes. 

''Sir," says Mr. Draper, eying the young 
man, '* I was with her ladyship yesterday, when 
we talked over the whole of this here most un- 
pleasant — I won't say as yon do, disgraceful 
business." 

''What do yon mean. Sir? Does Madame 
de Bernstein know of my misfortune ?" asked 
Harry. 

*' Every circumstance, Sir ; the pawning the 
watches, and all." 

Harry turned burning red. *' It is an unfor- 
tunate business, the pawning them watches and 
things which you had never paid for," continued 
the lawyer. The young man started up from 
the bed, looking so fierce that Draper felt a lit- 
tle alarmed. 

''It may lead to litigation and unpleasant 
remarks being made in court. Sir. Them bar- 
risters respect nothing ; and when they get a 
feller in the box ..." 

"Great Heaven, Sir, you don't suppose a 
gentleman of my rank can't take a watch upon 
credit without intending to cheat the trades- 
man ?" cried Harry, in the greatest agitation. 

" Of course you meant every thing that's hon- 
orable ; only, you see, the law mayn't happen 
to think so," says Mr. Draper, winldng his eye. 
"(Hang the supercilious beast; I touch him 
there !) Your aunt says it's the most impru- 
dent thing ever she heard of— to call it by no 
worse name." 

" You call it by no worse name yourself, Mr. 
Draper?" says Harry, speaking each word very 
slow, and evidently trying to keep a command 
of himself. 

Draper did not like his looks. ' ' Heaven for- 
bid that I should say any thing as between gen- 
tleman and gentleman — but between me and 
my client it's my duty to say, 'Sir, you are 
in a very unpleasant scrape,' just as a doctor 
would have to tell his patient, ' Sir, you are very 
ilL'" 

" And you can't help me to pay this debt off 
— and you have come only to tell me that I 
may be accused of roguery ?" says Harry. 

" Of obtaining goods under false pretenses ? 
Most undoubtedly, yes. I can't help it. Sir. 
Don't look as if you would knock me down. 
(Curse him, I am making him wince, though.) 
A young gentleman, who has only two hundred 
a year from his ma', orders diamonds and 
watches, and takes 'em to a pawnbroker. You 
ask me what people will think of such behavior, 
and I tell you honestly. Don't be angry with 
me, Mr. Warrington." 

" Go on, Sir !" says Harry, with a groan. 



The lawyer thought the day was his own. 
"But you ask if I can't help to pay this debt 
off? And I say Yes — and that here is the 
money iif my pocket to do it now, if you like — 
not mine, Sir — my honored client's, your aunt. 
Lady Bernstein. But she has a right to im- 
pose her conditions, and Pve brought 'em with 



me. 



i» 



"Tell them. Sir," says Mr. Harry. 

"They are not hard. They are only for 
your own good : and if you say Yes, we can 
call a hackney-coach, and go to'Clarges Street 
together, which I have promised to go there, 
whether you will or no. Mr. Warrington, I 
name no names, but there was a question of 
marriage between you and a certain party." 

"Ah!" said Harry; and his countenance 
looked more cheerful than it had yet done. 

"To that marriage my noble client, the Bar- 
oness, is most averse — having other views for 
you, and thinking it will be your ruin to marry 
a party, of noble birth and title it is true, but, 
excuse me, not of first-rate character, and so 
much older than yourself. You had given an 
imprudent promise to that party." 

"Yes; and she has it still," says Mr. War- 
rington. ^ 

"It has been recovered. She dropped it, by 
an accident at Tunbridge," says Mr. Draper, 
" so my client informed me ; indeed her lady- 
ship showed it me, for the matter of that It 
was wrote in bl — " 

"Never mind. Sir!" cries Harry, turning al- 
most as red as the ink which he had used to 
write his absurd promise, of which the madness 
and folly had smote him with shame a thousand 
times over. 

" At the same time letters, wrote to you, and 
compromising a noble family, were recovered,** 
continues the lawyer. " You had lost 'em. It 
was no fault of yours. You were away when 
they were found again. You may say that that 
noble family, that you yourself, have a friend 
such as few young men have. Well, Sir, there's 
no earthly promise to bind you — only so many 
idle words said over a bottle, which very likely 
any gentleman may forget Say you won't go 
on with this marriage — give me and my noble 
friend your word of honor. Cry off, I say, Mr. 

W. Don't be such a d fool, saving your 

presence, as to marry an old woman who has 
jilted scores of men in her time. Say the word, 
and I step down stairs: pay every shilling 
against you in the office, and put you down in 
my coach, either at your aunt's, or at White's 
Club, if you like, vnth a couple of hundred in 
your pocket. Say yes ; and give us your hand. 
There's no use in sitting grinning behind these 
bars all day!" 

So far Mr. Draper had had the best of the 
talk. Harry only longed himself to be rid of 
the engagement from which his aunt wanted to 
free him. His foolish flame for Maria Esmond 
had died out long since. If she would release 
him, how thankful would he be! "Come! 
give ns your hand, and say done!" says the 
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Iaw7er, vriih a knowing wink. "Don't stand 
ghillf-shallying, Sir. Law bleu yon, Mr. W., 
if I had marTied creijbbdylproniised Iihoold 
lie like the grand Turk, or Captain Machealh 
ID the plaj!" 

The lawjer'a familiarity diagnated Han7, 
who shrank from Draper, acarcetj linowing that 
he did ao. He folded hia dreaaing-gown round 
him, aad stepped bock from the other's proffered 
hand. "Give me a little time to think of the 
matter, if yoa please, Mr. Draper," he said, 
"and have the goodnese to come to me again 

"Very good, Sir, very good, Sir!" bbjb the 
la,irjei, biting his lips, and, as he seized up hia 
hat, torning very red. "Most parties would 
not want an hoar to Consider E^nt sach an 
offer aa I make yon : but I soppose my time 
most be yoora, and FU come again, and see 
whether you are to go or to etaj. Good-iooni- 
ing. Sir, good-moming !" and be went hia tray, 
i;row!ing curses down the ataira. " Won't take 
my hand, won't he ? Will tell me in an hour's 
timel Hang hia impudence! I'll show him 
what an hour is!" 

Mr. Draper went to his chambers in dudgeon 
then; bullied hia clerks all roand, sent off a 
mesvingor to the Baronesa, to say that he had 
waited on Ibe yonng gcntletnan. wbo had de- 
manded a tittle time for consideration, which 
was for form's sake, as he had no donbt; the- 
lawyer then saw clients, transacted business, 
went oat to his dinner in the most leisarely 
mannerj and then finally turned hia steps ui- 
ward the neighboring Cunitor Street. " Hell 
be at home when 1 cell, the haughty beast I" 
says Draper, with a sneer, "The Fortunate 
Youth in his room?" the lawyer asked of the 
sheriff's officer's aid-de-canip who came to open 
tbe doable doora. 

"Mr. Warrington is in his apartment," said 
the gentleman, "but — "and here the gentle- 
man winked at Mr. Draper, and laid bia hand 
on his nose. 

"But what? Mr. Paddy fhim Gorki" said 
the lawyer. 

"MjnameisCoatigan; me familee is noble, 
and me neotiTe place ia the Irisb metbrawpolis, 
Mr. Six-and-eightpence I" said the Janitor, 
scowling at Draper. A rich odor of spiritaoas 
liqaors filled tbe little space between tbe double 
dooca, where he held the attorney in conversa- 

" Confound jon, Sir, let me pass!" bawled 
oat Mr. Draper. 

" I can hear yon perfectly well, Six-and-cigfat- 
pencc, except yoar b's, which you dthrop oat of 
yonr conversation. Ftl thank ye not to call 
neems, me good friend, or me fingers and your 
noM will have to make an.intimate bic-qaaini- 
anco. Walk in. Sir! Be polite for the fatore 
to your shapariois in birth and manoera, tboagh 
they mo be your infariors in temporary station. 
Confoand the kayl Walk in. Sir I I say!—' 
Madam, I have the honor of saluting ye 



A lady, with ber face covered with a capacbin, 
and further hidden by ber bandketcbief, uttered 
a little exclamation as of alarm as she came 
down the stairs at this inataat and harried past 
the lawyer. Ue was pressing forward to look 
at her — for Mr. Draper was very cavalier !□ hit 
manners to women— bat the bailiff's follower 
thrust hia leg between Draper and the retreat- 
ing lady, crying, " Keep your own distance, if 
you plaise! This way, madam! 1 at once 
recognized your ladysh^" Here he closed tbe 
door on Draper's nose, and left that attorney to 
find bia own way to bis client up stairs. 

At six o'clock that eveniag the old Baronew 
de Bernstein was paciag np aad down ber draw- 
ing cratch, and forever running to the window 
when the noise of a coach was heard passing in 
Clarges Street. She had delayed her dinner 
&om boor to hour : she who scolded so fiercely, 
on ordinary occasions, if her cook was five min- 
ntea after hia time. She had ordered two cov- 
ers to l>e laid, plate to be set out, and some ex- 
tra dishes to be prepared as if for a little Jete. 
Four — five o'clock passed, and at six she looked 
from the window, and a coach actually stopped 
at her door. 

"Mr. Draper" waa announced, and entered, 
bowing profoundly. 

Theoldladytrembledonheratick. "Where 
is tbe boy ?" she said, quickly. " I told yon to 
bring him. Sir! How dare you come without 
him?" 

"It is not my fault, madam, that Mr. War- 
rington refuses to come." And Draper gave 
his venion of the inierriew which had just 
taken place between himself and the young 
Virginian. 



CHAPTER XLVni. 



respectfully !' 



GoiNO off in bis wrath tVom his morning's 
conversation with Harry, Mr. Draper tbooght 
he heard the yoang prisoner speak behind him; 
and, indeed, Harry bad risen, and ottered ■ 
1 1 balf-exclamation to call tbe lawyer back. Bat 
I he was proud, and the other ofibnded : Ban^ 
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checked his words, and Draper did not choose 
to stop. It wounded Harry's pride to be obliged 
to hamble himself before the lawyer, and to 
have to yield from mere lack and desire of 
money. ''An hoar hence will do as well,*' 
thought Harry, and lapsed sulkily on to the bed 
again. No, he did not care for Maria Esmond. 
No ; he was ashamed of the way in which he 
had been entrapped into that engagement A 
wily and experienced woman, slie had cheated 
his boyish aidor. She had taken unfair advant- 
age of him, as her brother had at play. They 
were his own flesh and Mood, and they ought 
to have spared him. Instead, one and the 
other had made a prey of him, and had used 
him for their selfi^ ends. He thought how 
they had betrayed the rights of hospitality : how 
they had made a victim of the young kinsman 
who came confiding within their gates. His 
heart was sore wounded : his head sank back 
on his pillow: bitter tears wetted it. "Had 
they come to Virginia,'* he thought, ''I had 
given them a different welcome !" 

He was roused from this mood of despond- 
ency by Gumbo's grinning face at his door, who 
said a lady was come to see Master Harry, and 
behind the lad came the lady in the capuchin, 
of whom we have just made mention. Harry 
sat up, pale and haggard, on his bed. The lady, 
with a sob, and almost ere the servant-man with- 
drew, ran toward the young prisoner, put her 
arms round his neck with real emotion and a 
maternal tenderness, sobbed over his pale cheek 
and kissed it in the midst of plentiful tears, and 
cried out^ 

''Oh, my Harry ! Did I ever, ever think to 
see thee here ?" 

He started back, scared as it seemed at her 
presence, but she sank down at the bedside, 
and seized his feverish hand, and embraced his 
knees. She had a real regard and tenderness 
for him. The wretched place in which she 
found him, his wretched look, filled her heart 
with a sincere love and pity. 

"I — I thought none of you would come I** 
said poor Harry, with a groan. 

More tears, more kisses of the hot yotmg 
hand, more clasps and pressure with hers, were 
the lady's reply for a moment or two. 

" Oh, my dear ! my dear! I can not bear to 
think of thee in misery !'* she sobbed out. 

Hardened though it might be, that heart was 
not all maible — that dreary life not all desert. 
Harry's mother could not have been fonder, nor 
her tones more tender than those of his kinswo- 
man now kneeling at his feet 

" Some of the debts, I fear, were owing to 
my extravagance !** she said (and this was true). 
"You bought trinkets and jewels in order to 
give me pleasure. Oh, how I hate them now ! 
I little thought I ever could ! I have brought 
them all wiUi me, and more trinkets — here I 
and here ! and all the money I have in the 
world i" 

And she poured brooches, rings, a watch, and 
a «core or so of guineas into Harry's lap. The 



sight of which strangely agitated and immense- 
ly touched the young man. 

"Dearest, kindest cousin !" he sobbed out 

His lips found no more words to utter, but 
yet, no doubt, they served to express his grati- 
tude, his affection, his emotion. 

He became quite gay presently, and smiled 
as he put away some of the trinkets, his presents 
to Maria, and told her into what danger he had 
fallen by selling other goods which he had pur- 
chased on credit; and how a lawyer had in- 
sulted him just now upon this very point Ho 
would not have his dear Maria's money — he 
had enough, quite enough for the present ; but 
he valued her twenty guineas as much as if they 
had been twenty thousand. He would never for- 
get her love and kindness ; no, by all that was 
sacred he would not I His mother should know 
of all her goodness. It had cheered him when 
he was just on the point of breaking down under 
his disgrace and misery. Might Heaven bless 
her for it ! There is no need to pursue beyond 
this the cousins* conversation. The dark day 
seemed brighter to Harry after Maria's visit ; 
the imprisonment not so hard to bear. The 
world was not aU selfish and cold. Here was 
a fond creature who really and truly loved him. 
Even Castlewood was not so bad as he had 
thought He had expressed the deepest grief 
at not being able to assist his kinsman. He was 
hopelessly in debt Every shilling he had won 
from Harry he had lost on the next day to oth- 
ers. Any thing that lay in his power he would 
do. He would come soon and see Mr. Warring- 
ton ; he was in waiting to-day, and as much a 
prisoner as Harry himself. So the pair talked on 
cheerfully and affectionately until the darkness 
began to close in, when Maria, with a sigh, bade 
Harry farewell. 

The door scarcely closed upon her when it 
opened to admit Draper. 

"Your humble servant, Sir," says the 
attorney. His voice jarred upon Harry's 
ear, and his presence offended the young 
man. 

"I had expected yon some hours ago, Sir, 
he curtly said. 

" A lawyer's time is not always his own, Sir, 
said Mr. Draper, who had just been in consulta- 
tion with a bottle of port at the Grecian. " Nev- 
er mind ; Fm at your orders now. Presume it's 
all right, Mr. Warrington. Packed your trunk ? 
Why, now, there you are in your bed-gown still. 
Let me go down and settle while you call in 
your black man and titivate a bit. I've a coach 
at the door, and we*ll be off and dine with the 
old lady.** 

"Are yon going to dine with the Baroness 
de Bernstein, pray ?** 

" Not me — ^no such honor. Had my dinner 
already. It's you are a-going to dine with your 
aunt, I suppose ?'* 

" Mr. Draper, you suppose ft great deal more 
than you know,'* says Mr. Warrington, looking 
very fierce and tall, as he folds his brocade 
dressing-gown round him. 
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" Great goodneu, Sirt Wliat do joamean?" 
Mfci Draper. 

"I mean. Sir, that I have conaidered, and 
that, having pveo mj word to a failhfol and 
honorable lad/, it does noC become me to with- 

"Confonnd it, Sir!" shrieks ths lawyer, "I 
tall yon she has lost the paper. There's no- 
thing to bind yon — nothing. WTiy, she's old 
enough to be — " 

"EnooBh, Sirl" says Mr. Warrington, with 
a etamp of his foot. " Tou seem to think jon 
ara calking to lome other pettifogger. I take it, 
Mr. Draper, yon are not accustomed to have 
dealings with men of honor." 

"Pettifogger, indeed!" cries Draper, in a 
fniy. " Men of honor, indeed ! I'd have yon 



to know, Mr. Warrington, that Tm a* good a 
man of honor as yon. I don't know so many 
gamblers and hone-jockeys, perhaps. I haven't 
gambled away my patrimony, and lived u if I 
wsa a nobleman on two hundred a year. I 
haven't bonght watches on credit, and pawned — 
touch ms if you dare, Sirl" and the lawyer 
sprang to the door. 

"'That is the way out, Sir. Tou can't go 
through the window, becaoae it is barred," said 
Mr. Warrington, 

, " And the answer I take to my client is No, 
then I" screamed oat Draper. 

Harry stepped forward, with his two hands 
clenched. "If yon utter another word," be 
said, " ril— " The door was shut rapidly— tho 
never finished ; and Braper went 
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away furioas to Madame de Bernstein, from 
whom, though he gave her the best version of 
his story, he got still fiercer language than he 
had received from Mr. Warrington himself. 

'^What! Shall she trust me, and I desert 
her?" says Harry, stalking up and down his 
room, in his flowing, rustling brocade. **Dear, 
faithful, generous woman 1 If I lie in prison 
for years, 111 be true to her I" 

Her lawyer dismissed after a stormy inter- 
view, the desolate old woman was fain to sit 
down to the meal which she had hoped to share 
with her nephew. The chair was before ker 
which he was to have filled, the glasses shining 
by the silver. One dish after another was laid 
before her by the silent major-domo, and tasted 
and pushed away. The man pressed his mis- 
tress at last. *'It is eight o'clock," he said. 
''You have had nothing all day. It is good 
for you to eat. '* She could not eat. She would 
have her coffee. Let Case go get her her cof- 
fee. The lackeys bore the dishes off the table, 
leaving their mistress sitting at it before the va- 
cant chair. 

Presently the old servant re-entered the 
room without his lady*s coffee and with a 
strange scared face, and said, '* Mr. Warbimg- 

TONl" 

The old woman uttered an exclamation, got 
up from her arm-chair, but sank back in it 
trembling very much. '* So yon are come. Sir, 
are you ?'* she said, with a fond shaking voice. 
** Bring back the — Ah !" here she screamed, 
"Gracious God, who is it?" Her eyes stared 
wildly : her white face looked ghastly through 
her rouge. She clung to the arms of her chair 
for support, as the visitor approached her. 

A gentleman whose face and figure exactly 
resembled Harry Warrington, and whose voice, 
when he spoke, had tones strangely similar, had 
followed the servant into the room. He bowed 
low toward the Baroness. 

''You expected my brother, madam?" he 
said. '*I am but now arrived in London. I 
went to his house. I met his servant at your 
door, who was bearing this letter for you. I 
thought I would bring it to your ladyship be- 
fore going to him," and the stranger laid down 
a letter before Madame Bernstein. 

"Are you" — gasped out the Baroness — " are 
you my nephew that we supposed was — ** 

" Was killed — and is alive I I am George 
Warrington, madam, and I ask his kinsfolk, 
what have you done with my brother ?" 

''Look, George P said the bewildered old 
lady. "I expected him here to-night — that 
chair was set for him — ^I have been waiting for 
him, Sir, till now — till I am quite faint — I don't 
like — ^I don't like being alone. Do stay and 
sup with me!" 

** Pardon me, madam. Please God, my sup- 
per will be with Harry to-night I" 

" Bring hisn back. Bring him back here on 
any conditions. It is but five hundred pounds ! 
Here is the money, Sir, if you need it I" 



"I have no want, madam. I have money 
with me that can't be better employed than in 
my brother's service." 

" And you will bring him to me, Sir! Say 
you will bring him to me !" 

Mr. Warrington made a very stately bow for 
answer, and quitted the room, passing by the 
amazed domestics, and calling with an air of 
authoritv to Gumbo to follow him. 

Had Mr. Hany received no letters from 
home ? Master Harry had not opened all his 
letters the last day or two. Had he received 
no letter announcing his brother's escape from 
the French settlements and return to Virginia ? 
Oh no ! No such letter had come, else Master 
Harry certainly tell Gumbo. Quick, horses! 
Quick by Strand to Temple Bar ! Here is the 
house of Captivity and the Deliverer come to 
the rescue I 



CHAPTER XLIX 

FRIENDS IN NEED. 

Quick, hackney-coach steeds, and bear 
Greorge Warrington through Strand and Fleet 
Street to his imprisoned brother's rescue ! Any 
one who remembers Hogarth's picture of a 
London hackney-coach and a London street- 
road at that period, may fancy how weary the 
quick time was,' and how long seemed the jour- 
ney: scarce any lights save those carried by 
link-boys ; badly-hung coaches ; bad pavements ; 
great holes in the road, and vast quagmires of 
winter mud. That drive from Piccadilly to 
Fleet Street seemed almost as long to our young 
man as the journey from Marlborough to Lon- 
don, which he had performed in the morning. 

He had written to Harry, announcing his ar- 
rival at Bristol. He had previously written to 
his brother, giving the great news of his exist- 
ence and his return from captivity. There was 
war between England and France at that time ; 
the French privateers were forever on the look- 
out for British merchant-ships, and seized them 
often within sight of port. The letter bearing 
the intelligence of George's restoration must 
have been on board one of the many American 
ships of which the French took possession. The 
letter telling of George's arrival in England was 
never opened by poor Harry; it was lying at 
the latter's apartments, which it reached on this 
third morning after Harry*s captivity, when the 
angry Mr. Ruff had refused to give up any sin- 
gle item more of his lodger's property. 

To these apartments George first went on his 
arrival in London, and asked for his brother. 
Scared at the likeness between them, the maid- 
servant who opened the door screamed, and ran 
back to her mistress. The mistress not liking 
to tell the truth, or to own that poor Harry was 
actually a prisoner at her husband's suit, said 
Mr. Warrington had left his lodgings ; she did 
not know where Mr. Warrington was. George 
knew that Clarges Street was close to Bond 
Street. Often and often had he looked bver 
the London map. Aunt Bernstein would tell 
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him nhere Hany wai. Ue migfat be with her 
at that TCTj momsnc George had read in 
HsiTf'fl letters to Virginia abont Aunt Bem- 

Mein's klndneM to Harry. Even Madam E*- 
moDd was Kifleaed by it (and cspecioUy Macbed 
by a letter which the Baronesa wrole — the lat- 
ter which canted George to pack off post-haste 
for Europe, iodeed). She heartily hoped aod 
trusted that Madam Beatrix hkd foniid occaiion 
to Tepent of her former bad wajs. It was time, 
indeed, at her age; and Heaven knows that 
■he had plenty to repeat ofl I bare known a 
harmless, good old (oal of eighty siill bepom- 
meled and stoned by irreproachable ladies of 
the straitest sect of the Fbarisees, for a little 
slip which occurred long before the present cen- 
tury waa bom, or she herself was twenty years 
old. Bachel Esmond never mentioned her eld- 
est dangliter ; Madam Esmond Warrington nev- 
er mentioned her aister. No. In «piie of the 
order for remission of the centence — in spite of 
tbe handwriting on the floor of the Temple — 
there is a crime which some folki never will 
pardon, and regarding which female virtne, es- 
pecially, ia inexorable. 

I snppoM the Virginians' agent at Bristol had 
told George fearful stories of hit brother's do- 
ings. Gnmbo, whom he met at his aaot's door, 
as soon as the lad recovered from his terror at 
the sudden reappearance of the master whom 
h'e supposed dead, had leisure to stammer ont 
a word or two respecting his young master's 
wheresbouta, and present pitiable condition; 
and hence Mr. George's stemnets of demeanor- 
when be presented himself to the old lady. It 
seemed to him a matter of course that his brother 
indifflcally should be rescued by bis relations. 
Oh, George, how little you know aboat London 
and London waysl Whenever yon take yonr 
walks abroad how many poor yon meet: if a 
philaoibropist were for rescuing all of them, 



not all the wealtbof all the pror- 
inces of America would suffice 

But tbe feeling and agitation 
displayed by the old lady touched 
her nephew's heart, when, jolt- 
ing throogh Ae dark streets to- 
ward the hoDse of bis brother's 
captivity, Geoige came to think 
of his aunt's behavior. "She 
docs feel my poor Harry's mis- 
fortime," he thought to himself, 
"1 have been too hasty in judg- 
ing her." Again and again, in 
the coarse of his life, Mr. George 
had to reboke himself witb the 
&anie crime of being too hasty. 
Howmany of nsbavenot? And, 
alasl the mischief done, there's 
no repentance will mend it. — 
QniclC coacbman I We are al- 
most as slow as you are in get- 
ting fi-om Clarges Street to the 
Temple. Poor Gumbo knows the 
way to tbe bailiff's bouse well 
enotigh. Again the bell is set ringing. The 
Brst door is opened to George and bis negro; 
then that flnt door is locked warily upon them, 
and they find themselves in a little passage with 
a little Jewish janitor ; then a second door is 
nnlocked, and they enter into tbe honse. The 
Jewish janitor stares, as, by his flaring tallow . 
torch, he sees a second Mr. Warrington before 
him. Come to see that gentleman? Yes. 
Bnt wait a moment. This is Mr. Warrington's 
brother from America. Gimibo must go tand 
prepare his master first. Step into this room. 
There's a gentleman already there about Mr. 
W.'s business (the porter says), and another np 
stairs with him now. There's no end of people 
have been aboat him. 

The room into which George was introduced 
was a small apartment which went by the name 
of Mr. Amos'e office, and where, by a guttering 
candle, and talking to tbe bailiff sat a stout 
gentleman in a cloak and a laced hat. The 
yoang porter carried his candle, too, preceding 
. Mr. George, so there was a soffictency of light 
in the apartment. 

"We are not angty any more, Harry 1" says 
tbe stont gentleman, in a cheery voice, getting 
np and advancing with an ontstrejfbed hand 
to the new-comer. " Thank God, my boy I Mr. 
Amos here says there will be no difflcnlly about 
James and me being your bail, and we will do 
yonr business by breakfaat time in the morn- 
ing." 

" Why . . , Angels and ministers of grace ! 
who are yon ?" And ho started back as the 
other bad hold of his band. 

Bnt the stranger grasped it only the more 
strongly. " God bless yon, Sirl" he said, " I 
know who you are. Yon mnst be Colonel Lam. 
bert, of whose kindness to bim my poor Harry 
wrote. And I am tbe brother whom you have 
beaid of. Sir ; and who was left for dead in Mr. 
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Braddock*B action ; and came to life again after 
eighteen months among the French ; and live 
to thank God and thank you for your kindness 
to my Harry," continued the lad, with a fa]lter- 
ing voice. 

"James! James! Here is news I" cries Mr. 
Lamhert to a gentleman in red, who now en- 
tered the room. ''Here are the dead come 
aliyel Here is Harry Scapegrace's brother 
come back, and with his scalp on his head, tool" 
(George had taken his hat off, and was stand- 
ing by the light.) ''This is my brother bail, 
Mr. Warrington I This is Lieutenant-Colonel 
James Wolfe, at your service. You must know 
there has been a little difference between Harry 
and me, Mr. George. He is pacified, is he, 
James?" 

"He is full of gratitude,*' says Mr. Wolfe, 
after making his bow to Mr. Warrington. 

"Harry wrote home about Mr. Wolfe, too. 
Sir," said the young man, "and I hope my 
brother's friends will be so kind as to be 
mine." 

" I wish he had none other but us, Mr. War- 
rington. Poor Hany's fine folks have been too 
fine for him, and have ended by landing him 
here." 

"Nay, your honors, I have done my best to 
make the young gentleman comfortable ; and, 
knowing your honor before, when you came to 
bail Captain Watkins, and that your security is 
perfectly — ^good, if your honor wishes, the young 
gentleman can go out this very night, and I will 
make it all right with the lawyer in the morn- 
ing," says Harry's landlord, who knew the rank 
and respectability of the two gentlemen who had 
come to offer bail for his young prisoner. 

" The debt Ss five hundred and odd pounds, 
I think ?" said Mr. Warrington. " With a hun- 
dred thanks to these gentlemen, I can pay the 
amount at this moment into the officer's hands, 
taking the usual acknowledgment and caution. 
But I can never forget, gentlemen, that you 
helped my brother at his need, and, for doing 
so, I say thank you, and God bless you, in my 
mother's name and mine." 

Gumbo had, meanwhile, gone up stairs to 
his master's apartment, where Harry would 
probably have scolded the negro for returning 
that night, but that the young gentleman was 
very much soothed and touched by the conver- 
sation he had had with the friend who had just 
left him. * He was sitting over his pipe of Vir- 
ginia in a sad mood (for, somehow, even Maria's 
goodness and affection, as she had just exhibited 
them, had not altogether consoled him ; and he 
had thought, with a little dismay, of certain 
consequences to which that very kindness and 
fidelity bound him) when Mr. Wolfe's homely; 
features and eager outstretched hand came to 
cheer the prisoner, and he heard bow Mr. Lam- 
bert was below, and the errand upon which the 
two officers had come. In spite of himself, 
Lambert would be kind to him. In spite of 
Hany's ill-temper, and needless suspicion and | 
anger, the good gentleman was determined to , 



help him if he might — ^to help him even against 
Mr. Wolfe's own advice, as the latter frankly 
told Harry, "For you were wrong, Mr. War- 
rington," said the Colonel, " and you wouldn't 
be set right ; and you, a young man, used hard 
words and unkind behavior to your senior, and, 
what is more, one of the best gentlemen who 
walks God's earth. You see. Sir, what his an- 
swer hath been to your wayward temper. You 
will bear with a friend who speaks frankly with 
you? Martin Lambert hath acted in this as 
he always doth, as the best Christian, the best 
friend, the most kind and generous of men. 
Nay, if you want another proof of his goodness, 
here it is: He has converted me, who, as 
I don't care to disguise, was angry with you 
for your treatment of him, and has absolutely 
broaght me down here to be your bail. Let us 
both cry Peccavimos! Hany, and shake our 
friend by the hand ! He is sitting in the room 
below. He would not come here till he knew 
how you would receive him." 

" I think he is a good man I" groaned out 
Harry. "I was very angry and wild at the 
time when he and I met last. Colonel Wolfe. 
Nay, perhaps he was right in sending back those 
trinkets, hurt as I was at his doing so. Go 
down to him, will you be so kind, Sir? and 
tell him I am sorry, and ask his pardon, and — 
and God bless him for his generous behavior." 
And here the young gentleman turned his head 
away and rubbed his hand across his eyes. 

"Tell him all this thyself, Harry !" cries the 
Colonel, taking the young fellow's hand. ' ' No 
deputy will ever say it half so well. Come with 
me now." 

" You go first, and I'll— I'll follow— on my 
word I will. See ! I am in my morning-gown. 
I will but put on^a coat and come to him. 
Give him my message first. Just— just prepare 
him for me!" says poor Harry, who knew he 
mast do it, but yet did not much like that pro- 
cess of eating of humble-pie. 

Wolfe went out smiling — understanding the 
lad's scruples well enough, perhaps. As he 
opened the door Mr. Gumbo entered it; al- 
most forgetting to bow to the gentleman, pro- 
fusely courteous as he was on ordinary occa- 
sions — his eyes glaring round, his great mouth 
grinning — ^himself in a state of such high ex- 
citement and delight that his master remarked 
his condition. 

"What, Gum? What has happened to 
thee ? Hast thou got a new sweet-heart?" 

No, Gum had not got no new sweet-heart, 
Master. 

" Give me my coat ? What has brought thee 
back?" 

Gum grinned prodigiously. . " I have seen a 
ghost, Mas'r I" he said. 

"A ghost! and whose, and where?" 

" Whar? Saw him at Madame Bernstein's 
house. Come with him here in the coach ! 
He down stairs now with Colonel Lambert !" 
Willie Gumbo is speaking, as he is putting on 
his master's coat, his eyes are rolling, his head 
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ii wag(pag, hii hands an tMmbliog, Hi lips are 
griDDing. 

"Ghost — what ghost?" wys Harry, in a 
strange agitation. " Is any body — is — my mo- 
ther come ?■' 

"Mo, Sir; no, Master Harry 1" Gnmho's 
head rolls nearly off in its Tiolcnl conTolnlionB, 
and his master, looking oddly at him, flings the 
door open, and goes rapidly down the stair. 



He is at the foot of it jnst ai a Toice within 
the little office, of which the door is open, is 
saying, " And Jbr doiitff lo, I toy thankyoa, and 
God bias yov, in my moihgr'i naiae and mint." 

" Whose Toice is that ?' calls ont Harry War- . 
rington, with a strange cry in his own voice. 

" It's the ijlioit't, Mas'r 1" says Gnmbo, from 
behind; and Hurry runs forward to the room — 
where, if you please, we will paose a little min- 



ais 



THE VIBGnnANS. 



ale before we enter. The two gentlemen who 
were there tnrned their hesda away. The lost 
wag fband sgain. The dead waa alive. The 
prodigal was on hi« brother's heait — hii own 
Ml of love, gratitude, repentance. 

" Come Bwaj, Jamea 1 I think wo are not 
wanted anj more here," aayi the ColoneL 
" Good-Digbt, bojB. Some ladies in Hill Street 
won't be able to sleep for this strange news. 
Or will yon go homo and snp with 'em, and tell 
them the story?" 

No, with many thanks, the boys would not go 
and sap to-nighj. They had stories of their 
own to tell. "Qnii;k,Gnnibo,with the tmnksl 
Good-by, Mr. Amos I" Harry felt almost nn- 
happy when he went away. 



COITTAISS A OBEAT D 



WnBN Erst we hid the honor to be presented 
to Sir Miles Warrington at the Bang's drawing- 
room, in St James's Palace, I conftest that I, 
for one— looking at his jolly ronnd face, his 
broad round waistcoat, his hearty conntry man- 
ner- — expected that I had lighted npon a most 
eligible and agreeable acqoaintance at last, and 
was about, to become intimate wiih that nobteit 
specimen of the bnman race, the bepraised of 
songa and men, the good old English conntry 



gentleman. In fac^ to be a good old conntiy 
gentleman is to hold a poution nearest the 
and at the summit of earthly felici^. 
To hare a large nnencambered rant-roll, and 
rents regularly paid by adoring farmers, 
who bless their stars at baring such a landloril 
as bis bonorj to hare no tenant holding back 
with his money, excepting jnet one, perbapa, 
who does so in order to give occauon to Good 
Old Country Gentleman to show bis sablime 
charity and universal benevolence of sonl; to 
hunt three days a week, love the sport of all 
thin^, and have perfect good health and good 
appetite in consequence ; to bare not only good 
appetite, but a good dinner ; to sit down at 
chnrch in the midst of a chorus of blessings from 
the villagers, the first man is the Parish, the 
benefactor of Che Parish, witb a consciousnesa 
of consummate desert, saying, "Have mercy 
npon OS, miserable sinners!" Co be sure, but 
only for form's sake, because the words are 
written in the book, and to give other folks an 
example :~a G. O. C. G. a miseiable sinner! 
So healthy, so wealthy, bo jolly, so much re- 
spected by the vicar, so much honored by the 
teuBDts, so much beloved aud admired by his 
family, among whom his story of grouee in the 
gan-room canses laughter from generalion to 
generation ; — this perfect being a miserable eln- 
neri Ailotisdonc! Give any man good health 
and temper, five tbonsand a year, the adoration 
of his parish, and the love and worship of his 
family, and I'll dely yon to 
make him so heartily dissatis- 
fied with his spiritual condi- 
tion as to set himself down a 
miserable any thing. If yon 
were a royal highness, and 
went to church in the most 
perfect health and comfort, 
the parson waitiog to begin 
the service nntil Your R. H. 
came in, would yon believe 
yourself to be a miserable, 
etc. ? Ton might when rack- 
ed with gout, in solitude, the 
fear of death before your eyes, 
the doctor having cut off yonr 
bottle of claret, and ordered 
arrow-root and a little sherry 
— yoD might then be humili- 
ated, and acknowledge your 
own shortcomings, and the 
vanity of things in general; 
bnt, in high health, sunshine, 
spirits, chat word miserable is 
only a fbrm. Too can't think 
in yonr heart that yon are to 
be pitied much for the pres- 
ent. If you are to be miser- 
able, whit is Colin Plowman, 
' with the ague, seven children, 
two pounds a year rent to pay 
— -^o^ for his cottage, and eight 

shillings a week? Noi a 
healthy, rich, jolly, country 
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gentleman, if miserable, has a very sapporta- 
Ue misery : if a sinner, has very few people to 
teil him so. 

It may be he becomes somewhat selfish ; bnt 
at least he is satisfied with himself. Except 
my lord at the castle, there is nobody for miles 
and miles round so good or so great. * His ad- 
mirable wife ministers to him, and to the whole 
parish, indeed: his children bow before him: 
the vicar of the parish reverences him : he is 
respected at quarter sessions : he canses poach- 
ers to tremble: off go all hats before him at 
market : and ronnd aboit his great coach, in 
which his spotless daughters and sublime lady 
sit, all the country-town tradesmen cringe, 
bareheaded, and the farmers' women drop in- 
numerable courtesies. From their cushions in 
the great coach the ladies look down beneficent- 
ly and smile on the poorer folk. They buy a 
yard of ribbon with affability ; they condescend 
to purchase an ounce of salts, or a packet of 
flower^seeds : they deign to cheapen a goose : 
their drive is like a royal progress; a happy 
people is supposed to press round them and 
bless them. Tradesmen bow, farmers* wives 
bob, town-boys, waving their ragged hats, cheer 
the red-faced coachman as he drives the fat 
bays, and czy, " Sir Miles forever I Throw us 
a half-penny, my lady 1** 

But suppose the market-woman should hide 
her fat goose when Sir Miles*s coach comes, out 
of terror lest my lady, spying the bird, should 
insist on purchasing it a bargain ? Suppose no 
coppers ever were known to come out of the 
royal coach-window? Suppose Sir Miles re- 
galed his tenants with notoriously small beer, 
and his poor with especially thin broth ? This 
may be our fine old English gentleman's way. 
There have been not a few fine English gentle- 
men and ladies of this sort ; who patronized 
the poor without ever relieving them, who called 
out ** Amen!" at church as loud as the clerk; 
who went through all the forms of piety, and 
discharged all the etiquette of old English gen- 
tlemanhood; who bought virtue a bargain, as 
it were, and had no doubt they were honoring 
her by the purchase. Poor Harry in his dis- 
tress asked help from his relations: his aunt 
sent him a tract and her blessing; his uncle 
had business out of town, and could not, of 
coarse, answer the poor boy's petition. How 
much of this behavior goes on daily in respect- 
able life, think you ? You can fancy Lord and 
Lady Macbeth concocting a murder, and com- 
ing together with some little awkwardness, per- 
haps, when the transaction was done and over ; 
but my Lord and Lady Skinflint, when they 
consult in their bedroom about giving their 
luckless nephew a helping hand, and determine 
to refuse, and go^down to family prayers, and 
meet their children and domestics, and dis- 
course virtuously before them, and then remain 
together, and talk nose to nose — what can they 
think of one another? and of the poor kinsman 
fallen among the thieves, and groaning for help 
unheeded ? How can they go on with those 



virtuous airs ? How can they dare look each 
other in the face ? 

Dare ? Do yon suppose they think they have 
done wrong? Do you suppose Skinflint is 
tortured with remorse at the idea of the dis- 
tress which called to him in vain, and of the 
hunger which he sent empty away? Not he. 
He is indignant with Prodigal for being a fool : 
he is not ashamed of himself for being a cur- 
mudgeon. What? a young man with such op- 
portunities throw them away. A fortune spent 
among gamblers and spendthrifts ? Horrible, 
horrible 1 Take warning, my child, by this un- 
fortunate young man's behavior, and see the 
consequences of extravagance. According to 
the great and always Established Church of the 
Pharisees, here is an admirable opportunity for 
a moral discourse, and an assertion of virtue. 
"And to think of his deceiving us so!" cries 
out Lady Warrington. 

"Very sad, very sad, my dear I" says Sir 
John, wagging his head. 

''To think of so much extravagance in one 
so young!" cries Lady Warrington. ''Cards, 
bets, feasts at taverns of the most wicked pro- 
fusion, carriage and riding horses, the company 
of the wealthy and profligate of his own sex, 
and, I fear, of the most iniquitous persons of 
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ours. 

"Hush, my Lady Warrington!" cries her 
husband, glancing toward the spotless Dora and 
Flora, who held down their blushing heads at 
the mention of the last naughty persons. 

"No wonder my poor children hide their 
faces !" mamma continues. " My dears, I wish 
even the existence of such creatures could be« 
kept from you I" 

"They can't go to an opera, or the Park, 
without seeing 'em, to be sure," says Sir Miles. 

" To think we should have introduced such 
a young serpent into the bosom of our family ! 
and have left him in the company of that guile- 
less darling!" and she points to Master Miles. 

" Who's a serpent, mamma ?" inquires that 
youth. "First you said cousin Harry was 
bad : then he was good : now he is bad again. 
Which is he. Sir Miles?" 

"He has faults, like all of us, Miley, my 
dear. Your cousin has been wild, and you 
must take warning by him." 

"Was not my elder brother, who died — ^my 
naughty brother — was not he wild too? He 
was not kind to me when I was quite a little 
boy. He never gave me money, nor toys, nor 
rode with me, nor — ^why do you cry, mamma ? 
Sure I remember how Hugh and you were al- 
ways fight — ** 

" Silence, Sir !" cry out papa and the girls in 
a breath. " Don't you know you are never to 
mention that name ?" 

"I know I love Harry, and I didn't love 
Hugh," says the sturdy little rebel. "And if 
cousin Harry is in prison, FU give him my 
half-guinea that my godpapa gave me, and any 
thing I have — ^yes, any thing, except-^except 
my little horse — and my silver waistcoat — and 
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— and Snowball and Sweetlips at home — ^and — 
and, yes, my castard after dinner." This was 
in reply to hint of sister Dora. ''Bat Pd give 
him some of it,*' continues Miles, after a pause. 

'' Shut thy mouth with it, child, and then go 
about thy business," says papa, amused. Sir 
Miles Warrington had a considerable fund of 
easy humor. 

'' Who would have thought he should ever 
be so wild ?" mamma goes on. 

'' Nay. Youth is the season for wild oats, 
my dear." 

''That we should be so misled in him I" 
sighed the girls. 

"That he should kiss us both I" cries papa. 

" Sir Miles Warrington, I have no patience 
with that sort of vulgarity!" says the miyestic 
matron. 

"Which of you was the favorite yesterday, 
girls ?" continues the father. 

"Favorite, indeed! I told him over and 
over again of my engagement to dear Tom — I 
did, Dora — ^why do you sneer, if you please ?" 
says the handsome sister. 

" Nay, to do her justice, so did Dora too," 
said papa. 

" Because Flora seemed to wish to forget her 
engagement with dear Tom sometimes," re- 
marks her sister. 

" I never never never wished to break with 
Tom ! It's pricked of you to say so, Dora ! It 
is you who were forever sneering at him : it is 
you who are always envious because I happen 
— ^at least, because gentlemen imagine that I 
am not ill-looking, and prefer me to some folks, 
,in spite of all their learning and wit!" cries 
Flora, tossing her head over her shoulder, and 
looking at the glass. 

" Why are you always looking there, sister?" 
says tlie artless Miles, Junior. "Sure, you 
must know your face well enough !" 

" Some people look at it just as often, child, 
who haven't near such good reason," says papa, 
gallantly. 

"If yon mean me. Sir Miles, I thank 3rou," 
cries Dora. "My face is as Heaven made it, 
and my father and mother gave it me. 'Tis 
not my fault if I resemble my papa's family. 
If my head is homely, at least I have got some 
brains in it. I envious of Flora, indeed, be- 
cause she has found favor in the sight of poor 
Tom Claypool I I should as soon be proud of 
captivating a plowboy !" 

"Fray, Miss, was your Mr. Harry, of Vir- 
ginia, much wiser than Tom Claypool? You 
would have had him for the asking!" exclaims 
Flora. 

" And so would you. Miss, and have dropped 
Tom Claypool into the sea 1" cries Dora. 

"I wouldn't." 

" You would." 

"I wouldn't;" — ^and da capo goes the con- 
versation — the shuttlecock of wrath being brisk- 
ly battled from one sister to another. 

' ' Oh, my children ! Is this the way you dwell 
together in unity?" exclaims their excellent 



female parent, laying down her embroidery. 
"What an example you set to this Innocent!" 

"Like to see 'em fight, my lady!" cries the ^ 
Innocent, rubbing his hands. 

* ' At her. Flora ! Worry her, Dora ! To it 
again, you little rogues!" says facetious papa. 
" *Ti8 good sport, ain't it, Miley ?" 

" Oh, Sir Miles ! Oh, my children I These 
disputes are unseemly. They tear a fond mo- 
ther's heart," says mamma, 'with majestic ac- 
tion, though bearing the laceration of her bo- 
som with much seeming equanimity. "What 
cause for thankfulness ought we to have that 
watchful parents have prevented any idle en- 
gagements between you and your misguided 
cousin. If we have been mistaken in him, is 
it not a mercy that we have found out our error 
in time ? If either of you had any preference 
for him, your excellent good sense, my loves, 
will teach you to overcome, to eradicate, the 
vain feeling. That we cherished and were kind 
to him can never be a source of regret. 'TIS a 
proof of our good-nature. What toe have to re- 
gret, I fear, is, that your cousin should have 
proved unworthy of our kindness, and, coming 
away from the society of gamblers, play-actors, 
and the like, should have brought contamina- 
tion — pollution, I had almost said — ^into this 
pure family!" 

"Oh, bother mamma's sermons !" says Flora, 
as my lady pursues a harangue of which we only 
give the commencement here, but during which 
papa, whistling, gently quits the room on tiptoe, 
while the artless Miles, Junior, winds his top 
and pegs it under the robes of his sisters. It 
has done humming, and staggered and tumbled 
over, and expired in its usual tipsy manner, long 
ere Lady Warrington has finished her sermon. 

"Were you listening to me, my child?" she 
asks, laying her hand on her darling's head. 

"Yes, mother," says he, with the whip-cord 
in his mouth, and proceeding to wind up his 
sportive engine. " You was a saying that Har- 
ry was very poor now,. and that we oughtn't to 
help him. That's what you was saying ; wasn't 
it, madam?" 

"My poor child, thou wilt understand me 
better when thou art older!" says mamma, 
turning toward that ceiling to which her eyes 
always have recourse. 

"Get out, you little wretch!" cries one of 
the sisters. The artless one has pegged his top 
at Dora's toes, and laughs with the glee of mer- 
ry boyhood at his sister's discomfiture. 

But what is this ? Who comes here ? Why 
does Sir Miles return to the drawing-room, 
and why does Tom Claypool, who strides after 
the Baronet, wear a countenance so disturbed? 

"Here's a pretty business, my Lady War- 
rington !" cries Sir Miles. " Here's a wonder- 
ful wonder of wonders, girls !" 

" For goodness' sake, gentlemen, what is your 
intelligence?" asks the virtuous matron. 

"The whole town's talking about it, my lady !" 
says Tom Claypool, puffing for breath. 

"Tom has seen him," continued Sir Miles. 
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'* Seen both of them, my Lady Warrington. 
They were at Banelagh last night, with a reg- 
ular mob after 'em. And so like, that bat for 
their different ribbons yon would hardly have 
told one from the other. One was in blue, the 
other in brown ; but Vm certain he has worn 
both the suits here." 

"What suits?" 

"What one — what other?" call the girls. 

"Why, your Fortunate Touth, to be sure." 

"Our precious Virginian, and heir to the 
principality I" says Sir Miles. 

"Is my nephew, then, released from his in- 
carceration?" asks her ladyship. "And is he 
again plunged in the vortex of dissip . . . ." 

"Confound him!" roars out the Baronet, 
with an expression which I fear was even stron- 
ger. " What shoald you think, my Lady War- 
rington, if this precious nephew of mine should 
turn out to be an impostor ; by George I no bet- 
ter than an adventurer ?" 

"An inward monitor whispered me as much I" 
cried the lady ; *' but I dashed from me the un- 
worthy suspicion. Speak, Sir Miles, we bum 
with impatience to listen to your intelligence !" 

"Til speak; my love, when you've done," 
says Sir Miles. "Well, what do you think of 
my gentleman, who comes into my house, dines 
at my table, is treated as one of this family, 
kisses my — " 

"What?" asks Tom Claypool, firing as red 
as his waistcoat. 

" — Hem! Kisses my wife's hand, and is 
treated in the fondest manner, by George! 
What do you think of this fellow, who talks of 
his property and his principality, by Jupiter ! — 
turning out to be a beggarly second son I A 
beggar, my Lady Warrington, by — " 

" Sir Miles Warrington, no violence of lan- 
guage before these dear ones! I sink to the 
earth, confounded by this unutterable hypocrisy. 
And did I intrust thee to a pretender, my blessed 
l>oy? Bid I leave thee with an impostor, my 
innocent one ?" the matron cries, fondling her 
son. 

"Who*8 an impostor, my lady?" asks the 
child. 

" That confounded young scamp of a Harry 
Warrington!" bawls out papa; on which the 
little Miles, after wearing a puzzled look for a 
moment, and yielding to I know not what hid- 
den emotion, bursts out crying^ 

His admirable mother proposes to clutch him 
to her heart, but he rejects the pure caress, 
bawling only the louder, and kicking frantically 
about the maternal gremium, as the butler an- 
nounces "Mr. George Warrington, Mr. Henry 
T^arrington 1" Miles is dropped from his mo- 
ther's lap. Sir Miles's face emulates Mr. Clay- 
pool's waistcoat. The three ladies rise up, and 
make three most frigid courtesies, as our two 
young men enter the room. 

Little Miles runs toward ithem. He holds 
oat a little hand. " Oh, Harry ! No ! which 
is Harry? You^re my Harry," and he chooses 
rightly this time. * * Oh, you dear Harry ! Tm 



so glad you are come ! and they're been abas- 
ing you so 1" 

"I am come to pay my duty to my uncle," 
says the dark-haired Mr. Warrington; "and 
to thank him for his hospitalities to my brother 
Henry." 

. * * What, nephew George ? My brother's face 
and eyes ! Boys both, I am delighted to see 
you!" cries their uncle, grasping affectionately 
a hand of each, as his honest face radiates with 
pleasure. 

" This indeed hath been a most mysterious 
and. a most providential resuscitation," says 
Lady Warrington. "Only I wonder that my 
nephew Henry concealed the circumstance un- 
til now," she adds, with a sidelong glance at 
both young gentlemen. 

"He knew it no more than your ladyship," 
says Mr. Warrington. The young ladies looked 
at each other with downcast eyes. 

"Indeed, Sir! a most singular circumstance," 
says mamma, with another courtesy. "We 
had heard of it. Sir; and Mr. Claypool, our 
county neighbor, had just brought us the intel- 
ligence, and it even now formed the subject of 
my conversation with my daughters." 

"Yes," cries out a little voice, "and do you 
know, Harry, &ther and mother said you was a 
— ^a imp — ** 

" Silence, my child! Screwby, convey Mas- 
ter Warrington to his own apartment ! These, 
Mr. Warrington — or, I suppose I should say 
nephew George — are your cousins." Two 
courtesies — ^two cheeses are made — two hands 
are held out. Mr. Esmond Warrington makes 
a profound low bow, which embraces (and it is 
the only embrace which the gentleman offers) 
all three ladies. He lays his hat to his heart. 
He says, "It is my duty, madam, to pay my 
respects to my uncle and cousins, and to thank 
your ladyship for such hospitality as you have 
been enabled to show to mv brother." 

"It was not much, nephew, but it was our 
best Ods bobs!" cries the hearty Sir Miles, 
"it was our best!" 

" And I appreciate it. Sir," says Mr. War- 
rington, looking gravely round at the family. 

" Give us thy hand. Not a word more," says 
Sir Miles. "What? do you think I'm a can- 
nibal, and won't extend the hand of hospitality 
to my dear brother's son ? What say you, lads ? 
Will you eat our mutton at three ? This is my 
neighbor, Tom Claypool, son to Sir Thomas 
Claypodl, Baronet, and my very good friend. 
Hey, Tom ! Thou wilt be of the party, Tom ? 
Thou knowest our brew, hey, my boy ?" 

"Yes, I know it. Sir Miles," replies Tom, 
with no peculiar expression of rapture on his 
face. 

"And thou shalt taste it, my boy, thou shalt 
taste it ! What is there for dinner, my Lady 
Warrington ? Our food is plain, bat plenty, 
lads — plain, but plenty!" 

" We can not partake of it to-day, Sir. We 
dine with a friend who occupies my Lord Wroth- 
am*s house, your neighbor. Colonel Lambert 
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— Major-General Lambert he has just been 
made/' 

"With two daughters, I think— countrified- 
looking girls — are they not?'* asks Flora. 

'*I think I have remarked two little rather 
dowdy things," says Dora. 

*' They are as good girls as any in England !" 
breaks oat Harry, to whom no one had thought 
of saying a single word. His reign was oyer, 
you see. He was nobody. What wonder, then, 
that he should not be risible ? 

*'0h, indeed, cousin f* says Dora, with a 
glance at the young man, who sate with burn- 
ing cheeks, chafing at the humiliation put upon 
him, but not knowing how or whether he should 
notice it. ** Oh, indeed, cousin I You are very 
charitable— or yery lucky, I*m sure ! Ton see 
angels where we only see ordinary little per- 
sons. Pm sure I conld not imagine who were 
those odd-looking people in Lord Wrotham*s 
coach, with his handsome liyeries. But if they 
were three angeU, I haye nothing to say." 

"My brother is an enthusiast,'* interposes 
Greorge. "He is often mistaken about wo- 



men. 
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"Oh, really!" says Dora, looking a little 
nneasy. 

"I fear my nephew Henry has indeed met 
with some unfayorable specimens of our sex," 
the matron remarks, with a groan. 

" We ai^ so easily taken in, madam — ^we are 
both very young yet — we shall grow older and 
learn better." 

" Most sincerely, nephew George, I trust you 
may. You have my best wishes, my prayers, 
for your brother's welfare and your own. No 
efforts of <mr8 have been wanting. At a painful 
moment, to which I will not further allude — " 

" And when my uncle Sir Miles was out of 
town," says George, looking toward the bar- 
onet, who smiles at him with affectionate ap- 
proval. 

" — I sent your brother a work which I thought 
might comfort him, and I know might improve 
him. Nay, do not thank me ; I claim no cred- 
it ; I did but my duty — a humble woman's duty 
— ^for what are this world's goods, nephew, com- 
pared to the welfare of a soul ? If I did good, 
I am thankful ; if I was useful, I rejoice. If, 
through my means, you have been brought, Har- 
ry, to consider — " 

" Oh t the sermon, is it ?" breaks in down- 
right Harry. "I hadn't time to read a single 
syllable of it, aunt — thank you. You see I 
don't care much about that kind of thing — but 
thank you all the same." 

"The intention is every thing," says Mr. 
Warrington, " and we are both grateful. Our 
dear friend. General Lambert, intended to give 
bail for Harry ; but, happily, I had funds of Har- 
ry's with me to meet any demands upon us. 
But the kindness is the same, and i am grate- 
ful to the friend who hastened to my brother^s 
rescue when he had most need of aid, and when 
his own relations happened — so unfortunately 
—to be out of town." 



"Any thing I could do, my dear boy, Fm 
sure — my brother's son — my own nephew— ods 
bobs I yon know — that is, any thing — any thing, 
you know !" cries Sir Miles, bringing his own 
hand into George's with a generous smack. 
"You can*t stay and dine with us? Put off 
the Colonel — the General — do, now I Or name 
a day. My Lady Warrington, make my nephew 
name a day when he will sit under his grand- 
father's picture and drink some of his wine I" 

" His intellectual faculties seem more 'devel- 
oped than those of his unlucky younger brother," 
remarked my lady, when the young gentlemen 
had taken their leave. " The younger must be 
reckless and extravagant about money indeed, 
for did yon remark, Sir Miles, the loss of his 
reversion in Virginia — the amount of which has, 
no doubt, been grossly exaggerated, but, never- 
theless, must be something considerable— did 
you, I say, remark that the ruin of Harry's pros- 
pects scarcely seemed to afibct him ?" 

"I shouldn't be at all surprised that the el- 
der turns out to be as poor as the young one," 
says Dora, tossing her head. 

" He I he! Did you see that cousin George 
had one of cousin Harry's suits of clothes on 
— the brown and gold — that one he wore when 
he went with you to the oratorio. Flora ?" 

"Did he take Flora to an oratorio?" asks 
Mr. Claypool, fiercely. 

"I was ill and couldn't go, and my cousin 
went with her," says Dora. ^ 

"Far be it from me to object to any innocent 
amusement, much less to the music of Mr. 
Handel, dear Mr. Claypool," says mamma. 
"Music refines the soul, elevates the under- 
standing, is heard in our churches, and 'tis 
well known was practiced by King David. Your 
operas I shun as deleterious; your ballets I 
would forbid to my children as most immoral ; 
but music, my dears I May we enjoy it, like 
every thing else in reason — may we — " 

"There's the musicf of the dinner-bell," 
says papa, rubbing his hands. " Come, girls. 
Screwby, go and fetch Master Miley. Tom, 
take down my lady." 

" Nay, dear Thomas, I walk but slowly. Gro 
you with dearest Flora down stairs," says Vir^ 
tue. 

But Dora took care to make the evening 
pleasant by talking of Handel and oratorios 
constantly daring dinner. 



CHAPTER LL 

COKnCUEBE OMNE8. 

AcBOSS the way, if the gracious reader will 
please to step over with us, he will find our 
young gentlemen at Lord Wrotham's house, 
which his lordship has lent to his friend the 
General, and that little family party assembled, 
with which we made acquaintance at Oakhnrst 
and Tunbridge Wells. James Wolfe has prom- 
ised to come to dinner ; but James is dancing 
attendance upon MissLowther, and would rath- 
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or hkre a glance from her eje» Ibnn ihe iineat 
IdckthaTTB dresud bj Lord Wrotbam's cook, or 
the deueit which U promieod for the anKrtftin- 
ment at which 70a are Just iitoing to sit down. 
Yon will make the aiith. Yon maj take Mr. 
Wolfe's place. Yoa roay bo sure he won't come. 
Ab for me, I will itaod at the sideboard and re- 
port the conTflrsation. 

Note flrsi, how happ; the women look! When 
Harry Warrington was taken b; tboee bailifTs 
I bad intended lo tell joa how the good Mn. 
Lambert, heariog of the boj's mishap, had 
flown to her husband, and bad begged, im- 
plored, insisted, thai her Martia should help 
him. " Never mind his rebeldom of the other 
day; DSTer mind abont his being angr/ that his 
presents were returned — of course bdj body 
would be angry, mnch more such a hlgh-s|ni^ 
il«d lad BB Harry 1 Neier miod about our be- 
ing so poor, and wanting all our spare money 
for the boys at coUege ; there naat be some way 
of getting him out of the scrape. Did you not 
get Cbarlec Watkina out of the scrape two years 
Ago ; and did be not pay yon- back every half- 
penny? Yes; and yon made a nbole family 
happy, blessed be God ! and Mrs. Watkins prays 
for yon and blesses yon to this very day, and I 
think every thing has proepered with us aiace. 
And I have no doubt it has made yon a m^or- 
general — no tartklg doabt," says the fond wife. 

Now, as Martin Lambert requires very little 
persuasion to do a kind action, he in this in- 
stance lets himself be persuaded eauly enough, 
and haring made up his mind to seek for friend 
James Wolfe, and gire bail for Harry, he lakes 
hia leave and his hat, and aqueeiesTheo'i hand, 
who seems to divine bis errand (or perhaps that 
silly mamma has blabbed it), and kisses Ultle 
Hetty's flushed cheek, and away he goes one of 
the apartment where Ihe girls and their mother 
are sitting, though he is followed out of the 
room by the latter. 

When ibe is alone with him, that entbnrit*- 



tic matron enn not control her feelings any 
longer. She fliogg her arms round her bus- 
band's neck, kisses him a hundred and twenty- 
tive times in an instant — calls God to bless him 
— cries plentifnlly on bis shoulder; and in this 
sentimental attitude is discovered by old Mrs, 
Quiggett, my lord's housekeeper, who is basi- 
ling abonl the boose, and, I suppose, is quite 
astounded at the conjugal phenomenon. 

,"We have had a tiff, and we are making it 
up! Don't tell tales out of school, Mrs. Quig- 
gett I" says the gentleman, walking off. 

"Well, I neverl" saysMrs. Quiggett, with a 
shrill, strident laugh,' like a venerable old cocka- 
too — which white, hooked-nosed, long-lived bird 
Mrs. Qniggelt slrongty resembles. "Well, I 
neverl" says Mn. Quiggett, laughing and shak- 
ing her old sides till all her keys, and, as one 
may fancy, her obi ribs clatter and jingle. 

"Ob, Quiggett I" sobs out Mrs. Lambert, 
"wbataman that ill" 

' ' You're been a quarreling, have yon, mimi, 
and making it up ? Thai's rijjhl." 

" Quarrel with liim t He never told a great- 
er story. My General ia an angel, Quiggett. 
I should like lo worship him. 1 shoold like to 
fall down at bis booia and kiss 'em, I shotddl 
There never was a man so good as my General. 
What have I done lo have such a man ? How 
dart I have such a good husband ?" 

"My dear, I think there's a pair of you," 
says the old cockatoo; "and what would yon 
like for your supper ?" 

When Lambert comes back very lata to thai 
meal, and tells, what has happened, how Harry 
is ftw, and how his brother has come 10 life 
and reacued him, yon may fancy what a com- 
motion the whole of those people are In 1 If 
Un. Lambert's General was an angel before, 
what is ha now ! If she wanted to embrace 
his boots ia the morning, pray what further of- 
fice of wallowing degradation would she prefer 
in the evening ? Little Hetty comes and nes- 
tles up to her father qaite silent, and drinks a 
little drop ont of his glass. Heo's and mam- 
ma's faces beam with happiness, like two mooas 

of brightness After supper, those foor at 

a certain signal fall down on their knees— glad 
homage paying in awful mirth — rejoicing, and 
with snch pore joy as angels do, we read, for 
the sinner that repents. There comes a great 
knocking at the door while they arc so gathered 
together. Who can be there? My Lord is in 
Ihe coimtry miles off. It is past midnight now ; 
so late have they been, so long have diey been 
talking t I think Mn. Lambert guesses who is 

"This is George," says a young gentleman, 
leading in another. "We have been to aunt 
Bernstein. We couldn't go to bed, aunt Lam- 
bert, without coming to thank you too. Yon 
dear, dear, good — " Thete is no more speech 
audible. Aunt Lambert is kissing Harry, Theo 
has snatched up Hetty, who is as pale as death, 
and is hogging her into life again. Qflorge 
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WarriDgton stands with his hat off, and then 
(when Harry's transaction is concluded) goes 
np and kisses Mrs. Lambert's hand ; the Gen- 
eral passes his across his ejes. I protest they 
are all in a very tender and happy state. Gen- 
erous hearts sometimes feel it, when Wrong is 
forgiven, when Peace is restored, when Love re- 
turns that had been thought lost. 

**We came from aunt Bernstein's; we saw 
lights here, you see, we couldn't go to sleep 
without saying good-night to you all,'' says Har- 
ry. ** Could we, George ?" 

*' 'Tis certainly a famous night-cap you have 
brought us, boys," says thd Greneral. '*When 
are you to come and dine with us? To-mor- 
row?" No, they must go to Madame Bern- 
stein's to-morrow. The next day, then ? Yes, 
they would come the next day — and that is the 
veiy day we are writing about : and this is the 
very dinner at which, in the room of Lieuten- 
ant-Colonel James Wolfe, absent on private af- 
fairs, my gracious reader has just been invited 
to sit down. 

To sit down, and why, if you please ? Not to 
. a mere Barmecide dinner — no, no — but to hear 
Mb. Geobob EsMoiTD Wabbinoton*s State- 
ment, which, of course, he is going to make. 
Here they all sit — not in my Lord's grand din- 
ing-room, you know, but in the snug study or 
parlor in front. The cloth has been withdrawn, 
the General has given the King's health, the 
servants have left the room, the guests sit con- 
ticent, and so, after a little hemming and blush- 
ing, Mr. George proceeds : 

'*! remember, at tbe table of our General, 
how the little Phihidelphia agent, whose wit and 
shrewdness we had remarked at home, made 
the very objections to the conduct of the cam- 
paign of which its disastrous issue showed the 
justice. * Of course, ' says he, * your Excellen- 
cy's troops once before Fort Duquesne, such a 
weak little place will never be able to resist 
such a general, such an army, such artillery, as 
will there be found attacking it. But do you 
calculate, Sir, on the difficulty of reaching the 
place ? Your Excellency's march will be through 
woods almost untrodden, over roads which you 
will have to make/yourself, and your line will 
be some four miles long. This slender line, 
having to make its way through the forest, will 
be subject to endless attacks in front, in rear, 
in flank, by enemies whom you will never see, 
and whose constant practice in war is the dex- 
terous laying of ambuscades.' — 'Pshaw, Sir!' 
says the General, ' the savages may frighten 
your raw American militia' (Thank your Excel- 
lency for the compliment, Mr. Washington seems 
to say, who is sitting at the table), ' but the In- 
dians will never make any impression on his 
Majesty's regular troops.' — ' I heartily hope not. 
Sir,' says Mr. Franklin, with a sigh; and of 
course the gentlemen of the General's family 
sneered at the postmaster, as at a pert civilian 
who had no call to be giving his opinion on mat- 
ters entirely beyond his comprehension. 

" We despised the Indians on our own side, 



and our commander made light of them and 
their service. Our officers disgusted the chiefs 
who were with us by outrageous behavior to 
their women. There were' not above seven or 
eight who remained with our force. Had we 
had a couple of hundred in our front on that fa- 
tal 9th of July, the event of the day must have 
been very difierent. They would have flung 
off the attack of the French Indians; they 
would have prevented the surprise and panic 
which ensued. 'TIS known now that the French 
had even got ready to give np their fort, never 
dreaming of the possibility of a defense, and 
that the French Indians themselves remonstrat- 
ed against the audacity of attacking such an 
overwhelming force as ours. 

** I was with our General with the main body 
of the troops when the firing began in front of 
us, and one aid-de-camp after another was 
sent forward. At first the enemy's attack was 
answered briskly by our own advanced people, 
and our men huzzaed and cheered with good 
heart. But very soon our fire grew slacker, 
while from behind every tree and bush round 
about us came single shots, which laid man 
after man low. We were marching in orderly 
line, the skirmishers in front, the colors and two 
of our small guns in the centre, the baggage well 
guarded bringing np the rear, and were moving 
over a ground which was open and clear for a 
mile or two, and for some half mile in breadth 
a thick tangled covert of brushwood and trees 
on either side of us. Alter the firing had con- 
tinned for some brief time in front, it opened 
from both sides of the environing wood on our 
advancing column. The men dropped rapidly, 
the officers in greater number than the men. 
At first, as I said, these cheered and answered 
the enemy's fire, our guns even opening on the 
wood, and seeming to silence the French in 
ambuscade there. But the hidden rifle-firing 
began again. Our men halted, huddled up to- 
gether, in spite of the shouts and orders of the 
Greneral and officers to advance, and fired wild- 
ly into the brushwood— of course making no 
impression. Those in advance came running 
back on the main body frightened and many of 
them wounded. They reported there were five 
thousand Frenchmen and a legion of yelling 
Indian devils in front, who were scalping our 
people as they fell. We could hear their cries 
from the wood around as our men dropped un- 
der their rifles. There was no inducing the 
people to go forward now. One aid-de-camp 
after another was sent forward, and never re- 
turned. At last it came to be my turn, and I 
was sent with a message to Captain Fraser of 
Halkett's in front, which he was never to receive 
nor I to deliver. 

''I had not gone thirty yards in advance 
when a rifle-ball struck my leg, and I fell 
straightway to the ground. I recollect a rush 
forward of Indians and Frenchmen after that, 
the former crying their fiendish war-cries, the 
latter as fierce as their savage allies. I was 
amazed and mortified to see how few of the 
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white-coats there were. Not above a score 
passed mc ; indeed, there were not fifty in the 
acottrsed action in which two of the braTcst 
regiments of the British army were pnt to rout. 

"One of them, who was half-Indian, half- 
Frenchman, with moccasins and a white nnh- 
form coat and cockade, seeing me prostrate on 
the ground, tamed back and ran toward me, his 
musket clubbed over his head to dash my brains 
out and plunder me as I lay. I had my little 
fusil which my Harry gave me when I went on 
the campaign ; it had £dlen by me and within 
my reach, luckily; I seized it, and down fell 
the Frenchman dead at six yards before me. I 
was saved for that time, but bleeding from my 
wound and very faint. I swooned almost in 
trying to load my piece, and it dropped from 
my hand, and the hand itself sank lifeless to 
the ground. 

'* I was scarcely in my senses, the yells and 
shots ringing dimly in my ears, when I saw an 
Indian before me bnsied over the body of the 
Frenchman I had just shot, but glancing to- 
ward me as I lay on the ground bleeding. He 
first rifled the Frenchman, tearing open his coat 
and feeling in his pockets : he then scalped him, 
and, with his bleeding knife in his mouth, ad- 
vanced toward me. I saw him coming as 
through a film, as in a dream — I was powerless 
to move or to resist him. 

'* He put his knee upon my chest: with one 
bloody hand he seized my long hair andslifted 
my head from the ground, and as he lifted it 
he enabled me to sde a French officer rapidly 
advancing behind him. 

''Good God I It was young Florae, w)io 
was my second in the duel at Quebec. * A moi^ 
Florae /' I cried out. * (Teat Georges I aide mot /* 

** He started ; ran up to me at the cxy, laid 
his hand on the Indian's shoulder, and called 
him to hold. But the savage did not understand 
French, or choose to understand it. He clutched 
my hair firmer, and waving his dripping knife 
round it, motioned to the French lad to leave 
him to his prey. I could only cry out again 
and piteously, *^ mot ." 

" *■ Ah, canaille, tu veux du sang t Prends /' 
said Florae, with a curse; and the next mo- 
ment, and with an ugh! the Indian fell over 
my chest dead, with Florae's sword through his 
body. 

*' My friend looked round him. ' Eh /' says 
he, *• la heUe affaire I Where art thou wound- 
ed, in the leg?' He bound my leg tight round 
with his sash. 'The others will kill thee if 
they find thee here. Ah, tiens J Put me on 
this coat, and this hat with the white cockade. 
Call out in French if any of our people pass. 
They will take thee for one of us. Thou art 
Bmnet of the Quebec Volunteers. God guard 
thee, Bmnet I I must go forward. 'Tis a gen- 
eral debacle, and the whole of your red coats 
are on the ran, my poor boy.' Ah, what a rout 
it was I What a day of disgrace for England ! 

'* Florae's rough application stopped the 
bleeding of my leg, and the kind creature help- 



ed me to rest against a tree, and to load my 
fusil, which he placed within reach of me, to 
protect me in case any other marauder should 
have a mind to attack me. And he gave me 
the gourd of that unlucky French soldier who 
had lost his own life in the deadly game which 
he had just played against me, and the drink 
the gourd contained served greatly to refresh 
and invigorate me. Taking a mark of the tree 
against which I lay, and noting the various 
bearings of the country, so as to be able again 
to find me, the young lad hastened on to the 
front. 'Thou seest how much I love thee, 
George,' he said, ' that I stay behind in a mo- 
ment like this.' I forget whether I told thee, 
Harry, that Florae was under some obligation 
to me. I had won money of him at cards, at; 
Quebec — only playing at his repeated entreaty 
— and there was a difficulty about paying, and 
I remitted his debt to me, and lighted my pipe 
with his note of hand. Ton see, Sir, that you 
are not the only gambler in the family. 

''At evening, when the dismal pursuit was 
over, the faithful fellow came back to me, with 
a couple of Indians, who had each reeking 
scalps at their belts, and whom he informed 
that I was a Frenchman, his brother, who had 
been wounded early in the day, and must be 
carried back to the fort. They laid me in one 
of their blankets, and carried me, groaning, 
with the trusty Florae by my side. Had he left 
me they would assuredly hare laid me down, 
plundered me, and added my hair to that of the 
wretches whose bleeding spoils hung at their gir- 
dles. He promised them brandy at the fort if 
they brought me safely there; I have but a 
dim recollection of the journey : the anguish 
of my wound was extreme : I fainted more than 
once. We came to the end of our march at 
last. I was taken into the fort, and carried to 
the officer's log-house, and laid upon Florae's 
own bed. 

" Happy for me was my insensibility. I had 
been brought into the fort as a wounded French 
soldier of the garrison. I heard afterward that 
during my delirium the few prisoners who had 
been made on the day of our disaster had been 
brought under the walls of Duquesne by their 
savage captors, and there horribly burned, tor- 
tured, and butchered by the Indians, under the 
eyes of the garrison." 

As George speaks one may fancy a thrill of 
horror ronning through his sympathizing audi- 
ence. Theo takes Hetty's hand and looks at 
George in a very alarmed manner. Harry 
strikes his fist upon the table, and cries, " The 
bloody, murderous, red-skinned villains I There 
will never be peace for us until they are all hunt- 
ed down I" 

"They were ofibring a hundred and thirty 
dollars apiece for Indian scalps in Pennsylvania, 
when I left home," says George, demurely; 
" and fifty for women." 

" Fifty for women, my love I Do you hear 
that, Mrs. Lambert ?" cries the Colonel, lifting 
up his wife's hair. 
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'*T]ie morderoas yillains!" says Harry, a^in. 
"Hunt 'em down, Sir! Hunt 'em down !" 

"I know not how long I lay in my fever," 
George resumed. '^Wben I awoke to my 
senses my dear Florae was gone. He and his 
company had heen dispatched on an enterprise 
against an English fort on the Pennsylvanian 
territory, which the French claimed, too. In 
Daquesne, when I came to he able to ask and 
understand what was said to me, there were not 
above thirty Europeans left. The place might 
have been taken over and over again, had any 
of our people had the courage to return after 
their disaster. 

**My old enemy the ague-fever set in again 
upon me as I lay here by the river-side. 'Tis 
a wonder how I ever survived. But for the 
goodness of a half-breed woman in the fort, 
who took pity on me, and tended me, I never 
should have recovered, and my poor Hany 
would be what he fancied himself yesterday, 
our grandfather's heir, our mother's only son. 

''I remembered how, when Florae laid me 
in his bed, he put under my pillow my money, 
my watch, and a trinket or two which I had. 
When I woke to myself these were all gone ; 
and a surly old sergeant, the only officer left in 
the quarter, told me, with a curse, that I was 
lucky enough to be left with my life at all; that 
it was oiily my white cockade and coat had 
saved me from the fate which the other canaiUe 
of Bosbifs had deservedly met with. 

*' At the time of my recovery the fort waa al- 
most emptied of the garrison. The Indians 
had retired enriched with British plunder, and 
the chief part of the French regulars were gone 
upon expeditions northward. My good Florae 
had left me upon his service, consigning me to 
the care of an invalided sergeant. Monsieur 
de ContrecoBur had accompanied one of these 
expeditions, leaving an old Lieutenant, Musean 
by name, in command at Duquesne. 

'*This man had long been out of France, 
and serving in the colonies. His character, 
doubtldSB, had been indifferent at home; and 
he knew that according to the system pursued 
in France, where almost all promotion is given 
to the noblesse, he never would advance in rank. 
And he had made free with my guineas, I sup- 
pose, as he had with my watch, for I saw it 
one day on his chest when I was sitting with 
him in his quarter. 

'* Monsieur Museau and I managed to be 
pretty good friends. If I could be exchanged, 
or sent home, I told him that my mother would 
pay liberally for my ransom; and I suppose 
this idea excited the cupidity of the Comman- 
dant, for a trapper coming in the winter, while I 
still lay very ill with fever, Museau consented 
that I should write home to my mother, but 
that the letter should be in French, that he 
should see it, and that I should say I was in the 
hands of the Indians, and should not be ran- 
somed under ten thousand livres. 

**In vain I said I was a prisoner to the troops 
of His Most Christian Majesty, that I expected 



the treatment of a gentleman and an officer. 
Museau swore that letter should go, tind no 
other ; that if I hesitated, he would fling me out 
of the fort, or hand me over to the tender mer- 
cies of his ruffian Indian allies. He would not 
let the trapper communicate with me except in 
his presence. Life and liberty are sweet. I 
resisted for a while, but I was pulled down with 
weakness, and shuddering with fever ; I wrote 
such a letter as the rascal consented to let pass, 
and the trapper went away with my missive, 
which he promised, in three weeks, to deliver 
to my mother in Vii^^nia. 

"Three weeks, six, twelve, passed. The 
messenger never returned. The winter came 
and went, and all our little plantations round 
the fort, where the French soldiers had cleared 
corn-ground and planted gardens and peach 
and apple trees down to the Monongahela, were 
in full blossom. Heaven knows how I crept 
through the weary time I When I was pretty 
well, I made drawings of the soldiers of the 
garrison, and of the half-breed and her child 
(Museau's child), and of Museau himself, whom, 
I am ashamed to say, I flattered outrageously ; 
and there was an old guitar left in the fort, and 
I sang to it, and played on it some French airs 
which I knew, and ingratiated myself as best I 
could with my jailers ; and so the weary months 
passed, but the messenger never returned. 

'* At last news arrived that he had been shot 
by some British Indians in Maryland ; so there 
was an end of my hope of ransom for some 
months more. This made Museau very savage 
and surly toward me ; the more so as his ser- 
geant inflamed his rage by telling him that the 
Indian woman was partial to me — as I believe, 
poor thing, she was. I was always gentle with 
her, and grateful to her. My small accom- 
plishments seemed wonders in her eyes ; I was 
ill and unhappy, too, and these are always 
claims to a woman's affection. 

'* A captive pulled down by malady, a fero- 
cious jailer, and a young woman touched by 
the prisoner's misfortunes — sure you expect 
that, with these three prime characters in a 
piece, some pathetic tragedy is going to be en- 
acted? You, Miss Hetty, are about to guess 
that the woman saved me?'* 

"Why, of course she did!** cries mamma. 

"What else is she good for?" says Hetty. 

"You, Miss Theo, have painted her already 
as a dark beauty — ^is it not so? A swift hunt- 
ress—?" 

" Diana with a baby," says the Colonel, 

" — ^Who scours the plain with her nymphs, 
who brings down the game with her unerring 
bow, who is Queen of the forest — ^and I see by 
your looks that you think I am madly in love 
with her?" 

"Well, I suppose she is an interesting 
creature, Mr. Geoxige?" says Theo, with a 
blush. 

" What think yon of a dark beauty, the col- 
or of new mahogany? with long straight black 
hair, which was nsnally dressed with a hair-oil 
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or pomade by no tneani pleiunt to nppnwcb, 
with little «je», with high cheek-bones, with • 
Su Qow, lometimea ornamented irilh a rio;;, 
with rows of glut beads round her tawny throat, 
her cheeks and forehead (gracefully tattooed, a 
great love of finery, and inordinate posaioa for 
— Ohl most I own it?" 

" For coquetry. I know yon we going to 
say thai!" wjs Miu Hetty. 



"For whisky, my dear Mi»i Heiter — in 

which appetite my jailer paiiooki sothatlhava 
often sate by, on th« nights when Twaa in faror 
with Monaienr Museao, and seen him and his 
poor companion hob-and-nobbing together nniil 
they could scarce hold the noggin ont of which 
they drank. In these evening entertainments 
they would sing, they would dance, they would 
foDdl«, they would qoarrel, and knock -the cam 
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and furnitare about ; and, when I was in fiayor, 
I was admitted to share their society, for Mu- 
sean, jealous of his dignity, or not willing that 
his men should witness his behavior, would al- 
low none of them to be familiar with him. 

"While the result of the trapper's mission 
to my home was yet uncertain, and Mnseau 
and I myself expected the payment of my ran- 
som, I was treated kindly enough, allowed to 
crawl about the fort, and even to go into the 
adjoining fields and gardens, always keeping 
my parole, and duly returning before gun-fire. 
And I exercised a piece of hypocrisy, for which, 
I hope, you will hold me excused. When my 
leg was sound (the ball came out in the win- 
ter, after some pain and infiammation, and the 
wound healed up presently), I yet chose to walk 
as if I was disabled and a cripple ; I hobbled 
on two sticks, and cried Ah I and Oh ! at every 
minute, hoping that a day might come when I 
might treat my limbs to a run. 

*' Museau was very savage when he began to 
give up all hopes of the first messenger. He 
fancied that the man might have got the ran- 
som-money and fled with it himself. Of course 
he was prepared to disown any part in the trans- 
action, should my letter be discovered. His 
treatment of me varied according to his hopes 
or fears, or even his mood for the time being. 
He would have me consigned to my quarters 
for several days at a time ; then invite me to 
his tipsy supper-table, quarrel with me there and 
abuse my nation ; or again break out inl!o maud- 
lin sentimentalities about his native country of 
Normandy, where he longed to spend his old 
age, to buy a field or two, and to die happy. 

** ' Eh, Monsieur Museau !* says I, * ten thou- 
sand livres of your money would buy a pretty 
field or two in your native country ? You can 
have it for the ransom of me, if you will but let 
me go. In a few months you must be super- 
seded in your command here, and then adieu 
the crowns and the fields in Normandy ! You 
had better trust a^entleman and a man of hon- 
or. Let me go home, and I give you my word 
the ten thousand livres shalNbe paid to any 
agent you may appoint in France or in Quebec' 

"*Ah, young traitor!' roars he, 'do you 
wish to tamper with my honor? Do you be- 
lieve an officer of France will take a bribe ? I 
have a mind to consign thee to my black-hole, 
and to have thee shot in the morning.' 

** 'My poor body wiU never fetch ten thou- 
sand livres,' says I ; ' and a pretty field in Nor- 
mandy with a cottage . . . .' 

" ' And an orchard. Ah, sacrehleu /' says 
Museau, whimpering, ' and a dish of tripe d, la 
mock du pays / . . .' 

" This talk happened between us again and 
again, and Museau would order me to my quar- 
ters, and then ask me to supper the next nighty 
and return to the subject of Normandy, and ci- 
der, and trippts h la mode de Caen, My friend 
is dead now — '* 

" He was hung, I trust?" breaks in Colonel 
Lambert. I 



'' — ^And I need keep no secret about him. 
Ladies, I wish I had to offer you the account 
of a dreadful and tragical escape ; how I slew 
all the sentinels of the fort ; filed through the 
prison windows, destroyed a score or so of 
Watchful dragons, overcame a million of dan- 
gers, and finally effected my freedom. But, in 
regard of that matter, I have no heroic deeds 
to tell of, and own that, by bribeiy^nd no oth- 
er means, I am where I am." V 

" But you wouid have fought, Greorgy, if need 
were," says Harry, ''and you couldn't conquer 
a whole garrison, you know I" And herewith 
Mr. Harry blushed very much. 

' 'See the women, how disappointed they are !" 
says Lambert. "Mrs. Lambert, you blood- 
thirsty woman, own that yon are balked of a 
battle ; and look at Hetty, quite angry because 
Mr. George did not shoot the Conmiandant." 

*' You wished he was hung yourself, papa !" 
cries Miss Hetty, " and I am sure I wish any 
thing my papa wishes." 

"Nay, ladies," says Geoiige, turning a little 
red, " to wink at a prisoner's escape was not 
a veiy monstrous crime ; and to take money ? 
Sure other folks besides Frenchmen have con- 
descended to a bribe before now. Although 
Monsieur Museau set me free, I am inclined, 
for my part, to forgive him. Will it please you 
to hear how that business was done ? You see, 
Miss Hetty, I can not help being alive to tell 
it." 

"Oh, George I — ^that is, I mean Mr. War- 
rington ! — that' is, I mean I beg your pardon !" 
cries Hester. 

"No pardon, my dear! I never was angry 
yet or surprised that any one should like my 
Harry better than me. He deserves all the lik- 
ing that any man or woman can give him. See 
it is hi» turn to blush now," says Greorge. 

" Go on, Georgy, and tell them about the es- 
cape out of Duquesne!" cries Harry, and he 
said to Mrs. Lambert afterward in confidence, 
" You know he is always going on saying that 
he ought never to have come to life again, and 
declaring that I am better than he is. The idea 
of my being better than George,- Mrs. Lambert ! 
a poor, extravagant fellow like me I It's ab- 
surd!" 



CHAPTER LH. 

INTEKTIQUE ORA TEKBBAMT. 

"We continued for months our weary life at 
the fort, and the Commandant and I had our 
quarrels and reconciliations, our greasy games 
at cards, our dismal duets with his asthmatic 
flute and my cracked guitar. The poor Fawn 
took her beatings and her cans of liquor as her 
lord and master choS0 to administer them ; and 
she nursed her papoose, or her master in the 
gout, or her prisoner in the ague ; and so mat- 
ters went on until the beginning of the fall of 
last year, when we were visited by a hunter who 
had important news to deliver to the Comman- 
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Boasting was the Tery nnslleBt pnnigliineiit, tna 
' I— wu it not, La Biche V 

"And he entered into a variely of jocnlar 
descriptions of lortnrea inflicted, ejesbamedODt 
of their (ockets, i«etb and nails wienched ont^ 
limbs and bodies gashed — Von torn pale, dear 
Miss Theo ! Well, I irill have pity, and will 
spare jon the tortures which honeet Mnseaa re- 
connled in his pleasant waj as likely to befall 



dant, and snch as set the little garrison in no lit- 
tle excitement. The Marqais de Montcalm had 
sent a,eoDBiderab]« detachment to garrison the 
forts already io the French hands, and to lake 
up farther positions in the enemy's — that is, in 
the British — possessions. The troops had left 
Quebec and Montreal, and were coming ap the 
St. Lawrence and the lakes in batteaux, with 
ortillerj and large provisions of warlike and 
otber stores. Mnseau wonld be superseded in 
his command b; an officerof superior rank, vho 
might exchange me, or who might give me up 
10 the Indians in reprisal for crnelties practiced 
by our own people on man; and man; an officer 
and soldier of the enemy. The men of the fort 
were eager for the reinforcements; they would 
adrance into Penosjlranla and New York ; 
they would seize upon Albany and Philadel- 
phia ; they would drive the Rosbifs into the sea, 
and all America should be thein from the Mis- 
ussippi to Newfoundland. 

"This was all very triumphant: but jet, 
somehow, the prospect of the French conquest 
did not add to Mr. Musean's satisfaction. 

"'Eh, Comtnandantr says I, "ti9_ftr( iim, 
but meanwhile your farm in Nonnandy, the pot 
of cider, and the trippet i la modt dt Crus, 
where are they ?' ^ 

"'Yes; 'Us all very well, my jrorpon,' says 
he. 'But where will you be when poor old 
Museau is superseded ? Other officers are not 
good companions like me. Very few men in 
the world have my humanity. When there is 
a great garrison hetB, will my Bucceseors give 
thee the indalgence* which honest Mnseau has 
granted thee ? Thoa wilt be kept in a sty like 
a pig ready for killing. As sure as one of our 
officers falls into the hands of your brigands of 
frontier-men, and eril comes to him, so surely 
wilt thon have to pay with thy skin for his. 
Thou wilt be given np to our red allies — to the 
brethren of La Biche yonder. Didat thou see, 
last year, what they did to thy countrymen 
whom we took in the action with Braddock ? 



horrors. . She had witnessed them ii 
She came from the fienecss, whose rillagea lie 
near the great cataract between Ontario and 
Erie; her people made war for the English, 
and against them ; they had fooght with other 
tribes ; and, in the battles between ns and 
)hetn, it is difficult to say whether white skin 
or red skin is most savage, 

" 'They may chop me into culJets and broil 
me, 'tis tme. Commandant,' says J, coolly. 
' But again, I say, yon will never have the fann 
in Normandy.' 

" ' Go get Che whisky-bottle. La Biche,' says 

" ' And it is not too late, even now. I will 
give the guide who takes me home a large re- 
ward. And again I say I promise, as a man 
of honor, ten thousand livres to — whom shall I 
say ? to any one who shall bring me any token 
— who shall bring me, say, my watch and seal 
with my grandfather's anus — which 1 have seen 
in a cheat somewhere in this fort' 

"'Ah, scelerai/' roars out the Comman- 
dant, with a hoarse yell of laughter. ' Thon hast 
eyes, thou I All is good prize in war.' 

" > Think of a house in your village, of a fine 
Geld hard hy with half a dozen of cows — of a fine 
orchard all covered with fruit.' 

" 'And Javotte at the door with her wheel, 
and a rascal of a child or two, with cheeks aa 
red as the apples! Oh, my connlryl Oh, 
my mother!' whimpers out the Commandant. 
' Quick, La Biche, the whisky !' 

"All that night the Commandant was deep 
in thought, and La Biche too silent and melan- 
choly. She sate away from us, nursing her 
child, and whenever my eyes turned toward her 
I saw hers were fixed on me. The poor little 
infant began to cry, and was ordered away by 
Museau, with his usual foul langeage, to the 
building which the Inckless Biche occupied with 
her child. When she was gone we both of ns 
minds f[«ely ; and I pnt such reasons 
before Monsieur as his cupidity could not resist. 
'How do you know,' be asked, 'that this 
hunter will serve yon F' 

'That is my secret,* saya I. But here, if 
ike, as we are not on honor, I may tell it. 
When they come into the settlements for their 
bargains, the hunters often stop a day or two 
for rest and drink and company, and our new 
friend loved all these. He played at cards with 
against their liquor: 
he enjoyed himself at the fort, singing, dancing. 
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and gambliag with them. I think I said they 
liked to listen to my songs, and for want of bet- 
ter things to do, I was often singing and guitar 
scraping : and we would have many a concert, 
the men joining in chorus, or dancing to my 
homely music, until it was interrupted by the 
drums and the retraite. 

*' Our guest the hunter was present at one or 
two of these concerts, and I thought I would 
try if possibly he understood English. After 
we had had our little stock of French songs, I 
said, * My lads, I will give you an English song ;' 
and to the tune of ' Over the hills and far away,' 
which my«good did grandfather used to hum as 
a favopte air in Marlborough's camp, I made 
some doggerel words : * This long, long year, a 
prisoner drear ; Ah, me ! I*m tired of lingering 
here : I'll give a hundred guineas gay, To be 
over the hills and far away.* 

« < What is it ?' says the hunter, ' I don't un- 
derstand.' ' 

" ''TIS a girl to her lover,' I answered ; but 
I saw by the twinkle in the man's eye that he 
understood me. 

'*The next day, when there were no men 
within hearing, the trapper showed that I was 
right in my conjecture, for as he passed me he 
hummed in a low tone, but in perfectly good 
English, ^ Over the hills and far away,' the bur- 
den of my yesterday's doggerel. 

*^* * If you are ready,* says he, * I am ready. 
I know who your people are, and the way to 
them. Talk to the Fawn, and she will tell you 
what to do. What I You will not play with 
me?' Here he pulled out some cards, and 
spoke in French, as two soldiers came up. * Mi- 
lor est trop grand seigneur? Bonjour, my lord !' 

**And the man made me a mock bow, and 
walked away shrugging up his shoulders, to of- 
fer to play and drink elsewhere. 

*' I knew now that the Biche was to be the 
agent in the afiair, and that my offer to Museau 
was accepted. The poor Fawn performed her 
part very faithfully and dexterously. I had 
not need of a word more with Museau ; the 
matter was understood between us. The Fawn 
had long been allowed free communication with 
me. She had 'tended me during my wound and 
in my illnesses, helped to do the work of my 
little chamber, my cooking, and so forth. She 
was free to go out of the fort, as I have said, 
and to the river and the fields where the com 
and garden-stuff of the little garrison were 
brought in. 

** Having gambled away most of the money 
which he received for his peltries, the trapper 
now got together his store of flints, powder, and 
blankets, and took his leave. And, three days 
after his departure, the Fawn gave me the sig- 
nal that the time was come for me to make my 
little trial for freedom. 

** When first wounded, I had been taken by 
my kind Florae and placed on his bed in the 
officers* room. When the fort was emptied of 
all officers except the old lieutenant left in com- 
mand, I had been allowed to remain in my 



quarters, sometimes being left pretty free, some- 
times being locked up and fed on prisoners' ra- 
tions, sometimes invited to share his mess by 
my tipsy jailer. This officers' house, or room, 
was of logs, like ^e half dozen others within 
the fort, which mounted only four guns of small 
calibre, of which one was on the bastion behind 
my cabin. Looking westward over this gun, 
you could see a small island at the confluence 
of the two rivers Ohio and Monongahela, where- 
on Duquesne is situated. On the shore oppo- 
site this island were some trees, 

'* ' You see those trees?' my poor Biche said 
to me the day before, in her French jargon. 
* He wait for you behind those trees.' 

**In the daytime the door of my quarters 
was open, and the Biche free to come and go. 
On the day before she came in from the fields 
with a pick in her hand and a basketful of veg- 
etables and pot-herbs for soup. She sate down 
on a bench at my door, the pick resting against 
it, and the basket at her side. I stood talking 
to her for a while : but I believe I was so idi- 
otic that I never should have thought of putting 
the pick to any. use had she not actually j)UBhed 
it into my open door, so that it fell into my 
room. 'Hide it,' she said; 'want it soon.' 
And that afternoon it was she pointed out the 
trees to me. 

''On the next day she comes, pretending to 
be very angry, and calls out, 'My lord! my 
lord ! why you not come to Commandant's din- 
ner? He very bad! Entendez-vous ?' And 
she peeps Into the room as she speaks, and flings 
a coil of rope at me. 

" ' I am coming, La Biche,' says I, and hob- 
bled after her on my crutch. As I went into 
the Commandant's quarters she says, ' Four ce 
soir.' And then I knew the time was come. 

" As for Museau, he knew nothing about the 
matter. Not he ! He growled at me, and said 
the soup was cold. He looked me steadily in 
the face, and talked of this and that ; not only 
while his servant was present, but afterward, 
when we smoked our pipes and played our game 
at picquet; while, according to her won^ the 
poor Biche sate cowering in a comer. 

"My friend's whisky-bottle was empty; and 
he said, with rather a knowing look, he must 
i^ave another glass — we must both have a glass 
that night And, rising from the table, he 
stumped to the inner-room, where he kept his 
fire-water under lock and key, and away from 
the poor Biche, who could not resist that tempt- 
ation. 

"As he turned his back the Biche raised 
herself; and he was no sooner gone but she 
was at my feet, kissing my hand, pressing it to 
her heart, and bursting into tears over my 
knees. I confess I was so troubled by this tes- 
timony of the poor creature's silent attachment 
and fondness, the extent of which I scarce had 
suspected before, that when Museau returned I 
had not recovered my equanimity, ihough the 
poor Fawn was back in her comer again and 
shrouded in her blanket. 
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**He did not appear to remark any thing 
strange in the behavior of either. Wcf sate 
down to oar game, though my thoughts were 
so preoccupied that I scarcely knew what cards 
were before me. 

"*I gain every thing from you to-nigh t, mi- 
lor,' says he, grimly. * We play upon parole.' 

** ' And yon may count upon mine,* I replied. 

** ' Eh I 'tis all that you have I' says he. 

** ' Monsieur,' says I, ' my word is good' for ten 
thousand livres ;' and we continued our game. 

*'At last he said he had a headache, and 
would go to bed ; and I understood the orders 
too, that I was to retire. ' I wish you a good 
night, mon petit milor,' says he; *stay, you 
will, fall without your crutch' — and his eyes 
twinkled at me, and his face wore a sarcastic 
grin. In the agitation of the moment I had 
quite forgotten that I was lame, and was walk- 
ing away at a paoe as good as a grenadier's. 

*''What a vilain night!' says he, looking 
out. In fact, there was a tempest abroad, and 
a great roaring, and wind. ' Bring a lantern. 
La Tulipe, and lock my lord comfortably into 
his quarters!' He stood a moment looking at 
me from his own door, and I saw a glimpse of 
the- poor Biche behind him. 

''The night was so rainy that the sentries 
preferred their boxes and did not disturb me 
in my work. The log-house was built with up- 
right posts, deeply fixed in the ground, and hor- 
izontal logs laid upon it. i. had to dig under 
these, and work a hole sufficient to admit my 
body to pass. I began in the dark, soon after 
tattoo. It was some while after midnight be- 
fore my work was done, when I lifted my hand 
up under the log and felt the rain from without 
falling upon it. I had to work very cautiously 
for two hours after that, and then crept through 
to the parapet and silently flung my rope over 
the gun ; not without a little tremor of heart, 
lest the sentry should see me and send a charge 
of lead into my body. 

** The wall was but twelve feet, and my fall 
into the ditch easy enough. I waited a while 
there, looking steadily under the gun, and try- 
ing to see the riyer and the island. I heard 
the sentry pacing up above and humming a 
tune. The darkness became more clear to me 
ere long, and the moon rose, and I saw the riv- 
er shining before me, and the dark rocks and 
trees of the island rising in the waters. 

" I made for this mark as swiftly as I could, 
and for the clump of trees to which I had been 
directed. Ob, what a relief I had when I heard 
a low voice humming there ' Over the hills and 
fiir away !' " 

When Mr. George came to this part of his 
narrative, Miss Theo, who was seated by a 
harpsichord, turned round and dashed off the 
tune on the instrument, while all the little com- 
pany broke out into the merry chorus. 

"Our way," the speaker went on, "lay through 
A level tract of forest with which my guide was 
familiar, upon the right bank of the Mononga- 
holn. By daylight we came to a clearer coun- 



try, and my trapper asked me — Silverheels was 
the name by which he went — had I ever seen 
the spot before ? It was the fatal field where 
Braddock had fallen, and whence. I had been 
wonderfully rescued in the summer of the pre- 
vious year. Now, the leaves were beginning 
to be tinted with the magnificent hues of our 
autumn." 

''Ah, brother!" cries Harry, seizing his 
brother's hand, "I was gambling and making 
a fool of mjTself at the Wells and in London 
when my George was flying for his life in the 
wilderness ! Oh, what a miserable spendthrift 
I have been !" 

"But I think thou art not unworthy to be 
called thy mother's son," said Mrs. Lambert, 
very softly, and with moistened eyes. Indeed, 
if Harry had erred, to mark his repentance, his 
love, his unselfish joy and generosity, was to 
feel that there was hope for the humbled and 
kind young sinner. 

"We presently crossed the river," George 
resumed, "taking our course along the base 
of the western slopes of the Alleghanies ; and 
through a grand forest region of oaks and ma- 
ple, and enormous poplars that grow a hundred 
feet high without a branch. It was the Jndians 
whom we had to avoid, besides the outlying 
parties of French. Always of doubtful loyalty, 
the savages have been specially against us since 
our ill-treatment of them and the French tri- 
umph over us two years ago. 

"I was but weak still, and our journey 
through the wilderness lasted a fortnight or 
more. As we advanced the woods became 
redder and redder. The frost nipped sharply 
of nights. We lighted iSres at our feet, and 
slept in our blankets as best we might. At this 
time of year the hunters who live in the mount- 
ains get their sugar from the maples. We came 
upon more than one such family camping near 
their trees by the mountain streams, and they 
welcomed us at their fires and gave us of their 
venison. So we passed oyer the two ranges of 
the Laurel Hills and the Alleghanies. The 
last day's march of my trusty guide and myself 
took us down that wild, roagnificenr pass of 
Will's Creek, a yalley lying between cliffs near 
a thousand feet high — ^bald, white, and broken 
into towers like huge fortifications, with eagles 
wheeling round the summits of the rocks and 
watching their nests among the crags. 

" And hence we descended to Cumberland, 
whence we had marched in the year before, and 
where there was now a considerable garrison of 
our people. Oh ! you may think it was a wel- 
come day when I saw English colors again on 
the banks of our native Potomac !" 



CHAPTER LHL 

WHERE WE REMAIN AT THE COURT END OF 

THE TOWN. 

George Warrington had related the same 
story which we have just heard to Madame 
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de Bemsieiu on the previone evening — a por- 
tion, that ie, of the Mstot;; for the old Iwl; 
nodded off to Bleep mttaj limeB during the nar- 
ration, only waking «p when George paused, 
Bajing it waa moat intereating ; and order- 
ing bim to continue. The young gentleman 
hemmed and ha'd, and stuttered, and bluihed, 
and went on, much againel his will, and did not 
speak half ao well as ho did to his friendly little 
auditory in Hill Street, where Hetty's eyes of 
wonder, and Theo'a Bympathiziog looks, and 
mamma's kind face, and papa's funny looks, 
were applauia sufficient to cheer any modest 
youth who required sncoumgement for his elo- 
quence. As tor mamma's behsTior the Gener- 
al said 'twas as good as Mr. Addison's trunk- 
maket, and she would make the fortune of any 
tragedy by simply being engaged to ciy in the 
fi^jnt boxes. That ia why we chose my Lord 
Wroiham's hooie as the theatre where George's 
first piece should be performed, wishing that he 
should speak to advantage, and not as when he 
was heard by that sleepy, cynical old lady, to 
whom he had to narrate his adventnres. 

" Very good and most interesting, I am sure, 
my dear Sir," says Madame Bemaiein, putting 
up three pretty little fingers covered with a lace 
mitten to bide a convalaive movement or her 
month. "And your mother must have been 
delighted lo see you." 

George shragged his shoulders ever so little, 
and made a low bow, as his aunt looked up at 
him for a moment with bet keen, old eyes. 

" Have been delighted to see yon," she con- 
tinued, diyly, "and killed the fatted calf, and 
— and that kind of thing. Though why I say 
calf, I don't know. Nephew George, for yon 
never were the prodignl. I may lay calf lo 
thee, my poor liarry 1 Thou bast been among 



the swine snre enough. And 
evil companions have robbed the 
money out of thy pocket and the 
eoat off thy back." 

"He came to his family in 
Bngland, midam," says George, 
with some heat, "and his friends 
were yooi ladyship's." 

"He conld not have come to 
worse adviaers,Nephew Wanirg- 
ton, and so 1 should have told 
my sister earlier, had she conde- 
scended to write to me by him, as 
she has done by yon," said the 
old lady, tossiDg Dp her head. — 
"Hey I heyl" she said, at night, 
as she arranged herself for the 
rout to which she was going, lo 
her waiting-maid. " This youoK 
genlletnan's mother is half sorry 
that he has come to life again, I 
coold sea Chat in his face. She 
is half sorry, and I am perfectly 
furious I Why didn't he lie slill 
when he dropped there under the 
tree, and why did that young 
Florae cany him to the fort? I 
knew those Flotacs when 1 was at Paris, in the 
time of Monsieur le lUgent. They were of the 
Floracs of Ivry. Ko great house before Henri 
rV. His ancestor was the Ring's favorite. 
His ancestor— he! he!— hiaanceatressl Bretll 
cntendez voos? Give me my card-pnrse. I 
don't like the grand airs of this Monsienr 
George ; and yet he resembles, very much, his 
grandfather— the same look, and sometimes iho 
same tones. You have heard of Colonel Es- 
mond when I was young f This boy has his 
eyes. I sappoi>e I liked the Colonel's because 
he loved me." 

BetDg engaged, then, to a card-party — an 
amusement which she never missed, week-day 
or Sabbath, as long as she had strength to holil 
trumps or sit in a chair — very soon, atier Geoi^e 
had ended his narration, the old lady dismissed 
her two nephews, giving to the elder a couple 
of fingers and a very stalely conriesy ; bnt to 
Harry two hands and a kijtdly pat on the 

" My poor child, now thoa art disinherited, 
thou wilt see how differently the world will use 
thee I" she said. " There is only, in all Lon- 
don, a wic£cd, heartless old woman who will 
treat thee as before. Here is a pocket-book 
for yoo, child I Do not lose it at Banelagh lo- 
night. That suit of yours does not become 
your brother half so well as it sat upon yon t. 
Yon will present yonr hroiher to every bcdy, 
and walk up and down the room for two hours 
at least, child. Were I yon, I would then go 
to the Chocolate House, and play as if nothing 
had happened. White yon are there, your 
brother may come back to me and eat a hit of 
chicken with me. My Lady Flint gives wretch- 
ed snppers, and I want to talk his mother's let- 
ter over with him. Au revoir, gentlemen 1" 



THE VIRGINIANS. 



281 



and she went away to her toilet. Her chair- 
men and flambeaux were already waiting at the 
door. 

The gentlemen went to Ranelagb, where bnt 
a few of Mr. Harry's acquaintances chanced to 
be present They paced the round, and met Mr. 
Tom Claypool with some of his country friends ; 
they heard the music ; they drank tea in a box ; 
Harry was master of ceremonies, and intro- 
duced his brother to the curiosities of the place ; 
and Greorge was even more excited than his 
brother had been on his first introduction to this 
palace of delight. George loved music much 
more than Harry ever did : he heard a full or- 
chestra for the first time, and a piece of Mr. 
Handel satisfactorily performed ; and a not un- 
pleasing instance of Harry's humility and regard 
for his elder brother was, that he could eren 
hold George's lore of music in respect at a time 
when fiddling was voted efieminate and un- 
manly in England, and Britons were every 
day called upon by the patriotic prints to sneer 
at th« frivolous accomplishments of your Squall- 
inis, Monsieurs, and the like. Nobody in Brit- 
ain^ is proud of his ignorance now. There is 
no conceit left among us. There is no such 
thing as dullness. Arrogance is entirely un- 
known. . . . Well, at any rate, Art has obtain- 
ed her letters of naturalization, and lives here 
on terms of almost equality. If Mrs. Thrale 
chose to marry a music-master now, I don't 
think her friends would shudder at the mention 
of her name. If she had a good fortune, and 
kept a good cook, people would even go and 
dine with her in spite of the mesaUiancej and 
actually treat Mr. Piozzi with civility.' 

After Ranelagh, and pursuant to Madame 
Bernstein's advice, George returned to her lady- 
ship's house, "While Harry showed himself at the 
club, where gentlemen were accustomed to as- 
semble at night to sup, and then to gamble. 
No one, of course, alluded to Mr. Warrington's 
little temporary absence, and Mr. Ruff, his ex- 
landlord, waited upon him with the utmost 
gravity and civility, and as if there had never 
been any difference between them. Mr. War- 
rington had caused his trunks and habiliments 
to be conveyed away from Bond Street in the 
morning, and he and his brother were now es- 
tablished in apartments elsewhere. 

But when the supper was done, and the gen- 
tlemen, as usual, were about to seek the macco- 
table up stairs, Harry said he was not going to 
play any more. He had burned his fingers 
already, and could afiford no more extrava- 
gance. 

'* Why," says Mr. Morris, in a rather flippant 
manner, *' you must have won more than you 
have lost, Mr. Warrington, after all said and 
done." 

*' And of course I don't know my own busi- 
ness as well as you do, Mr. Morris," says Har- 
ry, sternly, who had not forgotten the other's 
behavior on hearing of his arrest ; *^ but I have* 
another reason. A few months or days ago I 
was heir to a great estate, and could afford to 



lose a little money. Now, thank God ! I am 
heir to nothing;" and he looked round, blush- 
ing not a little, to the knot of gentlemen, his 
gaming associates, who were lounging at the 
tables or gathered round the fire. 

** How do you mean, Mr. Warrington ?" cries 
my Lord March. " Have you lost Virginia, 
too ? Who has won it ? I always had a fan- 
cy to play you myself for that stake." 

''And grow an improved breed of slaves in 
the colony," says another. 

" The right owner has won it. You heard 
me tell of my twin elder brother ?" 

" Who was killed in that affair of Braddock's 
two years ago ? Yes. Gracious goodness, my 
dear Sir, I hope in H[paven he has not come to 
life again I" 

** He arrived in London two days since. He 
has been a prisoner in a French fort for eighteen 
months ; he only escaped a few months ago, 
and left our house in Virginia very soon after 
his release." 

'' You haven't had time to order mourning, I 
suppose, Mr. Warrington ?" asked Mr. Selwyn, 
very good-naturedly ; and simple Harry hardly 
knew the meaning of his joke until his brother 
interpreted it to him. 

*' Hang me if I don't believe the fellow is 
absolutely glad of the reappearance of his con- 
founded brother 1" cries my Lord March, as 
they continued to talk of the matter when the 
young Virginian had taken his leave. 

" These savages practice the simple virtues 
of afifection — ^they are barely civilized in Amer- 
ica yet," yawns Selwyn. 

''They love their kindred, and they scalp 
their enemies," simpers Mr. Walpole. " It's 
not Christian, but natural. Shouldn't you like 
to be present at a scalping-match, Greorge, and 
see a fellow skinned alive ?" 

" A man's elder brother is his natural ene- 
my," says Mr. Selwyn, placidly ranging his 
money and counters before him. 

" Torture is like broiled bones and pepper. 
You wouldn't relish simple hanging afterward, 
George I" continues Horry. 

"I'm hanged if there's any man in England 
who would like to see his elder brother alive !" 
sajrs my lord. 

"No, nor his father either, my lord!" cries 
Jack Morris. 

" First time I ever knew you had one, Jack.. 
Give me counters for five hundred." 

" I say 'tis all mighty fine about dead broth- 
ers coming to life again," continues Jack. 
"Who is to know that it wasn't a scheme ar- 
ranged between these two fellows ? Here comes 
a young fellow who calls himself the Fortunate 
Youth, who says he is a Virginian Prince and. 
the deuce knows what, and who gets into our 
society — ** 

A great laugh ensues- at Jack's phrase of 
"our society." 

"Who is to know that ft wasn't a cross?*^ 
Jack continues. " The young one is to come 
first. He is to marry an heiress, and, when he 
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hu got Iier, iip b to riie the elder brother 1 
When did this elder brother show? Wb;, 
when the youngeT*! scheme ww blown, and alt 
was ap with him 1 Who shall tell me that the 
fellow haau't been living in Sereo Dials, or in 
a cellBT, dining off tripe and cow-heel until my 
joanger gentleman was disposed of? Dnmmy, 
as gentlemen, I think we ought to take notice 
of it: and that this Mr, Warrington has been 
laldng a most oatrngeons libertj with the whole 

" Who pnt him np ? It was March, I think, 
pat him np 7' asks a bj-itander. 

" Yes. Bat m; lord thought he was puttinff 
np a Tcry difibrent person. Didn't you, March ? 

"Hold your confounded tongue, and mind 
your game]" says the nobleman addressed; but 
Jack Morris's opinion fbund not a few support- 
en in the world. Many persons agreed that it 
was most indecorous of Hr. Harry Warrington 
to hare erec belieTed in hia brother's death; 
that ^leie was something saspicioni about the 
young man's first appearance and snbseqnent 
actions ; and, in fine, that regsTding these for- 
eigners, adrentnrera, and the like, we ought to 
be especially cautious. 

Though he was out of prison and difficulty; 
though be had his anni's liberal donation of 
money in his pocket ; though his dearest broth- 
er was restored to him, whose return to life 
Barry nerer once thought of deploring, as hii 
Oiendsat White's supposed he would do; though 
Maria had shown herself in such a farorable 
light by her behavior during his misfortune: 
yet Harry, when atone, ffelt himself not particu- 
larly cheerful, and smoked his pipe of Virginia 
with a tronbled mind. It was not that ho wai 
deposed from his principality : the loss of it nev- 
er once vexed him; he knew that his brother 
would share with bim m be woald have done 
with his brother; but after all those straggles 
and doubts in his own mind, to End himself 
poor and yet irrevocably bound to his elderly 
cousin I Yes, she was elderiy, there was no 
doobt about it. When she came to that horri- 
ble den in Cunitor Street and the tears washed 
her rouge off, why, she looked as old as his mo- 
ther ! ber face was all wrinkled and yellow, and 
as he thought of her he felt jitst such a qualm 
as he bad when she was taken ill that day in 
the coach on their road to Tunbridge. What 
would hi* mother say when he brought her 
home, and. Lord, what battles there would be 
between them 1 He would go and live on one 
of the plantations — (he farther from home the 
better — and have a few negroes, and farm as 
best he might, and bant a good deal; but at 
Castlewoodorinberown home, sncb as he could 
make it tor her, what a life for poor Maria, who 
had been nsed to go to Court and to cards and 
balls and assemblies every night I If he could 
be bnt the overseer of the estates — Oh he would 
be an honest factor, and try and make up far 
his 'UBdess Jife and extravagance in these past 
days! Five thousand pounds, allhispatrimony 
and the accumalalioDS of bis long minority 



sqnandercd in uz months I He a beggar, ex- 
cept for dear George's kindness, with nothing 
in lifb left to him bnt an old wtfb — a pretty 
beggar, dressed out in velvet and silrer lace 
forsooth — the poor lad was arrayed in his best 
clolbee — a pretty ligare he had made in Europe, 
and a nice end he was come tot With all his 
fine friends at White's and Newmarket, with all 
his exlravagance, had he been happy a ungle 
day since he bad been in Europe? Yes, three 
days, four days, yesterday evening, when he 
had been with dear dear Mn. Lambert, and 
those affectionate kind girls, and that brave 
good Colonel. And the Colonel was right when 
he rebuked him for his spendthrift follies, and 
he had been a bmle to be angry as he had been, 
and God bless them all for their generous ex- 
ertions in his behalf' gnch were the thoughts 
which Harry put into his pipe, and he smoked 
them while he waited his brother's retaro bma 
Madame Bernstein. 



CHAPTER LIV. 



Tbb maternal grandfather of our Virginians, 
the Colonel Esmond of whom freqnent mention 
has been made, and who had quitted England 
to reside in the New World, had deroled some 
portion of his long Americsn leisure to the com- 
position of the memoirs of his early life. In 
these volumes Madame de Bernstein (Mrs. 
Beatrice Esmond was her name as a spinster) 
played a very considerable part ; and as George 
had read his grandfather's mannscnpt many 
times over, he had learned to know liis kins- 
woman long before he saw her — to know, at 
least, the lady, joang, beautiful, and willfnl, 
of half a century since, with whom he now 
became acquainted in the decline of her d^s. 
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When cheeks are faded and eyes are dim, is it 
sad or pleasant, I wonder, for the woman who 
is a beauty no more, to recall the period of her 
bloom? When the heart is withered, do the 
old love to remember how it once was fVesh 
and beat with warm emotions? When the 
spirits are languid and weary, do we like to 
think how bright they were in other days, the 
hope how buoyant, the sympathies how ready, 
the enjoyment of life how keen and eager ? So 
they fall — the buds of prime, the roses of 
beauty, the florid harvests of summer — fall and 
wither, and the naked branches shiver in the 
winter. 

And that was a beauty once ! thinks George 
Warrington, as his aunt, in her rouge and dia- 
monds, comes in from her rout, and that ruin 
was a splendid palace. Crowds of* lovers have 
sighed before those decrepit feet, and been be- 
wildered by the brightness of those eyes. He 
remembered a fire-work at home, at Williams- 
burg, on the King's birthday, and afterward 
looking at the skeleton wheel and the sockets 
of the exploded Roman candles. The dazzle 
and brilliancy of Aunt Beatrice's early career 
passed before him as he thought over his grand- 
sire's journals. Honest Harry had seen them, 
too, but Harry was no book-man, and had not 
read the manuscript very carefully ; nay, if he 
had, he would probably not have reasoned about 
it as his brother did, being by no means so 
much inclined to moralizing as his melancholy 
senior. 

Mr. Warrington thought that there was no 
cause why he should tell his aunt how intimate 
he was with her early history, and accordingly 
held his peace upon that point. When their 
meal was over, she pointed with her cane to her 
escritoire, and bade her attendant bring the let- 
ter which lay under the inkstand there ; and 
George, recognizing the superscription, of course 
knew the letter to be that of which he had been 
the bearer from home. 

"It would appear by this letter," said the 
old lady, looking hard at her nephew, ''that 
ever since your return there have been some 
differences between yon and my sister." 

** Indeed ? I did not know that Madam Es- 
mond had alluded to them,'* George said. 

The Baroness puts a great pair of glasses 
upon eyes which shot fire and kindled who 
knows how many passions in old days, and, 
after glancing over the letter, hands it to George, 
who reads as follows : 

"RioaiiO!n>, Yisoiitia, Deeemher^th^ 175flw 

** Honoured Madam I and Sister ! — I have 
received, and thankfully acknowledge, your' 
ladyship's favour, per Rose packet, of October 
33 ult. ; and straightway answer you at a season 
which should be one of goodwill and peace to 
all men : but in which Heaven hath neverthe- 
less decreed we should still bear our portion of 
earthly sorrow and trouble. My reply will be 
brought to yon by my eldest son, Mr. Esmond 
Warrin;^ton, who returned to us so miraculous- 
ly out of the Valley of the Shadow of Death (as 



our previous letters have informed my poor 
Henry), and who is desirous, not without my 
consent to his wish, to visit Europe, though he 
has been amongst us so short a while. I 
grieve to think that my dearest Harry should 
have appeared at home — I mean in England — 
under Jaise colours, as it were ; and should have 
been presented to His Majesty, to our family, 
and his own, as his father's heir, whilst my dear 
son George was still alive, though dead to us. 
Ah, Madam! During the eighteen months of 
his captivity, what anguish have his ^mother's, 
his brother's, hearts undergone! My Harry's 
is the tenderest of any man's now alive. In 
the joy of seeing Mr. Esmond Warrington re- 
turned to life, he will forget the worldly mis- 
fortune which befalls him. He will return to 
(comparative) poverty without tf pang. The 
most generous, the moat obedient of human be-' 
ings, of sons, he will gladly give up to his elder 
brother that inheritance which had been his 
own but for the accident of birth, and for the 
providential return of my son George. 

''Your beneficent intentions toward dearest 
Harry will be more than ever welcome, now he 
is reduced to a younger brother^s slender por- 
tion ! Many years since, an advantageous op- 
portunity occurred of providing for him in this 
province, and he would by this time have been 
master of a noble estate and negroes, and have 
been enabled to make a figure with most here, 
could his mother^s wishes have been complied 
with, and his father's small portion, now lying 
at small interest in the British funds, have been 
invested in this most excellent purchase. But 
the forms of the law, and, I grieve to own, my 
elder son*s scruples, prevailed, and this admira- 
ble opportunity was lost to me ! Harry will 
find the savings of his income have been care- 
fully accumulated — long, long may he live to 
enjoy them ! May Heaven bless you, dear sis- 
ter, for what your ladyship may add to his little 
store I As I gather from your letter that the 
sum Vhich has been allowed to him has not 
been sufficient for his expenses in the fine com- 
pany which he has kept (and the grandson of 
the Marquis of Esmond— one who had so nearly 
been his lofdship's heir — may sure claim equal- 
ity with any other nobleman in Great Britain), 
and having a sum by me which I had always 
intended for the poor child's establishment, I' 
entrust it to my eldest son, who, to do him 
justice, hath a most sincere regard for his 
brother, to lay it ont foir Harry's best advant- 
age." 

'' It took him out of prison yesterday, mad- 
am. I think that was the best use to which we 
could put it," interposed George, at this stage 
of his mother's letter. 

"Nay, Sir, I don't know any such thing! 
Why not have kept it to buy a pair of colors for 
him, or to help toward another estate and some 
negroes, if he has a fancy for home ?" cried the 
old lady. "Besides, I had a fancy to pay that 
debt myself." 
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*' I hope you will let his brother do that. I 
ask leave to be my brother's banker in this 
matter, and consider I have borrowed so much 
from my mother, to be paid back to my dear 
Harry." 

'^Do you say so, Sir? Give me a glass of 
wine ! You are an extrayagant fellow ! Bead 
on, and yon will see your mother thinks so. I 
drink to your health, Nephew Geoige! Tis 
good Burgundy. Your grandfather never loved 
Burgundy. He loved claret, the little he drank." 

And George proceeded with the letter. 

^* This remittance will, I trust, amply cover 
any expenses which, owing to the mistake re- 
specting his position, dearest Hany may have 
incurred. I wish I could trust his elder broth- 
er's prudence as confidently as my Harry's I 
But I fear that, even in his captivity, Mr. Es- 
mond W. has learned little of that humility which 
becomes all Christians, and which I have ever 
endeavoured to teach to my children. Should 
you by chance show him these lines, when, by 
the blessing of Heaven on those who go down 
to the sea in ships, the Great Ocean divides us! 
he will know that a fond mother's blessing and 
prayers follow both her children, and that there 
is no act I have ever done, no desire I have 
ever expressed (however little he may have 
been inclined to obey it I) but hath been dic- 
tated by the fondest wishes for my dearest boys' 
welfare." 

** There is a scratch with a penknife, and a 
great blot upon the letter there, as if water 
liad fallen on it. Your mother writes well, 
George. I suppose you and she had a differ- 
ence ?" said George's aunt, not unkindly. 

*'Yes, ma'am, many," answered the young 
man, sadly. '^The last was about a question 
of money— of ransom which I promised to the 
old lieutenant of the fort who aided me to make 
my escape. I told you he had a mistress, a 
poor Indian woman, who helped me, and was 
kind to me. Six weeks after my arrival at 
home the poor thing made her appearance at 
Richmond, having found her way through the 
woods by pretty much the same track which I 
had followed, and bringing me the token which 
Museau had promised to send me when he con- 
nived to my flight A commanding officer and 
a considerable reinforcement arrived at Du- 
quesne. Charges — ^I don't know of what pecu- 
lation (for his messenger could not express her- 
self very clearly) — had been brought against 
this Museau. He had been put under arrest, 
and had tried to escape; but, less fortunate 
than myself, he had been shot on the rampart, 
and he sent the Indian woman to me with my 
grandfather's watch, and a line scrawled in his 
prison on his death-bed, begging me to send ce 
queje sfavais to a notaxy at Havre de Grace in 
France to be transmitted to his relatives at Caen 
in Normandy. My friend Silverheels, the hunt- 
er, had helped my poor Indian on her way. I 
don't know how she would have escaped scalp- 



ing else. But at home they received the poor 
thing sternly. They hardly gave her a wel- 
come. I won't say what suspicions they had 
regarding her and me. The poor wtetch fell to 
drinking whenever she could find means. I 
ordered that she should have food and shelter, 
and she became the jest of our negroes, and 
formed the subject of the scandal and tittle-tattle 
of the old fools in our little town. Our Gov- 
ernor was, luckily, a man of sense, and I tnade 
interest with him, and procured a pass to send 
her back to her people. Her very grief at part- 
ing with me only served to confirm the sus- 
picions against her. A fellow preached against 
me from the pulpit, I believe ; I had to treat 
another with a cane. And I had a violent dis- 
pute with Madam Esmond — a difference which 
is not healed yet — because I insisted upon pay- 
ing to the heirs Museau pointed out the money 
I had promised for my deliverance. You see 
that scandal flourishes at the borders of the wil- 
derness, and in the New World as well as the 
Old." 

*'I have sufiered from it myself my dear!" 
said Madame Bernstein, demurely. '^Fill thy 
glass, child! A little tass of cheny-brandy I 
'Twill do thee all the good in the world." 

''As for my poor Harry's nmrriage," Madam 
Esmond's letter went on, ''though I know too 
wtlL, from sad experience, the dangers to which 
youth is subject, and would keep my boy, at any 
price, from them, though I should wish him to 
many a person of rank, as becomes his birth, 
yet my Lady Maria Esmond is out of the ques- 
tion. Her age is almost the same as mine; 
and I know my brother Castlewood left his 
daughters with the very smallest portions. My 
Harry is so obedient that I know a desire from 
me will be sufiicient to cause him to give up 
this imprudent match. Some foolish people 
once supposed that I myself once thought of a 
second union, and with a person of rank very 
different from ours. No! I knew what was 
due to my children. As succeeding to this es- 
tate after me, Mr. Esmond W. is amply pro- 
vided for. Let my task now be to save for his 
less fortunate younger brother: and, as I do 
not love to live quite alone, let him return 
without delay to his fond and loving mother. 

"The report which your ladyship hath given 
of my Harry fills my heart with warmest grat- 
itude. He is all indeed a mother may wish. 
A year in Europe will have given him a polish 
and refinement which he could not acquire in 
our homely Virginia, Mr. Stack, one of our 
invaluable ministers in Richmond, hath a letter 
from Mr. Ward — my darling'3 tutor of early 
days — ^who knows my Lady Warrington and 
her excellent family, and saith that my Harry 
has lived much with his cousins of late. I am 
grateful to think that my boy has the privilege 
of being with his good aunt. May he follow 
her councils, and listen to those around him 
who will guide him on the way of his best wel' 
fare! Adieu, dear madam and sister! For 
your kindness to my boy accept the grateful 
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thanks of a mother's he^rt Though we hare 
been divided hitherto, may these kindly ties 
draw ns nearer and nearer. I am thankful 
that yon should speak of my dearest father so. 
He was, indeed, one of the best of men I He, 
too, thanks you, I know, for the love yon have 
borne to one of his children ; and his daughter 
subscribes herself, 

*' Wi^h sincere thanks, 

" Your ladyship's 
'^Most dutiful and grateful sister and servant, 

'* Rachel Esmond Wn. 

"P.S. — ^I hare communicated with my Lady 
Maria ; but there will be no need to tell her and 
dear Harry that his mother or your ladyship hope 
to be able to increase his small fortune. The 
match is altogether unsuftable.'* 

''As far as regards myself, Madam," George 
said, laying down the paper, " my mother's let^ 
ter conveys no news to me. I always knew 
that Harry was the favorite son with Madam 
Esmond, as he deserves indeed to be. He has 
a hundred good qualities which I have not the 
good fortune to possess. He has better looks — " 

''Nay, that is not your fault," said the old 
lady, slyly looking at him ; " and, but that he 
is fkir and you are brown, one might almost 
pass for the other." 

Mr. George bowed, and a faint blush tinged 
his pale cheek. 

" His disposition is bright, and mine is dark," 
he continued; "Harry is cheerful, and I am 
otherwise perhaps. He knows how to make 
himself beloved by every one, and it has been 
my lot to find but few friends." 

"My sister and yon have pretty little qnar- 
reb. There were such in old days in our fam- 
ily, " the Baroness said; "and if Madam Es- 
mond takes after our mother — " 

" My mother has always described hers as an 
angel upon earth," interposed George. 

" Eh 1 That is a common character for peo- 
ple when they are dead!" cried the Baroness ; 
"and Rachel Castlewood was an angel, if you 
like — ^at least your grandfather thought so. But 
let me tell you, Sir, that angels are sometimes 
not very commodes ^ vivre. It may be they are 
too good to live with us sinners, and the air 
down below here don't agree with them. My 
poor mother was so perfect that she never could 
forgive me for being otherwise. Ah, mon Dieu I 
how she used to oppress me with those angelical 
airs I" 

George cast down his eyes, and thought of 
his own melancholy youth. He did not care 
to submit more of his family secrets to the cyn- 
ical inquisition of this old worldling, who seem- 
ed, however, tc^ understand him in spite of his 
reticence. 

"I quite comprehend you, Sir, though you 
hold your tongue," the Baroness continued. 
"A sermon in the morning : a sermon at night : 
and two or three of a Sunday. That is what 
people call being good. Every pleasure cried 
fie upon; all us worldly people excommuni- 



cated ; a ball an abomination of desolation ; a 
play a forbidden pastime ; and a game of cards 
perdition ! What a life ! Mon Dieu, what a 
Ufe!" 

" We played at cards every night, if we were, 
so inclined, "'said George, smiling; "and my 
grandfather loved Shakspeare so much that my ^ 
mother had not a word to say against her fa-j 
ther's favorite author." 

"I remember. He could say whole pages 
by heart ; though, for my part, I like Mr. Con- 
greve a great deal better. And, then, there 
was that dreadful, dreary Milton, whom he and 
Mr. Addison pretended to admire !" cried the 
old lady, tapping her fan. 

"If your ladyship does not like Shakspeare, 
you will not quarrel with my mother for being 
indifferent to him too," said George. "And 
indeed I think, and I am^ sure, that you don't 
do her justice. Wherever there are any poor, 
she relieves them ; wherever there are any sick, 
she—" 

"She doses them with her horrible purges 
and boluses ! " cried the Baroness. ' ' Of course, 
just as my mother did I" 

" She does her best to cure them t She acts 
for the best, and performs her duty as far as she 
knows it." 

" I don't bkme yon. Sir, for doing yours, and 
keeping your own counsel about Madam Es- 
mond," said the old lady. " But at least there 
is one point upon which we all three agree — 
that this absurd marriage must be prevented. 
Do you know how old the woman is? I can 
tell you, though she has torn the first leaf out 
of the family Bible at Castlewood," 

" My mother has not forgotten her cousin's 
age, and is shocked at the disparity between her 
and my poor brother. Indeed, a city-bred lady 
of her time of life, accustomed to London gay- 
ety and luxury, would find but a dismal home 
in our Virginian plantation. Besides, the house, 
such as it is, is not Harry's. He is welcome 
there, Heaven knows I more welcome, perhaps, 
than I, to whom the property comes in natural 
reversion ; but, as I told him, I doubt how his 
wife would — ^would like our colony," George 
said, with a blush, and a he^tation in his sen- 
tence. 

The old lady laughed shrilly. "He, he! 
Nephew Warrington !" she said, "you need not 
scruple to speak your mind out. I shall tell no 
Hl^s to your mother : though 'tis no news to me 
lEat she has a high temper, and loves her own 
way. Harry ha^ held his tongue, too ; but it 
needed no conjurer to see who was the mistress 
at home, and what sort of a life my sister led 
you. I love my niece, my Lady Molly, so well, 
that I could wish her two or three years of Vir- 
ginia, with your mother reigning over her. You 
may well look alarmed. Sir I Harry has said 
quite enough to show me who governs the fam- 
ily." 

"Madam,*" said George^ smiling, "I may 
say as much as this, that I don't envy any wo- 
man coming into our house against my mother's 
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will : and my poor brother knows this perfectly 
well." 

**What? Ton two have talked the matter 
over ? No doubt you have. And the foolish 
child considers himself bound in honor — of 
course he does, the gaby!" 

** He says Lady Maria has behaved most no- 
bly to him. When he was sent to prison she 
brought him her trinkets and jewels, and every 
guinea she had in the world. This behavior 
hat touched him so, that he feels more deeply 
than ever bound to her ladyship. But I own 
my brother seems bound by honor rather than 
love — such, at least, is his present feeling.*' 

"My good creature, ** cries Madame Bernstein, 
'* don't yon see that Maria brings a few two- 
penny trinkets and a half dozen guineas to Mr. 
Esmond, the heir of the great estate in Virginia 
— not to the second son, who is a beggar, and 
has just squandered away every shilling of his 
fortune ? I swear to you, on my credit as a 
gentlewoman, that, knowing Harry's obstinacy, 
and the misery he had in store for himself, I 
tried to bribe Maria to give up her engagement 
with him, and only failed because I could not 
bribe high enough ! When he was in prison I 
sent my lawyer to him, with orders to pay his 
debts immediately if he would but part from 
her ; but Maria had been beforehand vdth us, 
and Mr. Harry chose not to go back from his 
stupid word. Let me tell yon what has passed 
in the last month!" And here the old lady 
narrated at length the history which we know 
already, but in that cynical language which was 
common in her times, when the finest folks and 
the most delicate ladies called things and people 
by names which we never utter in good compa- 
ny nowadays. And so much the better, on the 
whole. We mayn't be more virtuous, but it is 
something to be more decent : perhaps we are 
not more pure, but of a surety we are more 
cleanly. 

Madame Bernstein talked so much, so long, 
and so cleverly, that she was quite pleased with 
herself and her listener; and when she put her- 
self into the hands of Mrs. Brett to retire for the 
night, informed the waiting-maid that she had 
changed her opinlbn about her eldest nephew, 
and that Mr. George was handsome; that he 
was certainly much wittier than poor Harry 
(whom Heaven, it must be confessed, had not 
furnished \7ith a very great supply of brains), 
and that he had quite the bel air — a somethi^ 
melancholy — ^a noble and distinguished je ne 
scais quoy — ^which reminded her of the Colonel. 
Had she ever told Brett about the Colonel? 
Scores of times, no doubt. And now she told 
Brett about the Colonel once more. Mean- 
while, perhaps her new favorite was not quite 
so well pleased with her as she was with him. 
What a strange picture of life and manners had 
the old lady unvailed to her nephew! How 
she railed at all the world round about her! 
How unconsciously did she paint her own fam- 
ily — her own self; how selfish, one and all; 
nursuing what mean ends ; grasping and scram- 



bling frantically for what petty prizes; ambi- 
tious for what shabby recompenses ; trampling 
— from life's beginning to its close — ^through 
what scenes of stale dissipations and faded 
pleasures I *' Are these the inheritors of noble 
blood ?" thought George, as he went home quite 
late from his aunt's house, passing by doors 
whence the last guests of fashion were issuing, 
and where the chairmen were yawning over 
their expiring torches. ''Are these the proud 
possessors of ancestral honors and ancient 
names; and were their forefiithers, when in 
life, no better ? We have our pedigree at home 
with noble coats-of-arms emblazoned all over 
the branches, and titles dating back before the 
Conquest and the Crusaders. When a knight of 
old found a friend in Want, did he turn his back 
upon him; or an unprotected damsel, did he 
delude her and leave her? When a noble- 
man of the early time received a young kins- 
man, did he get the better of him at dice, and 
did the ancient chivalry cheat in horse-flesh ? 
Can it be that this wily woman of the world, 
as my aunt has represented, has inveigled my 
poor Harry into an engagement — that her tears 
are false, and that as soon as she finds him pocr 
she will desert him ? Had we not best pack the 
trunks and take a cabin in the next ship bound 
for home ?" George reached his own door, re- 
volving these thoughts, and Gumbo came up 
yawning with a candle, and Harry was asleep 
before the extinguished fire, with the ashes of 
his emptied pipe on the table beside him. 

He starts up, his eyes, for a moment dulled 
by sleep) lighten with pleasure as he sees his 
dear George. He puts his arms round his 
brother with a boyish laugh. 

** There he is in flesh and blood, thank God !" 
he says; '*! was dreamiyg of thee but now, 
George, and that Ward was hearing us our les- 
son I Dost thou remember the ruler, Georgy ? 
Why, bless my soul 'tis three o'clock ! Where 
have you been a gadding, Mr. George ? Hast 
thou supped? I supped at White's, but I'm 
hungry again. I did not play. Sir — no, no; 
no more of that for younger brothers! And 
my Lord March paid me fiffcy he lost to me. I 
bet against his horse and on the Duke of Ham- 
ilton's! They both rode the match at New- 
market this morning, and he lost because ho 
was under weight. And he paid me, and he 
was as sulky as a bear. Let us have one pipe, 
Georgy !— just one." 

And after the smoke the young men went to 
bed, where I, for one, wish them a pleasant 
rest, for sure it is a good and pleasant thing to 
see brethren who love one another. 



CHAPTER LV. 



BETWEEN SBOTHEBS. 



Of course our young men had had their pri- 
vate talk about home, and all the people and 
doings there, and each had imparted to the 
other full particulnrs of his history since their 
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last meeting. How were Harry's dogt, and 
litllc Dempster, and good old Natlian, and the 
cAt of the household? Waa Mountain well, 
and Fannj grown U be a prettj girt 7 So Par- 
son Broadbent's daaghler was engaged to mair; 
Tom Barker of Savannah, and tbey were to go 
and lire in Georgia! Harry owns that at one 
period he was Tery sweet apon Parson Broad- 
bent's daaghtor, and lost a great deal of pocket- 
money at cards, and drank a great quantity of 
strong wHten with the father, in order to hare 
a pretext for being nearthe girt. But, Hearen 
help us I Madam Esmond wonld never bare 
consented to his throwing himself away upon 
Polly Broadbent So Colonel G. Washington's 
wife was a pretty womao, vciy good-natared 
and pleasant, and with a good fortane? He 
bad brought her into Ricbmond, and paid a 
visit of stale to Madam Eiraoad. George de-; 
scribed, witb mach bumor, the awfnl ceremoni- 
ala at tiie interview between these two person- 
nges, and the killing politeness of his mother to 
Mr. Washington's yonng wife. " Kever nlind, 
Geo^, ray dear!" says Mrs. Monniain. "The 
Colonel hiu taken anotber wife, but I feel cer- 
tain that at one time two yonng gentlemen I 
know of ran a very near chance of having a tall 
step-father sis feet two in his booie." To be 
sore. Mountain was farevpr match-making in 
her miud. Two people conld not play a game 
at cards together, or sit down to a digh of tea, 
bnt sho fancied their conjunction was for life. 
It was she — the foolish tattler — who bad set the 
report abroad regarding the poor Indian wofnan. 
As for Madam Esmond, sbe had repelled the in- 
sinuation with scorn whenPanon Stack broagbt 
it to her, and said, "I sboold at spon fancy 
Mr. Esmond stealing the spoons or marrying a 
negro woman ont of ibe kitchen." Bnt (hough 
sbe disdained to find the poor Bicho guilty, and 
even thanked ber for attending ber son in his 
illness, she treated her with sach a chilling 
haughtiness of demeanor, that the Indian slunk I 



away into tbe servants' quarters, and there 
tried to drown bei disappointments witb 
drink. It was not a cbeerful picture ibat 
which George gave of bis two moutbs at 
home. "The birthright is mine, Uarry," 
he said, "bnt tbon art tbe favorite, and 
God help me ! I tbink my mother almost 
grudges it to me. Why should I have ta- 
ken the pai, and preceded your worship 
into the world? Bad jon been tbe elder, 
yon wonld have had the best cellar, and rid- 
den the best nag, and been the moat popu- 
lar man in tbe country, whereas 1 have not 
a word to say for myself, and frighten peo- 
ple by my glum face : I should have been 
second son, and set up as lawyer, or come 
to England and got my degrees, and turned 
parson, and said grace at your honor's ta- 
ble. Tbe time is ont of joint, Sir. Ob 
cursed spile, (hat ever I was bom to set it 
right !" 

"Why, Georgy, yon are talking verses 
— I protest yon are 1" says Harry. 
"I think, my dear, some one else talked 
tbosa verses before me," says George, with a 

" It's out of one of yonr books. Ton know 
every book that over was wrote, that I do be- 
lieve !" cries Harry ; and then told bis brother 
how he bad seen tbe two antbors at Tunbridge, 
and bow be bad taken off bis bat to them. 
"Not that /cared much about their hooka, not 
being clever enough. But I remembered how 
my dear old George used to speak of 'em," says 
Harry, with a choke in hia voice, "and that's 
why I liked to see them. I say, dear, it's like 
a dream seeing you over again. Think of that 
bloody Indian with his knife at my George's 
bead I I should like to give that Monsieur de 
Florae something for saving you — bnt I haven't 
got mnch now, only my little gold knee-buckles, 
and they ain't worth two guineas." 

" Yon have got tbe half of what I have, child, 
and we'll divide as aooti, as 1 have paid the 
Frenchman," George said. 

On which Harry broke ont not merely into 
blessings but actoal imprecntions, indicating hia 
intense love and satisfaction ; and he swore that 
there never was sncb a brother in the world as 
bis brother George. Indeed, for aome days after 
bis brother's arrival, bis eyes followed George 
about : he would lay down bis knife and fork, 
or his newspaper, when they were sitting to- 
gether, and begin to laugb to himself When 
be walked with George on tbe Mall or in Hyde 
Park, be would gaze round at t^e company, as 
mnch as to say, " Look here, geutlemen I This 
is he. This is my brother, that was dead and 
is alive againl Can any man in Christendom 
produce sucb a brother as this ?" 

Ofconrte be was of opinion that George should 
pay to Museau's heirs tbe aom which he bad 
promised for his ransom. This question had 
been the cause of no small unhappineas to poor 
George at home. Musean dead. Madam Ea- 
mond argned with much eagerness, and not b 
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little nncor, thebarmin fell to the gronni], and 
her son was free. The man wu s rogne in the 
first insumm. Sit noald not paj'tbe wages 
oriniqaitj. Mr. Eamond had a ua^ iodepend- 
ence from hi* father, and migbt (qnander hi« 
patrimonj if he chose. He was of age, and 
the mone; was in his power ; bDt,ihe would be 
no partjr to such extraragaiice, m giving twelve 



thoniand liTrea to a parcel of peasanlB in Nor- 
mandy with whom we were at war, and who 
wonld Teij likelj give it oil to the priests and 
the pope. i5^ would not enbacribe to anj'sach 
wickedness. If Creorge wanted to squander 
Bwaj his father's iroticj' (she must say that 
formerly he had not been eo ta^r, and when 
Harry't bea^ WM in qnettion had nfawd to 
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touch a penny of it !) — if he wished to spend it 
now, why not give it to his own flesh and blood, 
to poor Hariy, who was suddenly depriTed of 
his inheritance, and not to a set of priest-ridden 
peasants in France ? This dispute had raged 
between mother and son during the whole of 
the latter's last days in Virginia. It had never 
been settled. On the morning of George's de- 
parture, Madam Esmond had come to his bed- 
side, after a sleepless night, and asked him 
whether he still persisted in his intention to 
fling away his father's property ? He replied 
in a depth of grief and perplexity that his word 
was passed, and he must do as his honor bade 
him. She answered that she would continue 
to pray that Heaven might soften his proud 
heart, and enable her to bear her heavy trials : 
and the last view George had of his mother's 
face was as she stood yet a moment by his bed- 
side, pale and with tearless eyes, before she 
turned away and slowly left his chamber. 

*' Where didst thou learn the art of winning 
over every body to thy side, Harry ?" continued 
George; *'find how is it that you and all the 
world begin by being friends? Teach me a 
few lessons in popularity — nay, I don*t know 
that I will have them ; and when I find and 
hear certain people hate me, I think I am rather 
pleased than angry. At first, at Richmond, 
Mr. Esmond Warrington, the only prisoner who 
had escaped from Braddock's field — the victim 
of so muc^ illness and hardship— was a favorite 
with the town-folks, and received privately and 
publicly with no little kindness. The parson 
glorified my escape in a sermon ; the neighbors 
came to visit the fugitive ; the family coach was 
ordered out, and Madam Esmond and I paid 
our visits in return. I think some pretty little 
caps were set at me. But these our mother 
routed off, and frightened with the prodigious 
haughtiness of her demeanor ; and my populari- 
ty w;is already at the decrease before the event 
occurred which put the last finishing stroke to 
it. I was not jolly enough for the officers, and 
didn't care for their drinking-bouts, dice-boxes, 
and swearing. I was too sarcastic for the la- 
dies, and their tea and tattle stupefied me al- 
most as much m the men's blustering and horse- 
talk. I can not tell thee, Harry, how lonely I 
felt in that place, amidst the scandal and squab- 
bles : I regtetted my prison altiost, and found 
myself more than once wishing for the freedom 
of thought, and the silent ease of Duquesne. I 
am very shy, I suppose : I can speak unreserv- 
edly to very few people. Before most, I sit ut- 
terly silent. When we two were at home, it 
was thou who used to talk at table, and get a 
smilo now and then from our mother. When 
she and I were together we. had no subject in 
eonimon, and we scarce spoke at all until we 
began to dispute about law and divinity. 

**8o the gentlemen had determined I was 
supercilious, and a dull companion (and, indeed, 
I think their opinion was right), and the ladies 
thought I was cold and sarcastic — could never 
jnake out whether I was in earnest or no, and, 



I tBink, generally Voted I was a disagreeable 
fellow, before my character was gone quite away ; 
and that went with the appearance of the poor 
Biche. Oh, a nice character they made for me, 
my dear !" cried George, in a transport of wrath, 
''and a pretty life they led me, ieifter Museau's 
unlucky messenger had appeared among us! 
The boys hooted the poor woman if she appear- 
ed in the street ; the ladies dropped me half- 
courtesies, and walked over to the other side. 
That precious clergyman went from one tea- 
table to another preaching on the horrors of se- 
duction, and the lax principles which young 
men learned in Popish countries and brought 
back thence. The poor Fawn's appearance at 
home, a few weeks after my return home, was 
declared to be a scheme between her and me ; 
and the best-informed agreed that she had wait- 
ed on the other side of the river until I gave 
Iier the signal to come and join me in Rich- 
mond. The officers bantered me at the coffee- 
house, and cracked their clumsy jokes about the 
woman I had selected. Oh, the world is a nice, 
charitable world ! I was so enraged that I 
thought of going to Oastlewood and living alone 
there — ^for our mother finds the place duU, and 
the greatest consolation in precious Mr. Stack's 
ministry — ^when the news arrived of your female 
perplexity, and I think we were all glad that I 
should have a pretext for coming to Europe." 

"I should like to see any of the infernal 
scoundrels who said a word against you, and 
break their rascally bones," roars out Harry, 
striding up and down the room. 

<* I had to do something like it for Bob Club- 
ber." 

''What! that little sneaking, backbiting, 
toad-eating wretch, who is always hanging 
about my lord at Greenway Court, and spong- 
ing on every gentleman in the countiy ? If you 
whipped him, I hope you whipped him well, 
George !" ♦ 

"We were bound over to keep the peace; 
and I offered to go into Maryland with him and 
settle our difference there, and of course the 
good folk said, that, having made free with the 
seventh commandment, I was inclined to break 
the sixth. So, by this and by that — and being 
as innocent of the crime imputed to me as you 
are — I left home, my dear Harry, with as awful 
a reputation as ever a young gentleman earned." 

Ah, what an opportunity is there here to mor- 
alize ! If the esteemed reader and his humble 
servant could but know — could but write down 
in a book — could but pnblish,''with illustrations, 
a collection of the lies which have been told re- 
garding each of us since we came to man's es- 
tate — what a harrowing and thrilling work of 
fiction that romance would be ! Not only is the 
world informed of every thing about you, but 
of a great deal more. Not long since the kind 
postman brought a paper containing a valuable 
piece of criticism, which stated, "This author 
states he was bom in such and such a year. It 
is a lie. He was bom in the year so and so." 
The critic knew better : of course he did. An- 



THE VIRGINIANS. 



l^i.. 



i.'.' 



'■^^i; 




other (and both came fVom tlie countrjr which 
t;sve MiiLLioiM birth) wanied some friend, saj- 
ing, " Don't speak of New South Wales to him. 
He has a brother there, and the family nei-er 
vuntion hit tiame." But this subject is too roit 
and noble for a tbere paragraph. I shall pre- 
pare • memoir, or let ui raiher have par imt 
lOcUti de gent de lettret, a series of Biographies 
— of lives of gentlemen, as (old by their dear 
friends whom thej don't know. 

George having related his exploits as cham- 
pion and martyr, of conne Harry had to aobo- 
Bom himielf to hii brother, and lay befoce his 
older an acconnt of his private affiiirs. lie gave 
lip all the family of Castlewood — mj lord, not 
for getting the better of him at play ; for Hany 
Wat a sporting man, and expected to pay when 



he lost, and receive when he won ; bnt for re- 
fusing to aid tiR chaplain in his necessity, and 
dismissing him with such false and heartless 
pretext*. About Mr. Will be had made up his 
mind, after the horse-dealing matter, and free- 
ly marked his sense of the letter's conduct upon 
Mr. Will's eyes and nose. ReEpeciing the 
Countess and Lady Fonnj, Harry spoke in a 
manner more gaarded, but not very favorable. 
He had heard all sorts of stories about them. 
The Countess was a card-playing old cat ; Lady 
Fanny was a desperate Qirt. Who told him? 
Well, be had heard the stories from a person 
who knew them both very well indeed. In fact, 
in those days of conlidence, of which we made 
mention in the last volume, Maria had freely 
imparted to her consin a number of anecdotes 
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respecting her step-molher and her half-siater, 
which were bj no toeaiia in Tavorof those ladies. 

But in respect to Lady Maria lieratlf, the 
jonng man woa stanch and heaitf. "It may 
lie imprudent ; I don't lay no, George. I may 
b: a fool ; I think I am. I know there will be 
H dreedrul piece of work at home, and tlial Mad- 
am and Bbe will fight. Weill We must lire 
upart. Our estate is big enough to live oa with- 
out quarreling, and I can go elsewhere than to 
Itichmond or Castlewood. When jon come to 
the property you'll give me a bit — at any rate, 
Madam will let me off at an easy rent — or I'll 
make a famons farmer or factor. I can't and 
won't part from Mnria. She has acted bo nobly 
tiy me thai I sbonld be a rascal to tnm my back 
on her. Think of her bringing mo every jewel 
she had in the world, dear brave creature 1 and 
flinging them into my lap with her last guineas 
— and — and — God bless her 1" Hare Harry 
dashed hit sleeve across his eyes, with a stamp 
of Ma foot; and said, "No, brother, I won't 
part with her, not lo be made Goremor of Vir- 
ginia to-morrow ; and my denreat old George 
would never advise me to do so, I know that." 

"I am sent here lo adriae yon," George re- 
plied. "I am sent to break the marriage olT, 
if I can : and a more nnhappy one I can't im- 
agine. Sut 1 can't counsel yoa to break your 
word, my boy." 

" I knew you couldn't ! What's ssid is said, 
George. I have made my bed, and must lie on 
it," says Mr. Uairy, gloomily. 

Such had been the settlement between our- 
two young worthies, wlien thay first talked over 
Mr. Harry's lore afCtir. But after George's 
conrersatiou with bis annt, and the farther 
Icnowlcdge of his family which he acquired , 
through the information of that keen old wo- j 
man of the world, Mr. Warriagloii, who was nat- 



urally of a skeptical turn, began to donbt about 
Lady Maria, as well as regnrding her brothers 
and sialcr, ond looked at Harry's engagenienl 
with increased distrust and alarm. Was it for 
his wealth that Maria wanted Harry? . Was it 
his handsome yqnng person that she longed aft- 
er? Were those stories true which Aunt Bern- 
stein had told of her ? Certainly he could not 
advise Harry lo break his word; but he might 
cast about in his mind for some scheme for put- 
ting Maria's affection lo the trial; and his en- 
suing conduct, which appeared not very amia- 
ble, I suppose resulted from this deliberation. 

CHAPTEK LVL 



Mt Lord Castlewood had a house ii 
singlon Square, spacious eaong 
date the several members of liis noble family, 
and convenient fat their service at the palace 
hard-by when His Majesty dwelt there. Her 
ladyship had her evenings, arid gave her card- 
parties here for such as would come ; bnt Ken- 
sington was a long way from London a hundred 
years since, and Geoi^ Selwyn said he for one 
was afraid to go, for fear of being robbed of a 
night ^whether by footpads with erape over 
their faces, or by ladies in rouge at tbe quo- 
driiie-tahle, wo have no means of saying. About 
noon on the day alter Harry hod made his re- 
appearance at SVhile's, it chanced that all his 
virtuous kinsfolks panook of breakfast togeiber, 
even Mr. Will Iwing present, who waa to go 
into waiting in the afternoon. 

The ladies came first to their chocolate: them 

Mt. Will joined in his court suit; finally, ray 

lord appeared, bngnid, in his bed-gown and 

night-cap, having not yet assumed his wig for 

the day. Here was news which Wilt hod 

brought home from the Star and 

Garter lost night, when he snpped 

in company with some men who 

had heard it at White's, and seen 

it nt Ranel^h ! 

"Heard what? seen what?" ask- 
ed the head of the house, taking np 
his Daily Adverliter. 

"Ask Maria!" says Lady Fan- 
ny. My lord turns to his elder 
sister, who wears a face of portent- 
ous sadness, and looks as pole as a 
lableclolh. 

"Tis one of Will's nsnal ele- 
gant and polite inventions," says 

"No," swore Will, with seTcral 
of his oaths; "it was no inven- 
tion of his. Tom Cliiypocd of 
Norfolk saw 'em both at Rane- 
lagh ; and Jack Morris came oat of 
White's, where ho heard the storj' 
from Harry Warrington's own lips. 
Curse him, I'm glad of it!" roars 
Will, slapping the table. "What 
do you think of youi Fortniwt« 
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Tooth ? your Virginiaii, ivhom yonr lordship 
made so mach of, turning out to be a second 
son ?" 

**The elder brother not dead?** says my 
lord. 

" No more dead than you are. Never was. 
It's my belief that it was a cross between the 



two. 



I? 



*' Mr. Warrington is incapable of such du- 
plicity !'* cries Maria. 

'^/ never encouraged the fellow, I am sure 
3F0U will do me justice there," says my lady. 
"Nor did Fanny : not we, indeed !" 

"Not we, indeed!" echoes my Lady Fanny. 

" The fellow is only a beggar, and, I dare say, 
has not paid for the clothes on his back,** con- 
tinues Will. "I*m glad of it, for, hang him, 
I hate him !** 

" Tou don*t regard him with favorable eyes ; 
especially since he blacked yours. Will I** grins 
my lord. " So the poor fellow has found his 
brother, and lost his estate!" And here he 
turned toward his sister Maria, who, although 
she looked the picture of woe, must have sug- 
gested something ludicrous to the humorist near 
whom she sate ; for his lordship, having gazed 
at her for a minute, burst into a shrill laugh, 
which caused the poor lady's face to flush, and, 
presently, her eyes to pour over with tears. 
" It*s a shame ! it's a shame !" she sobbed out, 
and hid her face in her handkerchief. Maria's 
step-brother and sister looke4 at each other. 
"We never quite understand your lordship*s 
humor," the former lady remarked, gravely. 

"I don*t see there is the least reason why 
yon should," said my lord, coolly. "Maria, 
my dear, pray excuse me if I have said — that 
is, done any thing to hurt your feelings." 

" Done any thing I You pillaged the poor 
lad in his prosperity, and laugh at him in his 
ruin !" says Maria, rising from table, and glar- 
ing round at all her family. 

"Excuse me, my dear sister, I was not 
laughing at Aim," said my lord, gently. 

" Oh, never mind at what or whom else, my 
lord ! Tou have taken from him all he had to 
lose. All the world points at you as the man 
who feeds on his own flesh and blood. And 
now you have his all you make merry over his 
misfortune!" and away she rustled from the 
room, flinging looks of defiance at all the party 
there assembled. 

" Tell us what has happened, or what you 
have heard. Will, and my sister's grief will not 
interrupt us." And Will told, at greater length, 
and with immense exultation at Harry's dis- 
comfiture, the story now buzzed through all 
London, of George Warrington's sudden appa- 
rition. Lord Castlewood was sorry for Harry : 
Harry was a good brave lad, and his kinsman 
liked him, as much as certain worldly folks like 
each other. To be sure he played Harry at 
cards, and took the advantage of the market 
upon him; but why not? The peach which 
other men would certainly pluck he might as 
well devour. " Eh, if that were all my con- 



science had to reproach me with, I need not be 
very uneasy !" my lord thought. " Where docs 
Mr. Warrington live ?" 

Will expressed himself ready to enter upon a 
state of reprobation if he knew or cared. 

"He shall be ii/rited here, and treated with 
every respect," says my loixL 

"Including picquet, I suppose!" growls 
Will. 

"Or will yon take him to the stables, and 
sell him one of your bargains of horses-flesh, 
Will?" asks Xord Castlewood. " Tbi* would 
have won of Harry Warripgton fast enough, if 
you could ; but you cheat so clurilsily at your 
game fhat you got paid with a cudgel. I de- 
sire, once more, that every attention may be 
paid to our Cousin Warrington." 

" And that yon are not to be disturbed when 
yon sit down to play, of course, my lord I" cries 
Lady Castlewood. 

" Madam, I desire fair play for Mr. Warring- 
ton, and for myself, and for every member of 
,this amiable family," retorted Lord Castlewood, 
fiercely. 

"Heaven help the poor gentleman if your 
lordship is going to be kind to him !" said tlie 
Stepmother, with a courtesy ; and there is no 
knowing how far this family dispute might have 
been carried, had not, at this moment, a phae- 
ton driven up to the house, in which were seat- 
ed the two young Vii^nians. 

It was the carriage which our young Prodigal 
had purchased in the days of his prosperity. ^He 
drove it still : George sate In it by his side ; Uieir 
negroes were behind them. Harry had been for 
meekly giving the whip and reins to his brother, 
and ceding the whole property to him. " What 
business has a poor devil like me with horses 
and carriages, Georgy ?" HaiTy had humbly 
said. " Beyond the coat on my back, and the 
purse my aunt gave me, I have nothing in the 
world. Tou take the driving-seat, brother ; it 
will ease my mind if you will take the driving- 
seat." George laughingly said he did not know 
the way, and Harry did ; and that, as for the 
carriage, he would claim only a half of it, as 
he had already done with his brother's ward- 
robe. "But a bargain is a bai^ain ; if t share 
thy coats thou must divide my breeches' pocket, 
Harry; that is but fair dealing!" Again and 
again Harry swore there never was such a broth- 
er on earth. How ho rattled his horses over 
the road ! How pleased and proud he was to 
drive such a brother! They came to Kensing- 
ton in famous high spirits ; ilnd Gumbo's thun- 
der upon Lord Castlewood's door was worthy 
of the biggest footman in all St. James's. 

Only my Lady Castlewood and her daughter, 
Lady Fanny, were in the room into which our 
young gentlemen were ushered. Will had no 
particular fancy to face Harry, my lord was not 
dressed, Maria had her reasons for being away, 
at least till her eyes were dried. When we 
drive up to friends' houses nowadays in, our 
coaches and six, when John carries up our no- 
ble names, when, finally, we enter the drawing- 
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room with our best hat and best Sunday smile 
foremost, does it ever happen that we interrupt 
a family row? that we come simpering and 
smiling in, and stepping over the delusive ashes 
of a still barning domestic heat ? that in the in- 
terval between the halUdoor and the drawing- 
room, Mrs., Mr., and the Misses Jones have 
grouped themselves in a family tableau; this 
girl artlessly arranging flowers in a vase, let us 
say; that one reclining over an illuminated 
work of devotion ; mamma on the sofa, with 
the butcher's and grocer's book pushed under 
the cushion, some elegant work in her hand, 
and a pretty little foot pushed out advanta- 
- geoasly: while honest Jones, far from saying, 
** Curse that Brown, he is always calling here !** 
holds out a kindly hand, shows a pleased face, 
and exclaims, ** What, Brown, my boy, delight- 
ed to see you I Hope you've come to lunch I" 
I say, does it ever happen to m to be made the 
victims of domestic artifices, the spectators of 
domestic comedies got up fpr our special amuse- 
ment? Oh, let us be thankful, not only for 
faces, but for m^s ! not only for honest wel- 
come, but for hypocrisy, which hides unwel- 
come things firom us! While I am talking, 
for instance, in this easy chatty way, what right 
have you, my good Sir, to know what is really 
passing in my mind? It may be that I am 
racked with gout, or that my eldest son has just 
sent me in a thousand pounds' worth of college- 
bills, or that I am writhing under an attack of 
the Stoke Pogis Sentinely which has just been 
sent me under cover, or that there is a dread- 
fully scrappy dinner, the evident remains of a 
party to which I didfCt invite yon, and yet I 
conceal my agony, I wear a merry smile, I say, 
*' What ! come to take pot-luck with us. Brown, 
my boy ? Betsy, put a knife and fork for Mr. 
Brown! Eat I Welcome! Fall to! It's 
my best!" I say that humbug which I am 
performing is beautiful self-denial — that hypoc- 
risy is true virtue. Oh, if every man spoke 
his mind, what an intolerable society ours would 
bo to live in ! 

As the young gentlemen are announced. 
Lady Castlewood advances toward them with 
perfect ease and good humor. **We have 
heard, Harry," she says, looking at the latter 
with a special friendliness, '*of this most ex- 
traordinary circumstance. My Lord Castle- 
wood said at breakfast that he should wait on 
you this very day, Mr. Warrington, and, Cousin 
Harry, we intend not to love you any the less 
because you are poor." 

" We shall be able to show now that it is not 
for your acres that we like you, Harry!" says 
Lady Fanny, (bllowing her mamma's lead. 

**And I to whom the acres have fallen?" 
says Mr. George, with a smile and a bow. 

" Oh, cousin, we shall like yon for being like 
Harry!" replies the arch Lady Fanny. 

Ah I who that has seen the world, has not 
admired that astonishing ease with which fine 
ladies drop you and pick you up again ? Both 
the ladies now addressed themselves almost ex- 



clusively to the younger brother. They were 
quite civil to Mr. George ; .but with Mr. Harry 
they were fond, they were softly familiar, they 
were gently kind, they were affectionately re- 
proachful. Why had Harry not been for days 
and days to see them ? 

"Better to have had a dish of tea and a 
game at picquet with them than with some oth- 
er folks," says Lady Castlewood. '*If we had 
won enough to buy a paper of pins from you 
we should have been content ; but young gen- 
tlemen don't know what is for their own good," 
says mamma. 

* * Now you have no more money to play with, 
yon can come and play with us, cousin !" cries 
fond Lady Fanny, lifting up a finger, ** and so 
your misfortune will be good fortune to us." 

George was puzzled. This welcome of his 
brother was very different from that to which he 
had looked. All these compliments and atten- 
tions paid to the younger brother, though he 
was without a guinea! Perhaps the people 
were not so bad as they were painted? The 
Blackest of all Blacks is said not to be of quite 
so dark a complexion as some folks describe 
him. 

This affectionate conversation continued for 
some twenty minutes, at the end of which pe- 
riod my Lord Castlewood made his appearance, 
wig on head, and sword by side. He greeted 
both the young men with much politeness : one 
not more than the other. "If yon were to 
come to us — and I, for one, cordially rejoice to 
see you — what a pity it is you did not come a 
few months earlier! A certain evening at pic- 
quet would then, most likely, never have taken 
place. A younger son would have been more 
prudent." 

" Yes, indeed," said Harry. 

"Or a kinsman more compassionate. But 
I fear that love of play runs in the blood of all 
of us. I have it from my father, and it has 
made me the poorest peer in England. Those 
fair ladies whom you see before you are not ex- 
empt. My poor brother Will is a martyr to it ; 
and what I, for my part, win on one day, I lose 
on the next. 'Tis shocking, positively, the rage 
for play in England. All my poor cousin's 
bank-notes parted company from me within 
twenty-four hours after I got them." 

"I have played, like other gentlemen, but 
never to hurt myself, and never indeed caring 
much for the sport," remarked Mr. Warring- 
ton. 

"When we heard that my lord had played 
with Harry, we did so scold him," cried the 
ladies. 

"But if it had not been I, thou knowest. 
Cousin Warrington, some other person would 
have had thy money. 'TIS a poor consolation, 
but as such Hany must please to take it, and 
be glad that friends won his money, who wish 
him well, not strangers, who cared nothing for 
him, and fleeced him." 

"Eh! a tooth out Is a tooth out, though it 
be your brother who pulls it^ my lord!" said 
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Mr. George, laughing. ^^ Harry must bear the 
penalty of his faults, and pay bis debts, like 
other men." 

" I am sure I have never said or thought 
otherwise. Tis not like an Englishman to be 
sulky because he is beaten," says Harry. 

** Your hand, cousin I You speak like a man !" 
cries my lord, with delight. The ladies smile 
to each other. 

*^My sister, in Virginia, has known how to 
bring up her sons as gentlemen !" exclaims Lady 
Castlewood, enthusiastically. 

"I protest you must not be growing so ami- 
able now you are poor, Cousin Harry!'* cries 
Cousin Fanny. *^Why, mamma, we did not 
know half his good qualities when he was only 
Fortunate Youth and Prince of Virginia ! You 
are exactly like him, Cousin George, but I vow 
you can't be as amiable as your brother!" 

** I am the Prince of Virginia, but I fear I 
am not the Fortunate Youth," said George, 
gravely. 

Harry was beginning, "By Jove, he is the 
best — " when the noise of a harpsichord was 
heard from the upper room. The lad blushed : 
the ladies smiled. 

" Tis Maria, above," said Lady Castlewood. 
" Let some of us go up to her !" 

The ladies rose, and made way toward the 
door ; and Harry followed them, blushing very 
much. George was about to join the party, 
but Lord Castlewood checked him. "Nay, if 
all the ladies follow your brother," his lordship 
said, " let me at least have the benefit of your 
company and conversation. I long to hear the 
account of your captivity and rescue, Cousin 
George!" 

" Oh, we must hear that too I" cried one of 
the ladies, lingering. 

" I am greedy, and should like it all by my- 
self, " said Lord Castlewood, looking at her very 
sternly ; and followed the women to the door, 
and closed it upon them, with a low bow. 

" Your brother has no doubt acquainted you 
with the history of all that has happened to him 
in this house, Cousin George?" asked George's 
kinsman. 

*' Yes, including the quarrel with Mr. Will, 
and the engagement to my Lady Maria," replies 
George, with a bow. " I may be pardoned for 
saying that he hath met with but ill fortune 
here, my lord." 

" Which no one can deplore more cordially 
than myself. My brother lives with horse-jock- 
cjs and trainers, and the wildest bloods of the 
town, and between us there is veiy little sym- 
]iathy. We should not all live together, were 
we not so poor. This is the house which our 
grandmother occupied before she went to Amer- 
ica and married Colonel Esmond. Much of 
the old furniture belonged to her." Greorge 
looked round the Wainscoted parlor with some 
interest. * ^ Our house has not flourished in the 
last twenty years ; though we had a promotion 
of rank a score of years since, owing to some 
interest we had at court then. But the malady 



of play has been the ruin of us all. I am a 
miserable victim to it : only too proud to sell 
myself and title to a roturUrt, as many noble- 
men, less scrupulons, have done. Pride is my 
fault, my dear cousin. I remember how I was 
boQi!" And his lordship laid his hand on his 
shirt-frill, turned out his toe, and looked his 
cousin nobly in the face. Young George War- 
rington's natural disposition was to believe every 
thing which every body said to him. When once 
deceived, however, or undeceived about the char- 
acter of a person, he became utterly incredu- 
lous, and he saluted this fine speech of my lord's 
with a sardonical, inward laughter, preserving 
his gravity, however, and scarce allowing any 
of his scorn to appear in his words. 

" We have all our faults, my lord. That of 
play liath been condoned over and over again 
in gentleman of our rank. Having heartily for- 
given my brother, surely I can not presume to 
be your lordship's judge in the matter ; and in- 
stead of playing and losing, I wish sincerely that 
you had both played and won !" 

" So do I, with all my heart!" says niy lord, 
with a sigh, "I augur well for your goodness 
when you can speak in this way, and for your 
experience and knowledge of the world, too, 
cousin, of which you seem to possess a greater 
share than most young men of your age. Your 
poor Harry hath the best heart in the world ; 
but I doubt whether his head be very strong." 

"Not very strong, indeed. But he hath the 
art to make friends wherever he goes, and in 
spite of all his imprudences most people love 
him." 

" I do — we all do, I'm sure ; as if he were 
our brother!" cries my lord. 

"He has often described in his letters his 
welcome at your lordship's house. My mother 
keeps them all, you may be sure. Harry's style 
is not very learned, bnt his heart is so good that 
to read him is better than wit." 

*' I may be mistaken, but I fancy his brother 
possesses a good heart and a good wit too!" 
says my lord, obstinately gracious. 

"I am as Heaven made me, cousin; and 
perhaps some more experience and sorrow than 
has fallen to the lot of most young men." 

"This "tnisfortune of your poor brother — I 
mean this piece of good fortune, your sudden re- 
appearance — has not quite left Harry without 
resources?" continued Lord Castlewood, very 
gently. 

" With nothing but what his mother can leave 
him, or I, at her death, can spare him. What 
is the usual portion here of a younger brother, 
my lord ?" 

"Eh I A younger brother here is — ^you know 
— in fine, every body knows what a younger 
brother is," said my lord, and shrugged his 
shoulders and looked his guest in the face. 

The other went on: "We are the best of 
friends, but we are flesh and blood : and I don't 
pretend to do more for him than is usually done 
for younger brothers. Why give him money ? 
That he should squander it at cards or horse- 
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racing? My lord, we have cards and jockeys 
in Virginia, too ; and my poor Harry hath dis- 
tinguifiied himself in his own country already 
before he came to yours. He inherits the fam- 
ily foiling for dissipation.** 

"Poor fellow, popr felloe, I pity him I** 

**Oar estate, you see, is great, bat our in- 
come is smalL We have little more money 
than that which we get from England for our 
tobacco— and very little of that, too — for our 
tobacco comes back to us in the shape of goods, 
clothes, leather, groceries, ironmongery, nay, 
wine and beer for our people and ourselves. 
Harry may come back and share all these: 
there is a nag in the stable for him, a piece of 
venison on the table, a little ready money to 
keep his pocket warm, and a coat or two every 
year. This will go on while my mother lives, 
unless, which is far from improbable, he gets 
into some quarrel with Madam Esmond. Then, 
while I live he will have the run of the house 
and all it contains : then, if I die leaving chil- 
dren, he will be less and less welcome. His 
future, my lord, is a dismal one, unless some 
strange piece of luck turn up on which we were 
fools to speculate. Henceforth he is doomed 
to dependence, and I know no worse lot than 
to be dependent on a self-willed woman like 
our mother. The means he had to make him- 
self respected at home he hath squandered away 
here. He has flung his patrimony to the dogs, 
and poverty and subserviency are now his only 
portion.*' Mr. Warrington delivered this speech 
with considerable spirit and volubility, and his 
cousin heard him respectfully. 

"You speak well, Mr. Warrington. Have 
you ever thought of public life ?** said my lord. 

" Of course I have thought of public life, like 
every man of my station — every man, that isj 
who cares for something beyond a dice-box or 
a stable,** replies George. " I hope, my lord, 
to be able to take my own place, and my un- 
lucky brother must concent himself with his. 
This I say advisedly, having heard from him 
of certain engagements which he has formed, 
and which it would be misery to all parties 
were he to attempt to execute now.** 

"Your logic is very strong,** said my lord. 
** Shall we go up and see the ladies ? There is 
a picture above stairs which your grandfather is 
said to have executed. Before you go, my dear 
cousin, you will please to fix a day when our 
family may have the honor of receiving you. 
Caltlewood, you know, is always your home 
when we are there. It is something like your 
Virginian Castlewood, cousin, from your ac- 
count. We have beef, and mutton, and ale, 
and wood, in plenty; but money is woefully 
, scarce among us.** 

They ascended to the drawing-room, where, 
however, they found only one of the ladies of 
the family. This was my Lady Maria, who 
came out of the embrasure of a window, where 
she and Harry Warrington had been engaged 
in talk. 

George made his best bow, Maria her lowest 



courtesy. "You are indeed wonderfully like 
your brother,'* she said, giving him her hand. 
"And from what he says. Cousin George, I 
think you are as good as he is.*' 

At the sight of her swollen eyes and tearful 
face Greorge felt a pang of remorse. "Poor 
thing !** he thought. " Harry has been vaunt- 
ing my generosity and virtue to her, and I have 
been playing the selfish elder brother down 
stairs! How old she looks! How could he 
ever have a passion for such a woman as that?** 
How ? Because he did not see with your eyes, 
Mr. George. He saw rightly too now with his 
own, perhaps. I never know whether to pity 
or congratulate a man on coming to his senses. 

After the introduction a little talk took place, 
which, for a while. Lady Maria managed to 
carry on in easy manner : but though ladies, in 
this matter of social hypocrisy, are, I think, far 
more consummate performers than men, after 
a sentence or two the poor lady broke out into 
a sob, and, motioning Harry away with her 
hand, fairly fled from the room. 

Harry was rushing forward, but stopped — 
checked by that sign. My lord said his poor 
sister was subject to these fits of nerves, and 
had already been ill that morning. After this 
event our young gentlemen thought it was need- 
less to prolong their visit. Lord Castlewood 
followed them down stairs, accompanied them 
to the door, admired their nags in the phaeton, 
and waved them a friendly farewell. 

"And so we have been coaxing and cuddling 
in the window, and we part good friends, Har- 
ry? Is it not so?** says Geoi^ge to his char- 
ioteer. 

"Oh, she is a good woman!** cries Harry, 
lashing the horses. "I know you*ll think so 
when you come to know her.** 

"When you take her home to Virginia? A 
pretty welcome our mother will give her ! She 
will never forgive me for not breaking the match 
off, nor you for making it.** 

" I can*t help it, George ! Don*t you be pop- 
ping your ugly head so close to my ears, Gum- 
bo ! After what has passed between us, I am 
bound in honor to stand by her. If she sees 
no objection, I must find none. I told her all. 
I told her that madam would be very rusty at 
.first; but that she was very fond of me, and 
must end by relenting. And when ifou come 
to the property, I told her that I knew my dear- 
est George so well, that I might count upon 
sharing with him.** 

" The deuce yon did ! Let me tell you, my 
dear, that I have been telling my Lord Castle- 
wood quite a different story. That as an elder 
brother I intend to have all my rights — there, 
don't flog that near horse so — ^and that you can 
but look forward to poverty and dependance.** 

" What? You won't help me ?»* cries Har- 
ry, turning quite pale. " George, I don't be- 
lieve it, though I hear it out of your own 
mouth !" 

There was a minute's pause after this out- 
break, during which Hany did not even look at 
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bis brother, but nte gadDg blindlr before biro, 
the pictDre of grief and gloom. He wai driv- 
ing 10 near to ft road-poU that the carriage 
might hate been upset but for Geoi^'i pulling 



" Did joa ever know me fiul yon, Hany ?'• 
George aiked, 

"No," said the otber, "not till now" — the 
tears were rolling down Ills' cheeks as he spoke. 

" Mj dear, I tbink one day yon will say I 
bsTe done my daty." 

' ' What have yon done ?" asked Harry. 

" I hare said yon were a younger brother— 
that yoa faaTS spent all yonr patrimony, sad 
that yoar portion at home most be rery slender. 
Is it not true?" 

" Yes ; but I would not have believed it if 
ten tbonsand men had told me," said Harry. 
" Whatever happened to me, I thought I could 
trust you, George Warriagton." And in this 
A^me of mind Harry remained daring the rest 
of ibB drive. 

Their dinner wag Mired soon after their re- 
turn to their lodgings, of which Harry scarce 
ate any, though he drank freely of the wiue be- 
fore him. 

"That wine is a bad consoler in trouble, 
Barry," his brother remarked. 

■ ' I have no other, Sir," aaid Harry, grimly ; 
and having drank glasa after glais in silence, 
he presently seized his hat and left the room. 

He did not return for three hours. George, 
in much anxiety about his brother, had not left 
borne meanwhile, but read his book, and smoked 
tho pipe of patience. " It wai shabby to say I 
would not aid him, and, God help met it was 
not true. I won't leave him, though he mar> 
lies a blackamoor," thought George: "have I 
not done him harm enough already by coming 
to life again ? Where bai he gone ; bas he 
gone to piny ?" 

" Good God I what has happened to thee ?" 
cried Geo^ Warrington, presently, when his 
brother came in, looking ghastly pale- 
He came np and took his brother's hand. 
" I can take it now, Qeorgy," he said. "Per- 
haps what you did was right, though I for one. 
will never believe that yon would throw your 
brother off in distress. I'll tell you what. At 
dinner I thought, suddenly, I'll go back to her 
and speak to her. I'll say to her, ' Maria, poor 
as I am, your conduct to me baa been so noble, 
that, by Heaven I I am yours to take or to leave. 
If yan will have me, here I am : I will enlist : 
I wilt work : I will try and make a livelihood 
for myself somehow, and my bto— — , my rela- 
tions will relent, and give us enough to live on.' 
That's what I determined to tell her; and I 
did, George. I ran all the way to Kensington 
in the rain — look, I am splashed from head to 
foot — and found them alt at dinner, all except 
Will, that is. I 8poke out chat vciy moment 
to them all, sitting ronnd the table over their , 



wine. ' Maria,' t»^ I, ' a poor fellow wants 
to redeem his promise which he made when he 
fancied he was rich. WiiJ you take bhi?' I 
found I had plenty of words, and didn't hem 
and stutter as I'm doing now. I spoke ever so 
long, and I ended by saying I would do my 
best and my duty by her, so help nte God! 

" When I had done she came up to me quite 
kind. She took my hand, and kissed it before 
the rest. 'My dearest, best Harry!' she said 
(those were her words j I don't wont otherwise 
to be praising myself), 'you are a noble heart, 
and I thank you with alt mine. But, my dear, 
I have long seen it whs ouly duty, and a fooU 
ish promise made by a young roan to an old 
woman, that bus held you to your eogagemenl. 
To keep it would make you miserable, my dear. 
I absolve you from it, thanking you with all 
my heart for your fidelity, and blessing and 
loving my dear cousin always.' And she came 
up and kissed me before them all, and went 
out of the room quite stately, and without a 
single tear. They were alt crying, especially 
my lord, who was sobbing quite load. I didn't 
think be had so much feeling. And she, 
George 7 - Ob, isn't she a noble creature?" 

"Here's her health I" cries George, filliug 
one of the glasses (hat still stood before him. 

"Hip, hip, huzzayl" says Hany. He was 
wild vrith delight at being tne. 



CHAPTER LVIL 

S MB. RABBT's KOBE 



Mapawb db Bkbhstbin was scarcely less 
pleased than her Virginian nephews at the re- 
sult of Harry's tinal interview with Lady Ma- 
ria. George informed the Baroness oT what 
had passed, in a billet which he sent to her the 
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same erening; and sbortly afterward her neph- 
ew Castlewood, whose Tisits to his aunt were 
very rare, came to pay his respects to her, and 
frankly spoke ahoat the circumstances which 
had taken place ; for no man knew better than 
my Lord Castlewood how to be frank npon oc- 
casion, and now that the business between Ma- 
ria and Harry was ended, what need was there 
of reticence or^hypocrisy ? The game had been 
played, and was over : he had no objection now 
to speiJc of its yarions moyes, stratagems, finess- 
es. **She is my own sister," said my lord, 
affectionately; '*she won't have many more 
chances — many more such chances of marrying 
and establishing herself. I liiight not approve 
of the match in all respects, and I might pity 
your ladyship*8 young Virginian favorite ; but 
of course such a piece of good fortune was not 
to be thrown away, and I was bound to stand 
by my own flesh and blood.** 

'*Your candor does your lordship honor," 
says Madame de Bernstein, '*and your love for 
your sister is quite edifying !" 

** Nay, we have lost the game, and I am speak- 
ing sans raname. It is not for yon, who have 
won, to bear malice," says my lord, with a bow. 

Madame de Bernstein protested she was nev- 
er in her life in better humor. *' Confess, now, 
Eugene, that visit of Maria to Harry at the 
spunging-house — that touching giving up of all 
his presents to her, was a stroke of thy inven- 
tion?" 

'* Pity for the young man, and a sense of what 
was due from. Maria to her friend — her affianced 
lover — in misfortune, sure these were motives 
sufficient to make her act as sEe did," replies 
Lord Castlewood, demurely. 

''But 'twas you advised her, my good neph- 
ew?" 

Castlewood, with a shmg of his shoulders, 
owned that he (Hd advise his sister to see Mr. 
Henry Warrington. " But we should have won, 
in spite of your ladyship," he continued, ''had 
not the elder brother made his appearance. 
And I have been trying to console my poor Ma- 
ria by showing her what a p\ece of good fortune 
it is, after all, that we lost." 

" Suppose she had married Harry, and then 
Cousin Geoiige had made his appearance ?" re- 
marks the Baroness. 

** £ffectivement,** cries Eugene, taking snuff. 
"As the grave was to give up its dead, let us 
be thankful to the grave for disgorging in time I 
I am bound to say that Mr. George Warring- 
ton seems to be a man of sense, and not more 
selfish than other elder sons and men of the 
world. My poor Molly fancied that he might 
be a — what ^all I say ? — a greenhorn perhaps 
is the term — like his younger brother. She 
fondly hoped that he might be inclined to go 
share and share alike with Twin junior; in 
which case so infatuated was she about the 
young fellow that I believe she would have 
taken him. ' Harry Warrington, with half a 
loaf, might do very well,' says I ; ' but Harry 
Warrington with no bread, my dear I' " 



"How no bread?" asks the Baroness. 

"Well. No bread except at his brother's 
side-table." Th0 elder said as much. 

"What a hard-hearted wretch 1" cries Ma- 
dame de Bernstein. 

"Ah, bah I I play with you, aunt, cartes 
sur table! Mr. George only did what every 
body else would do ; and we have no right to 
be angry with him, really, we haven't. Molly 
herself acknowledged as much, after her first 
burst of grief was over, and I brought her to 
listen to reason. The silly old creature I to be 
so wild about a young lad at her time of life I" 

"Twas a real passion, I almost do believe," 
said Madame de Bernstein. 

"You should have heard her take leave of 
him 1 (Tetadt touchantf ma parole (thormeur ! I 
cried. Before George, I could not help myself. 
The young fellow, with muddy stockings and 
his hair about his eyes, flings himself among us 
when we were at dinner; makes his offer to 
Molly in a very frank and* noble manner, and 
in good language, too ; and she replies. Begad 
it put me in mind of Mrs. Woffington in the 
new Scotch play that Lord Bute's man has 
wrote— 7Douglas — what d'ye call it ? She clings 
round th^ lad; she bids him adieu in heart- 
rending accents. .She steps out of the room in 
a stately despair — no more chocolate, thank 
you. If she had made a mauvais pas no one 
could retire from it with more dignity. 'Twas 
a masterly retreat after a defeat. We were 
starved out of our position, but we retired with 
all the honors of war." 

"Molly won't die of the disappointment!" 
said my lord's aunt, sipping her cup. 

My lord snarled a grin, and showed his yel- 
low teeth. "He, he!" he said, "she hath 
once or twice before had the malady very se- 
verely, and recovered perfectly.- It don't kill, 
as your ladyship knows, at Molly's age." 

How should her ladyship know? She did 
not marry Doctor Tusher until she was ad- 
vanced in life. She did not become Madame 
de Bernstein until still later. Old Dido, a poet re- 
marks, was not ignorantof misfortune, and henee 
learned to have compassion on the wretched. 

People in the little world, as I have been 
told, quarrel and fight, and go on abusing each 
other, and are not reconciled for ever so long. 
But people in the great world are surely wiser 
in their generation. They have differences; 
t(iey cease seeing each other. They make it 
up and come together again, and no questions 
are asked. A stray prodigal, or a stray puppy- 
dog is thns brought in under the benefit of an 
amnesty, though you know he has been away in 
ugly company. For six months past, ever since 
the Castlewoods and Madame de Bernstein had 
been battling for possession of poor Harry War- 
rington, these two branches of the Esmond 
family had remained apart. Now, the question 
being settled, they were firee to meet again, as 
though no difference ever had separated them ; 
and Madame de Bernstein drove in her great 
coach to Lady Castlewood's rout, and the £s- 
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mond ladies appeared smiling' at Madame de 
fierastein*8 drums, and loved each other just as 
much as they previously had done. 

*'So, Sir, I hear you have acted like a hard- 
hearted monster about your poor brother Har- 
ry!" says the Baroness, delighted, and mena- 
cing George with her stick. 

'*! acted but upon your ladyship's hint, 
and desired to see whether it was for himself 
or his reputed money that his kinsfolk want- 
ed to have him," replies George, turning rather 
red. 

''Nay, Maria could not marry a poor fellow 
who was utterly penniless, and whose elder 
brother said he would give him nothing T* 

** I did it for the best, madam," say^ George, 
still blushing. 

''And so thou didst, O thou hypocrite!" 
cries the old lady. 

" Hypocrite, madam ! and why ?'* asks Mr. 
Warrington, drawing himself up in much state. 

"I know all, my infant!" says the Baroness 
in French. "Thon art very like thy grand- 
father. Come, that I embrace thee ! Harry has 
told me all, and that thou hast diyided thy 
little patrimony with him !** ^ 

" It was but natural, madam. We have had 
common hearts and purses since we were bom. 
I but feigned hard-heartedness in order to try 
those people yonder," says George, with filling 
eyes. 

"And thou wilt divide Virginia with him, 
too?" asks the Bernstein. 

"I don't say so. It were not just," replied 
Mr. Warrington. "The land must go to the 
eldest bopi, and Harry would not have it other- 
wise : and it may be I shall die, or my mother 
outlive the pair of us. But half of what is 
mine is his : and he, it must be remembered, 
only was extravagant because he was mistaken 
as to his position.*' 

"But it is a knight of old, it is a Bayard, it 
is the grandfather come to life !" cried Madame 
de Bernstein to her attendant, as she was retir- 
ing for the night. And that evening, when 
the lads left her,' it was to poor Harry she gave 
the two fingers, and to George the rouged 
cheek, who blushed for his part, almost as deep 
as that often-dyed rose, at such a mark of his 
old kinswoman's favor. 

Although Harry Warrington was the least 
envious of men, and did honor to his brother as 
in all respects his chief, guide, and superior, 
yet no wonder a certain feeling of humiliation 
and disappointment oppressed the young man 
after his deposition from his eminence as Fortu- 
nate Youth and heir to boundless Virginian 
territories. Our friends at Kensington might 
promise and vow that they would love him all 
the better after his fall ; Harry tnade a low 
bow and professed himralf very thankful; but 
he could not help perceiving, when he went 
with his brother to the state entertainment with 
which my Lord Castlewood regaled his new- 
found kinsman, that George was all in all to 
his cousins : had all the talk, compliments, and 



peiits Boins for himself, while of Harry no one 
took any notice save poor Maria, who followed 
him with wistful looks, pursued him with eyes 
conveying dismal reproaches, and, as it were, 
blamed him because she had left him. " Ah !" 
the eyes seemed to say, "'tis mighty well of 
yon, Harry, to have accepted the freedom which ' 
I gave you ; but I had no intention. Sir, that 
you should be so pleased at being let off." She 
gave him up, but yet she did not quite forgive 
him for taking her at her word. She would 
not have him, and yet she would. Oh, my 
young friends, how delightful is the beginning 
of a love-business, and how undignified, some- 
times, the end ! 'What a romantic vista is be- 
fore young Damon and young Phillis (or mid- 
dle-aged ditto ditto) when, their artless loves 
made known to each other, they twine their 
arms round each other's waists and suri'ey that 
charming payn du tendre which lies at their 
feet! Into that country, so linked together, 
they will wander from now until extreme old 
age. There may be rocks and roaring rivers, 
but will not Damon's strong true love enable 
him to carry Sweet-heart over them? There may 
be dragons and dangers in the path, but shall not 
his courageous sword cut them down? Then 
at eve, how they will rest cuddled together, like 
two pretty babes in the wood, the moss their 
conch, the stars their canopy, their. arms tlieir 
mutual pillows ! This is the wise plan young 
folks make when they set out on the love-jour- 
ney ; and — oh me ! — they have not got a mile 
when th^y come to a great wall and find they 
must walk back again. They are squabbling 
with the post-boy at Bamet (the first stage on 
the Gretna Road, I mean), and, behold, per- 
haps Strephon has not got any money, or here 
is Papa with a whacking horse-whip, who takes 
Miss back again, and locks her up crying in the 
school-room. The parting is heart-breaking; 
but, when she has married the banker and had 
eight children, and he has become, it may be, 
a prosperous barrister — it may be, a seedy raff 
who has gone twice or thrice into the Gazette — 
when, I say, in after years Strephon and Delia 
meet again, is not the meeting ridiculous? 
Nevertheless, I hope no young man will fall in 
love, having any doubt in his mind as to the 
eternity of his passion. 'TIS when a man has 
had a second or third amorous attack that he 
begins to grow doubtful ; but some women are 
romantic to the end, and, from eighteen to 
eight-and-fifty (for what I know) are always ex- 
pecting their hearts to break. In fine, when 
you have been in lore and are so no more, when 
the King of France, with twenty thousand men, 
with colors flying, music playing, and all the 
pomp of war, having marched up the hill, then 
proceeds to march down again, he and you arc 
in an absurd position. 

This is what Harry Warrington, no doubt, 
felt when he went to Kensington and encoun- 
tered the melancholy reproachful eyes of his 
cousin. Yes ! it is a foolish position to be in ; 
but it is also melancholy to look into a houfie 
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joa hare once lived in, and «ee black case- 
menu and emplineas where once sbone (he 
firei of welcome. Melanchol.y? Yes; Liut,ha! 
how bitter, how melancholy, how Bbauril to 
look Dp as jiou pass sentimental Ij bj No. 13, 
and see somebody else grinning out of window, 
luid evidently on the bent terms with the land- 
lady. I always feel hurt, even at an inn which 
I frequent, ifl see other folks' tranks and boots 
■t the doors of the rooms which were once 
mine. Usrc those booia lolled oa tbe sofa 
which once I reclined on? I kick yon Irom 
before me, you maddy, vulgar highlawsj 

So considering that bis period of occapalion 
was over, and Maria's rooms, if not given up 
to a new tenant, were, at any rate, to let, Har- 
ry did not feel very easy in bis cousin's com- 
pany, nor she possibly in his. He found ei- 
ther that he had nothing to sny to her, or that 
what she bad to say to him was ratber dull and 
commonplace, and thai the red lip of a white- 
necked pipe of Virginia was decidedly mors 
agreeable lo him now than Maria's softest ac- 
cents and most melancholy moat. When George 
went t« Kensington, then, Harry did not care 
tnifch about going, and pleaded other engage- 

At his uncle's house in Hill Street the poor 
lad was no better amused, and, indeed, was 
treated by Ilie rirlaoos people there with scarce 
any attention at all. The ladies did not acni- 
ple to deny themselves when he came ; he conlil 
scarce have believed in such insincerity after 
Ibeir caresses, their welcome, their repeated 
vows of aScction; but happening to ait with 
lbs Lamberts for an hour after he had called 
upon his aunt, be saw her ladyship's chainncn 
arrire with an empty chair, and his aunt step 
out and enter the Tebiclo, and not cren bluah 
when he made her a bow from the opposite 
uiuilow. To bo denied by his own relations — 
to have that door, which had opened to him so 
kindly, alammcd in bis face! He would not | 
hAve believed juch a ibiag possible, poor aim- . 
pie Harry said. Perhaps he thought the door- 1 . 
knocker had a tender heart, and was not made 
of brass; not more changed than the head of 
that knocker was my Lady Warrington's virtu- 
ous face when she passed her nephew. 

"My father's own brother's wifcl What 
have I done to ofFeud her? Oh, Annt Lam- 
bert, AuDt Lambert, did yon ever tee such 
colU-heartedness ?" cries ont Harry, with his 
usual impetuosity. 

^'Do K« make any difference to yon, lay 
dear Harry?" says Annt Lambert, with a side 
look at her yonngeet daughter. "The world 
may look coldly at yon, but we don't belong to 
it: so you may come to ns in safety." 

"In this house yon are diflcrent from other 
people," replies Harry. "I don't know how, 
but I' always feel qniet and happy somehow 
wben I come to yon." 
"Qiili ma nno tiTll feltdor? mnt mtgit bit M 
UpUDduin Tlti Hem qnlK potultr' 
calla out General Lambert. "Do yon know 



where 1 got these verses, Mr. Gownsman?" 
and he addresses his son from college, who it 
come to pass an Easter holiday with hie parents. 

"Too gut tbetu ont of Catullus, Sir," says 
the scholar. 

"I got them ont of no such thing, Sir. 1 
got them out of my favorite Dcmocritua Juoior 
— out of old Bnrton, who haa provided many 
indifterent scholars with learning;" and who 
and Montaigne wete favotite authors with the 
good General. 



CHAJTER LVIH. 



We have said how our Virginians, with r, 
wisdom not uncommon in youth, had chosen '.j 
adopt strong Jacobite opinions, and to profess a 
prridiglouB affection for the exiled royal family. 
The banished prince had recoguiicd Madam 
Esmond's father as Marquis of Esmond, and she 
did not choose to be rery angry with an unfor- 
tunate race, that, after all, was so willing to ac- 
knowledge the merits of her family. As for 
any little scandal about her sister, Madame do 
Bernstein, and the Old Chevalier, she tossed 
away from her with scorn the recolleiition of 
that odious circumstance, asserting, with per- 
fect troth, that the two first monerc|ia of the 
House of Hanover were quite as bad aa any 
StnoTts in regard to their domestic morality. 
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Bat the king de facto was the king, as well as' 
his Majesty de jure, De Facta had been sol- 
emnly crowned and anointed at church, and 
had likewise utterly discomfited de Jure, when 
they came to battle for the kingdom together. 
Madam*8 clear opinion was, then, that her sons 
owed it to themselves as well as the sovereign 
to appear at his royal conrt. And if his Majes- 
ty should have been minded to confer a Incra- 
tive post, or a blue or red ribbon upon either of 
them, she, for her part, would not have been in 
the least surprised. She made no doubt but 
that the King knew the Virginian Esmonds as 
well as any other members of his nobility. The 
lads were specially commanded, then, to present 
themselves at Court, and, I dare say, their mo- 
ther would have been very angry had she known 
that George took Harry's laced coat on the day 
when he went to moke his bow at Kensington. 

A hundred years ago the King's drawing- 
room was open almost every day to his nobility 
and gentry; and loyalty— especially since the 
war had begun — could gratify itself a score of 
times in a month with the august sight of the 
Sovereign. A wise avoidance of the enemy's 
ships-of-war ; a gracious acknowledgment of 
the inestimable loss the British isles would suf- 
fer by the seizure of the royal person at sea, 
cansed the monarch to forego those visits to his 
native Hanover which were so dear to his royal 
heart, and compelled him to remain, it must be 
o^vned unwillingly, among his loving Britons. 
A Hanoverian lady, however, whose virtues had 
endeared her to the prince, strove to console 
him for his enforced absence from Herrenhau- 
sen. And from the lips of the Countess of 
Walmoden (on whom the imperial beneficence 
had gracefully conferred a high title of British 
honor) the revered Defender of the Faith could 
hear the accents of his native home. 

To this beloved Sovereign Mr. Warrington 
requested his uncle, an assiduous courtier, to 
present him : and as Mr. Lambert had to go to 
Court likewise, and thank his Majesty for his 
promotion, the two gentlemen made the journey 
to Kensington together, engaging a hackney 
coach for the purpose, as my Lord Wrotham's 
carriage was now wanted by its rightful owner, 
who had returned to his house in town. They 
alighted at Kensington Palace Gate, where the 
sentries on duty knew and saluted the good 
Greneral, and hence modestly made their way 
on foot to the summer residence of the Sover- 
eign. Walking under the portico of the Pal- 
ace, they entered the gallery which leads to the 
great black marble staircase (which hath been 
so richly decorated and painted by Mr. Kent), 
arid then passed through several rooms, richly 
hung with tapestry and adorned with pictures 
and bnstos, until they came to the Kin^s great 
drawing-room, where that famous Venus by Ti- 
tian is, and, among other master-pieces, the pic- 
ture of St. Francis adoring the infant Saviour, 
performed by Sir Peter Paul Reubens; and 
here, with the rest of the visitors to the Court, 
the gentlemen waited until his Migesty issued 



from his private apartments, where he was in 
conference with certain personages who were 
called in the newspaper language of that day 
his M— j — ty*s M — n — st — rs. 

Greorge Warrington, who had never been in 
a palace before, had leisure to admire the place, 
and regard the people round him. Ho saw fine 
pictures for the first time too, and I dare say de- 
lighted in that charming piece of Sir Anthony 
Vandyke, representing King Charles the First, 
his Que'en and Family, and the noble picture 
of Esther before Ahasuerus, painted by Tintoret, 
and in which all the figures are dressed in the 
fnagnificent Venetian habit. With the contem- 
plation of these works he was so enraptured, that 
he scarce heard all the remarks of his good friend 
the Genera], who was whispering into his young 
companion's almost heedless ear the names of 
some of the personages round about them. 

"Yonder," says Mr. Lambert, "are two of 
my Lords of the Admiralty, Mr. Gilbert Elliot 
and Admiral Boscawen : your Boscawen, whoso 
fleet fired the first gun in your waters two years 
ago. That stout gentleman all belaced with 
gold is Mr. Fox, that was minister, and is now 
content to be paymaster with a great salary." 

" He carries the aitri fames on his person ; 
why, his waistcoat is a perfect Potosi !" says 
George. 

" Alieni appetene — ^how goes the text? Ho 
loves to get money and to spend it," continues 
Genera] Lambert. "Ton is my Lord Chief 
Justice Willes, talking to my Lord of Salisbury, 
Doctor Hoadley, who, if he serve his God as he 
serves his King, will be translated to some very 
high promotion in heaven. He belongs to your 
grandfather's time, and was loved by Dick Steele 
and hated by the Dean. With them is my 
Lord of London, the learned Doctor Sherlock. 
My lords of the lawn sleeves have lost half their 
honors now. I remember when I was a boy in 
my mother's hand, she nuide me go down on 
my knees to the Bishop of Rochester ; him who 
went over the water, and Itecame minister to 
somebody who shall be nameless — Perkin's Bish- 
op. That handsome fair man is Admiral Smith. 
He was president of poor Byng's court-martial, 
and strove in vain to gdt him off his penalty ; 
Tom of Ten Thousand they call him in the fleet. 
The French Embassador had him broke, when 
he was a lieutenant, for making a French man- 
of-war lower topsails to him, and the King made 
Tom a captain the next day. That tall, haugh- 
ty-looking man is my Lord George SackviUe, 
who, now I am- a major-general myself, will 
treat me somewhat better than a footman. I 
wish my stout old Blakeney were here ; ho is 
the soldier*s darling, and as kind and brave as 
yonder poker of a nobleman is brave and — I 
am your lordship's very humble servant. This 
is a young gentleman who is just from America, 
and was in Braddock's sad business two' yeara 
ago." 

" Oh, indeed !" says the poker of a nobleman. 
"I have the honor of speaking to Mr. " 

"To Major-General Lambert, at your lord- 
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8hip*8 flenrice, and who was in his Majesty's 
some time before yon entered it. That, Mr. 
Warrington, is the first commoner in EngUnd, 
Mr. Speaker Onslow. Where is your nncle? 
I shall have to present yon myself to his Majes- 
ty if Sir Miles delays much longer.*' As he 
spoke, the worthy General addressed himself 
entirely to his young friend, making no sort of 
account of his colleague, who stalked away with 
a scared look as if amazed at the other's audac- 
ity. A hundred years ago a nobleman was a 
nobleman, and expected to be admired as such. 

Sir Miles's red waistcoat appeared in sight 
presently, and many cordial greetings passed 
between him, his nephew, and General Lambert; 
for we have described how Sir Miles was the 
most affectionate of men. 80 the General had 
quitted my Lord Wrotham's house? It was 
time, as his lordship himself wished to occupy 
it? Very good; but consider what a loss for 
the neighbors I 

** We miss you, we positively miss you, my 
dear General," cries Sir Miles. " My daughters 
were in love with those lovely young ladies — 
upon my word they were, and my Lady War- 
rington and my girls were debating over an<i 
over again how they should find an opportunity 
of making the acquaintance of your charming 
family. We feel as if we were old friends al- 
ready ; indeed we do, General, if you will per- 
mit me the liberty of saying so ; and we love 
you, if I may be allowed to speak frankly, on 
account of your friendship and kindness to our 
dear nephews : though we were a little jealous, 
I own a little jealous of them, because they went 
so often to see you. Often and often have I 
said to my Lady Warrington, ' My dear, why 
don't we make acquaintance with the General ? 
Why don't we ask him and his ladies to come 
over in a family way and dine with some other 
plain country gentlefolks ?' Carry my most sin- 
cere respects to Mrs. Lambert, I pray, Sir ; and 
thank her for her goodness to these young gen- 
tlemen. My own flesh and blood. Sir; my 
dear, dear brother's boys !" He passed his hand 
across his manly eyes : he was choking almost 
with generous and affectionate emotion. ' 

While they were discoursing — ^George War- 
rington the while restraining his laughter with 
admirable gravity — the door of the King's apait- 
ments opened, and the pages entered, preceding 
his Majesty. He was followed by his burly son, 
his Royal Highness the Duke, a very corpulent 
Prince, with a coat and face of blazing scarlet : 
behind them came various gentlemen and ofii- 
cers of state, among whom George at once rec- 
ognized the famous Mr. Secretary Pitt, by his 
tall stature, his eagle eye and beak, his grave 
and majestic presence. As I see that solemn 
figure passing, even a hundred years off, I pro- 
test I feel a present awe, and a desire to taice 
my hat off. I am not frightened at George the 
Second ; nor are my eyes dazzled by the por- 
tentous appearance of his Royal Highness the 
Duke of CuUoden and Fontenoy ; but the Great 
Commoner, the terrible Cornet of Horse I His 



figure bestrides our narrow isle of a centuxy 
back like a Colossus ; and I hush as he passes 
in his gouty shoes, his thunder-bolt hand wrapped 
in flannel. Perhaps as we see him now, issuing 
with dark looks from the royal closet, angry 
scenes have been passing between him and his 
august master. He has been boring that old 
monarch for hours with prodigious long speech- 
es, full of eloquence, voluble with the noblest 
phrases upon the commonest topics; but, it 
must be confessed, utterly repulsive to the little 
shrewd old gentleman, '* at whose feet he lays 
himself," as the phrase is, and who has the 
most thorough dislike for fine hoedry and for 
fine hrost too ! The sublime minister passes 
solemnly through the crowd ; the company 
ranges itself respectfully round the wall ; and 
his Majesty walks round the circle, his royal 
son lagging a little behind, and engaging select 
individuals in conversation for his own part. 

The monarch is a little, keen, fresh-colored 
old man, with, very protruding eyes, attired in 
plain, old-fashioned snuff-colored clothes and 
brown stockings, his only ornament the blu^ 
ribbon of his Order of the Garter. He speaks 
in a German accent, but with ease, shrewdness, 
and simplicity, addressing those individuals 
whom he has a mind to notice, or passing on 
with a bow. He knew Mr. Lambert well, who 
had served under his Majesty at Dettingen, and 
with his royal son in Scotland, and he congratu- 
lated him good-humoredly on his promotion. 

*'It is not always," his Majesty was pleased 
to say, *' that we can do as we like ; but I was 
glad when, fur once, I could give myself that 
pleasure in your case, General; for my army 
contains no better officer as you." 

The veteran blushed and bowed, deeply grati- 
fied at this speech. Meanwhile the Best of 
Monarchs was looking at Sir Miles Warrington 
(whom his Majesty knew perfectly, as the eager 
recipient of all favors from all ministers) and 
at the young gentleman by his side. 

"Who is this?" the Defender of the Faith 
condescended to ask, pointing toward George 
Warrington, who stood before his sovereign in 
a respectful attitude, clad in poor Harry's best 
embroidered suit. 

With the deepest reverence Sir Miles in- 
formed his King that the young gentleman was 
his nephew, Mr. George Warrington of Virginia, 
who asked leave to pay his humble duty. 

"This, then, is the other brother?" the Ven- 
erated Prince deigned to observe. " He came 
in time, else the other brother would have spent 
all the money. My Lord Bishop of Salisbury, 
why do yon come out in this bitter weather ? 
You had much better stay at homel" and with 
this, the revered wielder of Britannia's sceptre 
passed on to other lords and gentlemen of his 
Court. Sir Miles Warrington was deeply af- 
fected at the royal condescension. He clapped 
his nephew 's hands. " God bless you, my boy !" 
he cried; **I told you that you would see the 
greatest monarch and the finest gentleman in 
the world. Is he not so, my Lord Bishop ?" 
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" That, that he \> I" cried hi» lordship, d«^ 
ing his ruRled bnnda and tnnting his fine e^es 
up to the sky; "the beat of princes aad of 

" That is Master Louis, my Lady Tarmonth'a 
favorite nephew," sajs Lambert, pointing to a 
TOnng gentleman nbo Mood viih a crowd round 
him ; and presently the Bloat Dake of Cnmher- 
Upd cama up to our little proup. 

His Roval Highness held out bis hnnd to his 
old companion in arms. " Congrstulata yon 
on jour promotion, Lambert," he said, );(x)d- 
nataredly. Sir Miles WarrinRlon's eyes were 
T«ady (o burst out of his bead with rapture. 



"I owe it. Sir, to your Boyal Highoeu's 
good offices," said the grateful General. 

" Not at all ; not at all : ought lo hare bad 
it a long time before. Always been a good 
officer ; perhaps there'll be some employment 
for yon soon^ This is the gentleman whom 
James Wolfe introduced lo me." 

"His brother, Sir." 

" Oh, the real fortunate yontb I Ton were 
with poor Ved Broddock in America — a prison- 
er, and luckv enough to escnpe. Come and lee 
me. Sir, in Pnll Mall. Bring him to my leyeo, 
Lambert;" and the broad ba<^k of (he Boyal 
Frince was turned to our friends. 
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" It is raining ! Vou came on foot, Greneral 
Lambert? Yon and George must come homo 
in my coach. You must and thall come home 
with me, I saj. By George you must! 1*11 
have no denial," cried the enthusiastic Baronet ; 
and he drove George and the General back to 
Hill Street, and presented the latter to m^ Lady 
Warrington and his darlings, Flora and Dora, 
and insisted upon their partaking of a colla- 
tion, as they must be hungry after their ride. 
"What, there is only cold mutton? Well, an 
old soldier can eat cold mutton. And a good 
glass of my Lady Warrington^s own cordial, 
prepared with her own hands, will keep the 
cold wind out. Delicious cordial! Capital 
mutton I Oar own, my dear General," says 
the hospitable Baronet, **our own from the 
country, six years old if a day. We keep a 
plain table ; but all the Warringtons since the 
Conqueror have been remarkable for their love 
of mutton ; and our meal may look a little 
scanty, and is, for we are plain people, and I 
am obliged to keep my rascals of servants on 
board-wages. Can*t give them seven-year-old 
mutton, you know.'* 

Sir Miles, in his nephew*8 presence and hear- 
ing, described to his wife and daughters George's 
reception at Court in such flattering terms that 
George hardly knew himself, or the scene at 
which he had been present^ or how to look his 
uncle in the face, or how to contradict him be- 
fore his family in the midst of the astonishing 
narrative he was relating. Lambert sat by for 
a while with open eyes. He, too, had been at 
Kensington. He had seen none of the wonders 
which Sir Miles described. 

**We are proud of yon, dear George* We 
love you, my dear nephew — we all love you, we 
are all proud of you — '* 

** Yes ; but I like Harry best," says a little 
voice. 

— * * not because you are wealthy ! Screwby, 
take Master Miles to his governor. Go, dear 
child. Not because you are blessed with great 
estates and an ancient name; but because, 
George, you have put to good use the talents 
with which Heaven has 'adorned you ; because 
you have fought and bled in your country's 
cause, in your monarch's cause, and as such are 
indeed worthy of the favor of the best of sover- 
eigns. General Lambert, yon have kindly con- 
descended to look in on a country family, and 
partake of our unpretending meal. I hope we 
may see you some day when our ho^itality is a 
little less homely. Yes, by George, General, 
you must and shall name a day when you and 
Mrs. Lambert, and yonr dear girls will dine 
with us. I'll take no refusal now, by George I 
wont !" bawls the knight. 

"You will accompany us, I trust, to my 
drawing-room ?'* says my lady, rising. 

Mr. Lambert pleaded to bo excused ; but the 
ladies on no account would let dear George go 
away. No, positively, he should not go. They 
wanted to make acquaintance with their cousin. 
They must 'hear about that dreadful battle and 



escape from the Indians. Tom Claypool came 
in and heard some of the story. Flora was list- 
ening to it with her handkerchief to her eyes, 
and little Miles had just said : 

** Why do you take your handkerchief. Flora ? 
You're not crying a bit." 

Being a man of great humor, Martin Lam- 
bert, when he went home, could not help en- 
tertaining his wife with an account of the new 
family with which he had made acquaintance. 
A certain cant word called humbug had lately 
come into vogue. Will it be believed that the 
General used it to designate the family of this 
virtuous country gentleman? He described 
the eager hospitalities of the father, the pomp- 
ous flattieries of the mother, and the daughters' 
looks of admiration ; the toughness and scarci- 
ty of the mutton and the abominable taste and 
odor of the cordial ; and we may be sure Mrs. 
Lambert contrasted Lady Warrington's recent 
behavior to poor Harry with her present conduct 
to George. 

'* Is this Miss Warrington really handsome ?" 
asks Mrs. Lambert. 

'* Yes, she is very handsome indeed, and the 
most. astounding flirt I have ever set eyes on," 
replies the General. 

"The hypocrite! I have no patience with 
such people !" cries the lady. 

To which the General, strange to say, only 
replied by the monosyllable ** Bo I" 

"Why do you say 'Bol' Martin?" asks the 
lady. 

"I say 'Bo I' to a goose, my dear," answers 
the General. 

And his wife vows she does not know what 
he means, or of what he is thinking, and the 
General says, 

"Of course not." 
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CHAPTER LIX. 



IN WHICH WE ARE TREATED TO A FLAT. 

The real business of life, I fancy, can form 
but little portion of the novelist's budget. When 
he is speaking of the profession of arms, in 
which men can show courage or the reverse, 
and in treating of which the writer naturally 
has to deal with interesting circumstances, ac- 
tions, and characters, introducing recitals of 
danger, devotedness, heroic deaths, and the like, 
the novelist may, perhaps, venture to deal with 
actual affairs of life; but, otherwise, they scarce- 
ly can enter into our stories. The main part 
of Ficulnus's life, for instance, is spent in selling 
sugar, spices, and cheese; of Causidicus's in 
poring over musty volumes of black-letter law ; 
of Sartorins's in sitting, cross-legged, on a board 
after measuring gentlemen for coats and breech- 
es. What can a story-teller say about the pro- 
fessional existence of these men ? Would a real 
rustical history of hobnails and eighteenpence a 
day be endurable? In the days whereof we 
are writing, the poets of the time chose to rep- 
resent a shepherd in pink breeches and a chintz 
waistcoat, dancing before his flocks, and playing 
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a flageolet tied np ivith a bine latin ribbon. I 
■aj, in replj lo Bome objecUons vhicb bave been 
urged by potent and Aiendlj critics, that of the 
BCtiuil affairs of life the novelist can not be ex- 
pected to treat — with the almoM single exception 
of war before named. But law, itock-brokitiK, 
polemical theology, linen-draper;, apoihecaiy- 
basineas, and the like, how can writers manage 
fully to develop these in their stories ? All au- 
thors can do is to depict men oar of their hnsiueBB 
— intheirpa9sions,IoTes,lAnghtcrs, amasements, 
hatreds, and what not— and describe these u 
well as they can, taking the bnsiness part for 
granted, and leaving it, ax it were, fbrsabaadilion. 

Thus, in talking of the present or the past 
world, I know I am only dangling about the 
theatre-lobbies, cofiee-honses, ridotlos, pleas- 
nre-haunis, lair-booths, and feuting and lid- 
dling-roomi of life ; that, meanwbile, the great 
serious past or present world ia plodding in ita 
chambers, toiling at its hnmdrnm looms, or jog- 
ging on its accastomed labors, and we are only 
seeing our characters away from their work. 
Corydon has to cart the litter and thrash the 
barley, as well as to make love lo Phyllis ; An- 
cillula has to dress and wash the nntsei?, to 
wait at breakfast and on her misses, to lake the 
children out, etc., before she can hare her brief 
sweet interriew through the area-railings with 
Boopis, the policeman. All day long have his 
heels to beat the stale pavement before he has 
the opportunity lo snatch the hasty kiss or the 
furtive cold pie. It is only at momenta, and 
away from these labors, that we can light upon 

' cbaraclor or the other; and hence, though 



most of the persons of whom we are 
writing have donbtlesa their grave 
employments and avocations, it it 
only when tbey are disengaged and 
away from their work that we can . 
bring them and the equally disen'- 
gaged reader together. 

The Macaronis and fine gentlemen 
at White's and Arthur's conlin aed to 
show poor Harry Warrington such a 
very cold shoulder that be sought 
their society less and less, and the 
Ring, and the Mall, and the gaming- 
table knew him no more. Madame 
de Bernstein was for her nephew's 
braving the indifference of the world, 
and vowed that it would be conquer- 
ed ir he wonld hot have coarage M 
face it ; bat the young man was too 
honest to wear a smiling face when 
} he was discontented, to disguise mor- 
tiBcation or anger, to parry slights 
by adroit flatteries or cunning ioipD- 
dence — as many gentlemen and gen- 
tlewomen mast and do who vrish to 
succeed in society. 

" Yon poll a long face, Harry, and 
cilmplain of the world's treatment of 
joa, "the old lady said. Fiddle-de-dee, 
Sir I Every body has to put up with ' 
impertinences ; and if you get a box 
on the ear, now yon are poor and cast down, yon 
must say nothing aboat it, bear it with a smile, 
and if yon can, revenge it ten years after. Moi 
qui t^ouc park, Sir 1~-do yon suppose 1 have bad 
no humble pie to eat? All of us in oar turn 
are called npon to swallow it; and, now yon 
are no longer the Fortunate Youth, be the Clev- 
er Youth, and win back the place yon have lost 
by your ill luck. Go about more than ever. 
Go to all the roots and parties to which yon ere 
asked, and to more still. Bo civil to every body 
— to all women especially. Only, of course, 
t^e care lo show your spirit, of which you have 
plenty. With economy, and by your brothel's, 
I must say, admirable generosity, you can still 
make a genteel Sgui«. With your handsome 
person. Sir, you can't fail to get a rich heireia. 
Tenai Too should go among the merchants 
in the City, and look out there. They won't 
know that you are out of fashion at the court- 
end of the town. With a little management, 
there is not the least reason. Sir, wbyyonshonid 
not make a good position for yoarself still. 
When did yon go to see my lady Yarmouth, 
pray? Why did yon not improve that coooec- 
lion 7 She look a great fancy to yon. I de- 
sire you will be constant at her ladyship's even- 
ings, and lose no opportunity of pajing court to 

Thos iho old woman who had loved Harrf >a 

on his first appearance in England, who had 
been so oagerfor his company, and pleased with 
his artleM conversation, was taking the side of 
the world, and turning against him. Instead 
of the unilec and kisiei with which the fickla 



THE VIRGINIANS. 



255 



old creatare used once to greet him, she receiyed 
him with coldness ; she became peevish and pat- 
ronizing ; she cast jibes and scorn at him before 
her guests, making his honest face flush with 
humiliation, and awaking the keenest pangs of 
grief and amazement in his gentle manly heart. 
Madame de Bernstein's servants, who used to 
treat him with such eager respect, scarcely paid 
him now any attention. My lady was often in- 
disposed or engaged when he called on her ; her 
people did not press him to wait; did not vol- 
unteer to ask whether he would stay and dine, 
as they used in the days when he was the For- 
tunate Youth and companion of the wealthy and 
great. Harry carried his woes to Mrs. Lambert 
In a passion of sorrow he told her of his aunt's 
cruel behavior to hiuL He was stricken down 
and dismayed by the fickleness and heartless- 
ncss of the w^orld in its treatment of him. While 
the good lady and her daughters would move 
• and fro, and busy themselves with the cares 
of the house, our poor lad would sit glum in a 
window seat, heart-sick and silent : 

" I know you are the best people alive," he 
would say to the ladies, **and the kindest, and 
that I must be the dullest company in the world 
— ^yes, that I am." 

** Well, you are not very lively, Harry," says 
Miss Hetty, who began to command him, and 
perhaps to ask herself, ''What! Is this the 
gentleman whom I took to be such a hero ?" 

'* If he is unhappy why should he be lively ?" 
asks Theo, gently. *'He has a good heart, 
and is pained at his friends* desertion of him. 
Sure, there is no harm in that ?" 

I would have too much spirit to show I was 
hurt, though," cries Hetty, clenching her little 
fists. ''And I would smile, though that horri- 
ble old painted woman boxed my ears. She is 
horrible. Mamma. You think so yourself, Theo I 
Own, now, you think so yourself I You said 
so last night, and acted her coming in on her 
crutch, and grinning round to the company." 

" I mayn't like her," says Theo, turning very 
red. " But there is no reason why I should 
call Harry's aunt names before Harry's face." 

"You provoking thing, you are always right!" 
cries Hetty ; " and that's what makes me so an- 
gry. Indeed, Harry, it was very wrong of me 
to make rude remarks about any of your rela- 
tions.'* 

" I don't care about the others, Hetty ; but it 
seems hard that this one should turn upon me. 
I had got to be veiy fond of her ; and, yon see, 
it makes me mad, somehow, when people I'm 
yeiy fond of turn away from me, or act unkind 
tome." 

" Suppose George were to do so?" asks Het- 
ty. You see it was George and Hetty, and 
Theo and Harry, among them now. 

"You are very clever and very lively, and 
yon may suppose a number of things ; bnt not 
that, Hetty, if you please," cried Harry, stand- 
ing up, and looking very resolute and angry. 
" You don't know my brother as I know him — 
or yon wouldn't take — such a — ^liberty as to sup- 



pose — ^my brother, Gieorge, could do any thing 
unkind or unworthy !" Mr. Harry was quite in 
a flush as he spoke. 

Hetty turned very white ; then she looked up 
at Harry, and then she did not say a single 
word. 

Then Hany said, in his simple way, before 
taking leave, " I'm very sorry, and I beg your 
pardon, Hetty, if I said any thing rough, or that 
seemed unkind ; but I always fight up if any 
body says any thing against George." 

Hetty did not answer a word out of her pale 
lips, but gave him her hand, and dropped a prim 
little courtesy. 

When she and Theo were together at night, 
making curl-paper contidenoes, "Oh!" said 
Hetty, " I thought it would be so happy to see 
him every day, and was so glad when papa said 
we were to stay in London I And now I do see 
him, yon see, I go on offending him. I can't 
help offending him ; and I know he is not clev- 
er, Theo. But oh ! isn't he good, and kind, and 
brave ? Didn't he look handsome when he waa 
angry ?" 

" You silly little thing, yon are always trying 
to make him look handsome," Theo replied. 

It was Theo and Hetty, and Harry and 
George, amt>ng these young people, then ; and 
I dare say the reason why General Lambert 
chose to apply the monosyllable Bo to the mo- 
ther of his daughters was as a rebuke to that 
good woman for the inveterate love of senti- 
ment and propensity to match-making which 
belonged«to her (and every other woman in the 
world whose heart is ivorth a fig) ; and as a 
hint that Madam Lambert was a goose if she 
fancied the two Yirginiaii lads were going tq 
fall in love with the young women of the Lam- 
bert house. Little Het might have her fancy — 
little girls will — but they get it over ; and you 
know, Molly (which dear, soft-hearted Mrs. 
Lambert could not deny), yon fancied some- 
body else before you fancied me," says the Gen- 
eral ; bnt Harry had evidently not been smitten 
by Hetty; and, now he was superseded, as it 
were, by having an elder brother over him, and 
could not even call the coat upon his back his 
own. Master Harry was no great catch. 

" Oh yes ; now he is poor we wiU show him 
the door, as all the rest of the world does, I 
suppose," says Mrs. Lambert. 

" That is what I always do— isn't it, Molly? 
— turn my back on my friends in distress ?" asks 
the Greneral 

' ' No, my dear I I am a goose, now, and that 
I own, Martin!" says the wife, having recourse 
to the usual pocket-handkerchief. 

" Let the poor boy come to us, and welcome : 
ours is almost the only house in this selfish place 
where so much can be said for him. He is un- 
happy, and to be with us puts him at ease : in 
God's name let him be with ns I" says the kind- 
hearted officer. Accordingly, whenever poor, 
crest-fallen Hal wanted a dinner, or an even- 
ing's entertainment, Mr. Lambert's table had a 
corner for him. So was George welcome, too* 
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He went among the Lamberts, not at first with 
the cordiality .which Harry felt for these people, 
and inspired among them ; for George was cold- 
er in his manner, and more mistrustful of him- 
self and others, than his twin-brother ; but there 
was a goodness and friendliness about the fam- 
ily which touched almost all people- who came 
into frequent contact with them; and George 
soon learned to love them for their own sake, 
as well as for their constant regard and kind- 
ness to his brother. He could not but see and 
own how sad Harry was, and pity his brother's 
depression. In his sarcastic way George would 
often take himself to task before his brother for 
coming to life again, and say, '* Dear Hany, I 
am George the Unlucky, though yon hare ceased 
to be Harry the Fortunate. Florae would have 
done much better not to pass his sword through 
that Indian's body, and to have left my scalp as 
an ornament for the fellow's belt. I say he 
would. Sir ! At White's the people would hare 
respected you. Our mother would hare wept 
OTer me as a defunct angel, instead of being 
angry with me for again supplanting her favor- 
ite — ^you are her favorite ; you deserve to be her 
favorite : every body's favorite : only, if I had 
not come back, your favorite, Maria, would have 
insisted on marrying you ; and thai is how the 
gods would have revenged themselves upon yon 
for your prosperity." 

** I never know whether you are laughing at 
me or yourself, George," says the brother. '* I 
never know whether you are serious or jest- 
ing." 

" Precisely my own case, Harry, my dear!" 
says George. ' 

**But this I know; that there never was a 
better brother in all the world ; and never bet- 
ter people than the Lamberts." 

** Never was truer word said I" cries George, 
taking his brother's hand. 

" And if I'm unhappy, 'tis not your fault — 
not their fault — nor perhaps mine, George," 
continues the younger. *' 'Tis fate, you see ; 
'tis the having nothing to do. I must work ; 
and how, George ? — ^that is the question." 

"We will see what our mother says. We 
must wait till we hear from her," says George. 

'* I say, George ! Do you know, I don't think 
I should much like going back to Virginia ?" 
says Harry, in a low, alarmed voice. 

* * What ! in love with one of the lasses here ?" 

'^Love 'em like sisters — with all my heart, 
of course, dearest, best girls ! but, having come 
out of that business, thanks to you, I don't want 
to go back, you know. No ! no ! It is not for 
that I fancy staying in Europe better than going 
iiome. But, you see, I don't fancy hunting, 
duck-shooting, tobacco-planting, whist-playing, 
:ind going to sermon, over and over and over 
again, for all my life, George. And what else 
is there to do. at home? What on earth is 
there for me to do at all, I say ? That's what 
makes me miserable. It would not matter for 
yon to be a younger son ; you are so clever you 
would make your way any where; but for a 



poor fellow like roe, what chance is there? 
Until I do something, Geoi^e, I shall be miser- 
able, that's what I shall!" 

" Have I not always said so ? Art thoa not 
coming round to my opinion?" 

•* WhAt opinion, George? You know pretty 
much whatever yon think, I think, Geoige!" 
says the dutiful junior. 

"That Florae had best have left the Indian 
to take my scalp, my 'dear I" 

At which Harry bursts away with an angri* 
exclamation ; and. they continue to puff their ' 
pipes in friendly union. 

They Uved together, each going his own gait; 
and not much intercourse, save that of affec- 
tion, was carried on between them. Harrv 
never would venture to meddle with Geoi^'s 
books, and would sit as dumb as a mouse at the 
lodgings while his brother was studying. They 
removed presently from the court-end of the 
town, Madame Bernstein pishing and pshaij^ing 
at their change of residence. But George took 
a great fancy to frequenting Sir Hans Sloane's 
new reading-room and museum, just set up in 
Montagne House, and he took cheerful lodgings 
in Southampton How, Bloomsbnry, looking over 
the delightful fields toward Hampstead, at the 
back of the Duke of Bedford's gardens. And 
Lord Wrotham's family coming to May Fair, 
and Mr. Lambert, having business which de- 
tained him in London, had to change his house 
too, and engaged furnished apartments in Soho, 
not very far off from the dwelling of our younf? 
men ; and it was, as we have said, with the Lam- 
berts that Harry, night after night, took refuge. 

George was with them often, too; and, as 
the acquaintance ripened, he ft^quented their 
house with increasing assiduity, finding their 
company more to his taste than that of Aunt 
Bernstein's polite circle of gamblers, than Sir 
Miles Warrington's port and mutton, or the 
daily noise and clatter of the coffee-houses. 
And as he and the Lambert ladies were alike 
strangers in London, they partook of its pleas- 
ures together, and, no doubt, went to Vauxhall 
and Ranelagh, to Mar}'bone Gardens, and the 
play, and the Tower, and wherever else there 
was honest amusement to be had in those days. 
Martin Lambert loved that his children should 
have all the innocent pleasure which he conld 
procure for them, and Mr. George, who was of 
a most generous, open-handed disposition, liked 
to treat his friends likewise, especially those who 
had been so admirably kind to his brother. 

With all the passion of his heart Mr. War- 
rington loved a play. He had- never enjoyed 
this amusement in Virginia, and only once or 
twice at Quebec, when he visited Canada ; and 
when he came to London, where the two houses 
were in their full glory, I believe he thought he 
never could have enough of the delightful en- 
tertainment. Any thing he liked himself he 
naturally wished to share among his compan- 
ions. No wonder that he was eager to take his 
friends to the theatre, and we may be sure our 
young country folks were not unwilling. Shall 



THE VIRGINIANS. 



257 



it be Dniry Lane or CoTent Garden, ladies? 
There was Garrick and Shakspeare at Dmry 
Lane. Well, will it be believed, the ladies 
wanted to hear the famons new author whose 
piece was being played at Covent Garden ? 

At this time a star of genius had arisen, and 
was blazing with quite a dazzling brilliancy. 
The great Mr. John Home, of Scotland, had 
produced a tragedy, than which,, since the days 
of the ancients, there had been nothing more 
classic and elegaft. What had Mr. Garrick 
meant by refusing such a master-piece for his 
theatre ? Say what yon will about Shakspeare ; 
in the works of that undoubted great poet (who 
had begun to grow vastly more popular in En- 
gland since Monsieur Voltaire attacked him), 
there were many barbarisms that could not but 
shock a polite auditory; whereas Mr. Home, 
the modem author, knew how to be refined in 
the very midst of grief and passion ; to repre- 
sent death, not merely as awful, but graceful 
and pathetic ; and never condescended to de- 
grade the majesty of the Tragic Muse by the 
ludicrous apposition of buffoonery and familiar 
punning, such as the elder playwright certainly 
had resort to. Besides, Mr. Homers perform- 
ance Iiad been admired in quarters so high, and 
by personages whose taste was known to be as 
elevated as their rank, that all Britons could 
not but join in the plaudits for which august 
hands had given the signal. Such, it was said, 
was the opinion of the very best company, in 
the coffee-houses, and among the wits about 
town. Why, the famous Mr. Gray, of Cam- 
bridge, said there had not been for a hundred 
years any dramatic dialogue of such a true style ; 
and as for the poet^s native, capital of Edin- 
burgh, where the piece was first brought out, it 
was even said that the triumphant Scots called 
out from the pit (in their dialect), '* Whereas 
Wully Shakspeare noo?" • 

**I should like to see the man who could 
beat Willy Shakspeare,** says the General, 
laughing. 

"Mere national prejudice,** says Mr. War^ 
rington. 

** Beat Shakspeare, indeed !** cries Mrs. Lam- 
bert. 

" Pooh, pooh I you have cried more over Mr. 
Sam Kichardson than ever you did over Mr. 
Shakspeare, Molly !** remarks the General. '*! 
think few women love to read Shakspeare : they 
say they love it, but they don*t.** 

**0b, papal** cry three ladies, throwing up 
three pair of hands. 

"Well, then, why do you all three prefer 
'Douglas?* And you boys, who are such To- 
ries, will you go see a play which is wrote by 
a Whig Scotchman, who was actually made 
prisoner at Falkirk?** 

^^ Relictd non bene parmuleiy^* says Mr. Jack 
the scholar. 

'* Nay ; it was reUctd bene parmuld^ ** cried the 
General. '*It was the Highlanders who flung 
their targes down, and made fierce work among 
ns red coats. If they had fought all their fields 
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as well as that, and young Perkin had not turn- 
ed back from Derby — '* 

"I know which side would be rebels, and 
who would be called the Young Pretender,'* in- 
terposed George. 

" Hush I you must please to remember my 
cloth, Mr. Warrington,** said the General, with 
some gravity; ''and that the cockade I wear^ 
is a black, not a white one I Well, if you will 
not love Mr. Home for his politics, there is, I 
think, another reason, George, why you should 
like him.*' 

" I may have Toiy fancies, Mr. Lambert ; but 
I think I know how to love and honor a good 
Whig,'* said George, with a bow to the General : 
'*and why should I like this Mr. Home, Sir?** 

*< Because, being a Presbyterian cleigyman, 
he has committed the heinous crime of writing 
a play, and his brother parsons have barked out 
an excommunication at him. They took the 
poor fellow's means of livelihood away from 
him for his performance; and he would have 
starved, but that the young Pretender on otir 
side of the water has given him a pension.** 

" If he has been persecuted by the parsons 
there is hope for him," says Greorge, smiling. 
''And henceforth I declare myself ready to 
hear his sermons.*' 

"Mrs. Wofiington is divine in it, though not 
generally famons in tragedy. Barry is draw- 
ing tears from all eyes ; and Garrick is wild at 
having refused the piece. Girls, you must 
bring each a half dozen handkerchiefs I As for 
Mamma, I can not trust her ; and she positive- 
ly must be left at home." 

But Mamma persisted she would go ; and, if 
need were to weep, she would sit and cry her 
eyes out in a comer. They all went to Covent 
Garden, then ; the most of the party duly pre* 
pared to see one of the master-pieces of the age 
and drama. Could they not all speak long 
pages of Congreve? had they not wept and 
kindled over Otway and Bowe? Oh ye past 
literary glories, that were to be etemal, how 
long have you been dead ? Who knows much 
more now than where your graves are ? Poor, 
neglected Muse of the by-gone theatre ! She 
pipes for us, and we will not dance ; she tears 
her hair, and we will not weep. And the Im- 
mortals of our time, how soon shall they be 
dead and buried, think you ? How many will 
survive ? How long shall it be ere Nox et Do- 
mns Plutonia shall overtake them? 

So away went the pleased party to Covent 
Garden to see the tragedy of the immortal John 
Home. The ladies and the Greneral were con- 
veyed in a glass coach, and found the young 
men in waiting to receive them at the theatre 
door. Hence they elbowed their way through 
a crowd of torch-boys, and a whole regiment of 
footmen. Little Hetty fell to Harry's arm in 
this expedition, and the blushing MissTheo was 
handed to the box by Mr. George. Gumbo had 
kept the places until his masters arrived, when 
he retired, with many bows,, to take his own 
seat in the footman's gallery. They had good 
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places in a front box, and ihere was luckily a 
pillar behind which Mamma could weep in com- 
fort. And opposite them they had the honor to 
see the august hope of the empire, his Koyal 
Highness George Prince of Wales, with the 
Princess Dowager his mother, whom the people 
greeted with loyal, but not Tcry enthusiastic, 
plaudits. That handsome man standing behind 
his Boyal Highness was my Lord Bute, the 
Princess Groom of the Stole, the patron of the 
poet whose performance they had come to see, 
and over whose work the Boyal party had al- 
ready wept more than once. 

How can we help it if, during the course of 
the performance, Mr. Lambert would make his 
jokes, and mar ^e solemnity of the scene ? At 
first, as the reader of the tragedy well knows, 
the characters are occupied in making a num- 
ber of explanations. Lady Randolph explains 
how it is that she is so melancholy. Married 
to Lord Randolph somewhat late in life, she 
owns, and his lordship perceives, that a dead 
loTer yet occupies all her heart ; and her hus- 
band is fain to put up with this dismal, second- 
hand regard, which is all that my lady can bo- 
stow. Hence, an invasion of Scotland by the 
Danes is rather a cause of excitement than dis- 
gust to my lord, who rushes to meet the foe, and 
forget the dreariness of his domestic circum- 
stances. Welcome Vikings and Norsemen! 
Blow, northern blasts, the invaders* keels to 
Scotland's shore ! Randolph and other heroes 
will be on the beach to give the foeme n a weU 
come I His lordship has no sooner disappear- 
ed behind the trees of the forest but Lady Ran-^ 
dolph begins to explain to her confidante the 
circumstances of her early life. The fact was, 
she had made a private marriage, and what- 
would the confidante say if, in early youth, she. 
Lady Randolph, had lost a husband ? In the 
cold bosom of the earth was lodged the husband 
of her youth ; and in some cavern of the ocean 
lies her child and his I 

Up^to this the (jreneral behaved with as great 
gravity as any of his young companions to the 
play ; but when Lady Randolph proceeded to 
say, ''Alas! Hereditary evil was the cause of 
my misfortunes !** he nudged George Warring- 
ton, and looked to droll that the young man 
bnrst out laughing. 

The magic of the scene was destroyed after 
that. These two gentlemen went on cracking 
jokes during the whole of the subsequent per- 
formance, to their own amusement, but the in- 
dignation of their company, and perhaps of the 
people in the adjacent boxes. Young Douglas, 
in those days, used to wear a white satin ''shape** 
slashed at the legs and body, and when Mr. 
Barry appeared in this droll costume, the Gen- 
eral vowed it was the exact dress of the High- 
landers in the late war. The Chevalier's Guard, 
he declared, had all white satin slashed breeches, 
and red boots — "only they left them at home, 
my dear," adds this wag. Not one pennyworth 
of sublimity would he or George allow hence- 
forth to Mr. Home's performance. As for Har- 



17, he sat in very deep meditation over the scene ; 
and when Mrs. Lambert ofifered him a penny 
for his thoughts, he said, "That he thought 
Young Norval, Douglas, What-d'ye-call-'em, the 
fellow in white satin — ^who looked as old as his 
mother— was veiy lucky to be able to distin- 
guish himself so soon. I wish I could get a 
chance. Aunt Lambert,** says he, drumming on 
his hat; on which Mamma sighed, and Theo, 
smiling, said, " We must wait, and perhaps the 
Danes will land.** 

" How do yon mean?** asks simple Hany. 

* ' Oh I the Danes always land, potar qui spent at* 
tendre!*' says kind Theo, who had hold of her sis- 
ter's little hand, and, I dare say, felt its pressure. 

She did not behave unkindly — that was not 
in Miss Theo's nature — ^bnt somewhat coldly to 
Mr. George, on whom she turned « her back, ad- 
dressing remarks, from time to time, to Hany. 
In spite of the gentlemen's scorn, the women 
chose to be aflected. A mother and son, meet- 
ing in love and parting in tears, will always 
awaken emotion in female hearts. 

" Look, Papa ! there is an answer to all your 
jokes!" says Theo, pointing toward the stage. 

At a part of the dialogue between Lady Ran- 
dolph and her son, one of the grenadiers on 
guard on each side of the stage, as the custom 
of those days was, could not restrain his tears, 
and was visibly weeping before the side box. 

"You are right, my dear,** says Papa. 

"Didn*t I tell you she always is ?'* interposes 
Hetty. 

" Yonder sentiy is a better critic than we are, 
and a touch of nature masters us all." 

" Tamen ttsque reaarrit /" cries the young stu- 
dent from college. 

Geoige felt abashed somehow, and interested 
too. He had been sneering, and Theo sympa- 
thising. Her kindness was better — nay, wiser 
— than his skeptieism, perhaps. Nevertheless, 
when, tit the beginning of the fifth act of the 
play, young Douglas, drawing his sword and 
looking up at the gallery, bawled ou^-^ 

Ye glortoni itanl bigh hemven*i resplendent boitt 
To whom I oft have of my lot complained. 
Hear and record my tool's nnaltend widi: 
Living or dead, let me but be renowned I 
May Heaven inspire some fierce gigantic Dans 
To give a bold defiance to our hostl 
Before he speaks it out, I will accept, 
Like Doaglas oonqoer, or like Dong^ diet 

The gods, to whom Mr. Bany appealed, sa- 
luted this heroic wish with immense applause, 
and the General clapped his j hands prodigious- 
ly. His daughter was rather disconcerted. 

"This Douglas is not only brave, but he is 
modest !'* says Papa. 

"I own I think he need not have asked for 
a gigantic Dane," says Theo, smiling, as Lady 
Randolph entered in the midst of the gallery- 
thunder. 

When the applause had subsided. Lady Ran- 
dolph is made to say — 

Hy son, I heard a rolee I 

" I think she did hear a voice I" cries Papa. 
"Why, the fellow was bellowing like a bull of 
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BuhaQ." And the Glenenil ironld scarcely be- 
have bimaelf fVom beneefoitb to the end of Ihe 
performance. Hs said he vu heartil; glad 
that the jonng gentleman was pat ut de&th be- 
hind the uenes. When Ladj Randolph's friend 
described how ber mistress had " flown like 
lightning np the hill, and plunged herself into 
the empty air," Mr. Lambert said he was de- 
lighted to be rid of her. "And as for that 
■lory of her earlf marriage," saji he, " I have 
mj rutj wrongert donbts about ii." 

"Nonsense, Martini Ixiok, children] Their 
Bojal Uigbnassea are moving." 

The tragedy over, the Frincosa Dowager and 
the Prince were, in fact, retiring; tbongb, J 
dare say, the latter, who was always fond of a 
farce, would have been hi better pleased with 
that which followed than he had been with Ur. 
Home's dreary tragic master-piece. 



CHAPTER LX." 

VmCH TBBATS OF KAOBETH, A BOFVeB, AXD A 
PRETTY KSTTLB OF FISHi 

Whbm the performances were concluded, our 
friends took coach for Mr. Warrington's lodg- 
ing, where the Virginiaiii had provided an ele- 
gant snpper. Mr. Warrington wa« eager to 
treat them in the handsomest manner, and the 
General and his wife accepted the inritation 
of the two bachelors, pleased to think that they 
could giTB their young friends pleasure. Gen- 
eral and Mrs. Lambert, their sou from college, 
their two blooming danghtere, and Mr. Spencer 
of the Temple, a new friend whom George bad 
met at the coBefl-bouie, formed the party, and 
partook with cheerfalness of the landlady's fare. 
The order of their sitting I have not been able 
exactly U> aHcertain ; but, somehow, Miss Theo 
had a place next to the chickens and Mr. George 
Warrington, while Miss Hetty and a ham di- 
Tided the Btt«n^ns of Mr, Haiiy. Mr. Latn- 



bert miHt hare been on George's right hand, so 
that we have but to settle the three places of the 
General, his son, and the Templar. 

Mr. Spencer bod been at the other theatre, 
where, on a fbrmer day, he had actually intro- 
duced George to the green-room. Tbe con- 
versation about the play was reinmed, and some 
of the party persisted in being delighted vrith it. 

" Ab for what onr gentlemen say. Sir," cries 
Mrs. Lambert to Mr. Spencer, "you must not 
believe a word of it, "Tis a deligbtfol piece, 
and my husband and Mr. George behaved at ill 
as possible." 

" We laughed in the wrong place, and when 
we ought to have cried," the General owned; 
"that's the tmth." 

"Yon caused all the people in tbe boxes 
about us to look round and cry, ' Hash !' You 
made the pit-folks say, ' Silence in the boxes, 
yonder!' Such behavior I never knew, and 
qaiie blushed for yon, Mr. Lambert ! " 

" Mamma thought it was a tragedy, and we 
thought it was a piece of fun, " says tbe Gener- 
al. "George and I behaved perfectly well, 
didn't we, Theo?" 

"Not when I wss looking your way. Papal" 
Theo replies. At which the General asks, 
"Was there ever such a saucy baggage seen?" 

"Yon know, Sir, I didn't ipeak till I was 
bid," Theo continues, modestly. "I own I was 
very much moved by the play, and the beauty 
end acting of Mra. Woffington. I am sorry 
that the poor mother should find her child, and 
lose him. I am sony too. Papa, if 1 ongbtn't 
10 have been sorry 1" adds the young lady, with 

"Women are not so clever u men, yon 
know, Theo I" cries Hetty, ftem her end of ibe 
table, vrith a si; look at Harry. " The next 
time we go to the play, please, brother Jack, 
pinch ns when we ought to cry, or give ns a 
nudge when it is right to langh." 

"I wish we conid have had the fight," said 
General Lambert — "the fight between little 
Norval andlhe gigantic Norwegian — that would ' 
have been rare sport i and yon sbotdd write. 
Jack, and snggest it to Mr. Kcb, the managerl" 

"I have not seen that; hut I saw Slack and 
Broughton at Marybone Gardens I" says Har- 
ry,gravely; and wondered if he hadsaid som^ 
thing witty, fts all the company laughed so. 
"It wonld require no giant," he added, "to 
knock over yonder little fellow in the red boots. 
I, for one, could throw him over my shoulder." 

' ' Mr. Garriek is a little man. Bat there are 
times when be looks a giant," says Mr: Spencer. 
"How grand he was in Macbeth, Mr, Warring- 
Ion I How awful that dagger-scene was I You 
should have seen our host, ladies 1 I present- 
ed Mr. Warrington in the Green Boom to Mr. 
Garriek and Mrs. Pritchard, and Lady Mac- 
beth did him the honor to take a pinch out of 

"Did the wife of the Thane of Cawdor 

sneeze t" asked tbe General, in an awful voice. 

" She thanked Mr. Warrington in tone* M> 
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bollow and tnfpc that he Marted back, and 
must have npaet loinB of hi5 rappee, for Mac- 
beth Meeied thrice." 

"Macbeth, Macbeth, Macbeth!" erie» the 
General, 

And the great philosopher, who naa Kanding 
bj, Mr Johnaon, laji, " Yon mnet mind, DaTj, 
leat thy aneeie ahoold awakeD Dancanl" who. 



b;-the-«a7, was tallying with the three witches 
ai they aat against the wall. 

"Whail Have jon been behiod the scenes 
at the pla; 7 Oh, I woald give worlds to go be- 
hind the scenea !" cries Theo. 

"And see the ropes pulled, and smell the 
tallow candles, and look at the pasteboard gold, 
and the tinsel jewels, and the painted old wo- 
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men, Theo? No. Do not look too close,** 
says the skeptical yoang host, demurely drink- 
ing a glass of hock. " You were angry with 
your P^pa and me." 

**l^y, George I" cries the girl. 

" Nay ? I say, yes ! You were angry with 
ns because we laughed when you were disposed 
to be crying. If I may speak for you, Sir, as 
well as myself," says George (with a bow to his 
guest, General Lambert), "I think we were not 
inclined to weep, like the ladies, because we 
stood behind the author's scenes of the play, as 
it were. Looking close up to the young hero, 
we saw how much of him was rant and tinsel ; 
and as for the pale, tragical mother, that her 
pallor was white chalk, and her grief her pocket- 
handkerchief. Own, now, Theo, you thought 
me very unfeeling?'* 

'* If you find it out, Sir, without my owning it, 
what is the good of my confessing ?" says Theo. 

'* Suppose I were to die," goes on.Geoi'gc, 
*'and yon saw Harry in grief, you would be 
seeing a genuine affliction, a real tragedy ; you 
would grieve too. But you wouldn't be aflfect- 
cd if you saw the undertaker in weepers and a 
black cloak!". 

** Indeed but I should. Sir 1" says Mrs. Lam- 
bert ; ''and so, I promise you, would any daugh- 
ter of mine." 

'* Perhaps we might find weepers of our own, 
Mr. Warrington," says Theo, '*in such a case." 

" Would you?" cries George, and his cheeks 
and Theo's simultaneously flushed up with red ; 
I suppose because they both saw Hetty's bright 
younir eyes watching them. 

''The eldeir writers understood but little of 
the pathetic," remarked Mr. Spencer, the Tem- 
ple wit. 

" What do you think of Sophocles and Antig- 
one ?" calls out Mr. John Lambert. 

"Faith, our wits trouble themselves little 
about him, unless an Oxford gentleman comes 
to remind us of him ! I did not mean to go 
back further, than Mr. Shakspenre, who, as you 
will all agree, does not understand the elegant 
and pathetic as well as the modems. Has he 
ever approached Belvidera, or Monimia, or Jane 
Shore ; or can you find in his comic female char- 
acters the elegance of Congreve ?" and the Tem- 
plar ofiered snuff to the right and left. 

"I think Mr. Spencer himself must have 
tried his hand ?" asks som^ one. 

" Many gentlemen of leisure have. Mr. 
Garrick, I own, has had a piece of mine, and 
returned it." 

"And I confess that I have four acts of a 
play in one of my boxes," says George. 

" I'll be bound to say it's as good as any of 
'em," whispers Harry to his neighbor. 

"Is it a tragedy or a comedy?'* asks Mrs. 
Lambert. 

"Oh, a tragedy, and two or three dreadful 
murders at least!" Geoige replies. 

" Let us play it, and let the audience look to 
their eyes ! Yet my chief humor is for a ty- 
rant," says the GreneraL 



"The tragedy, the tragedy! Go and fetch 
the tragedy this moment, Gumbo!" calls Mrs. 
Lambert to the black. Gumbo makes a low 
bow, and says "Tragedy? yes, madam." 

" I n the great cow-skin trunk. Gumbo, " George 
says, gravely. 

Gumbo bows, and says "Tes, Sir," with still 
superior gravity. 

"But my tragedy is at the bottom of I don't 
know how much linen, packages, books, and 
boots, Hetty." 

"Never mind, let us have it, and fling the 
linen out of window I" cries Miss Hetty. 

"And the great cow-skin trunk is at our 
agent's at Bristol; so Gumbo must get post- 
horses, and we can keep it up till he returns the 
day after to-morrow," says Geoiige. 

The ladies groaned a comical Oh ! and Papa, 
perhaps more seriously, said, " Let us be thank- 
ful for the escape. Let us be thinking of going 
home too. Our young gentlemen have treated 
ns nobly, and we will all drink a parting bum- 
per to Madam Esmond Wamngton, of Castle- 
wood, in Virginia. Suppose, boys, you were 
to find a tall, handsome step-father when you 
got home? Ladies as old as she have been 
known to marry before now." 

"To Madam Esmond Warrington, my old 
school-fellow!" cries Mrs. Lambert. "I shall 
write and tell her what a pretty supper her sons 
have given us; and, Mr. Greorge, I won't say 
how ill you behaved at the play!" And, with 
this last toast, the company took leave; the 
General's coach and servant, with a flambeau, 
being in waiting to carry his family home. 

After such an entertainment as that which 
Mr. Warrington had given, what could be more 
natural or proper than a visit from him to his 
guests, to inquire how they had reached home 
and rested ? Why, their coach might have taken 
the open country behind Montague House, iff the 
direction of Oxford Road, and been waylaid by 
footpads in the fields. The ladies might have 
caught cold or slept ill after the excitement of 
the tragedy. In a word,. there was no reason 
why he should make any excuse at all to him- 
self or them for visiting his kind friends ; and 
he shut his books early at the Sloane Mnseum, 
and perhaps thought, as he walked away thence, 
that he remembered very little about what he 
had been reading. 

Pray what is the meaning of this eagerness, 
this hesitation, this pshawing and shilly-shally- 
ing, these doubts, this tremor as he knocks at the 
door of Mr. Lambert's lodgings in Dean Street, 
and surveys the footman who comea to his sum- 
mons ? Does any young man read ? does any 
old one remember? does any wearied, worn, 
disappointed, pulseless heart recall the time of 
its full beat and early throbbing ? It is ever so 
many hundred years since some of ns were 
young; and we forget, bht do not all forget 
No, Madam, we remember with advantages, as 
Shakspeare's Harry promised his soldiers they 
•Bhould do if they survived Agincourt and that 
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day of St Crispin. Worn old chargers tnmed 
out to. grass, if the tmmpet soands over the 
hedge, may we not kick up our old heels and 
gallop a minnte or so about the paddock till we 
are brought up roaring? I do not care for 
clown and pantaloon now, and think the fairy 
ugly, and her yerses insufferable ; but I like to 
see children at a pantomime. I do not dance 
or eat supper any more ; but I like to watch 
Eugenie and Ftirtilla twirling round in a pretty 
waltz, or Lucinda and Ardentio pulling a crack- 
er. Bum your little fingers, children ! Blaze 
out little kindly flames from each other*8 eyes I 
And then draw close together and read the 
motto (that old namby-pamby motto, so stale 
and so new!) — ^I say, let her lips read it and 
his construe it; and so divide the sweatmeat, 
young people, and crunch it between you. I 
have no teeth. Bitter almonds and sugar dis- 
agree with me, I tell you ; but, for all that, 
shall not bonbons melt in the mouth ? 

We follow John up stairs to the General's 
apartments, and enter with Mr. Qeoiige Esmond 
Warrington, who makes a prodigious fine bow. 
There is only one lady in the room, seated near 
a window : there is not often much sunshine in 
Dean Street ; the young lady in the window is 
no special beauty, but it is spring-time, and she 
is blooming yernally. A bunch of fresh roses 
is flushing in her honest cheek. I suppose her 
eyes are violets. If we lived a hundred years 
ago, and wrote in the Gentkman^t or the Zon- 
don Mofftuntie, we should tell Mr. SylvanuB Ur- 
ban that her neck was the lily, and her shape 
the nymph's ; we should write an acrostic about 
her, and celebrate our Lambertella in an elegant 
poem, still to be read between a neat new-en- 
graved plan of the city of Prague and the King 
of Prassia's camp, and a mf^ of Maryland and 
the Delaware counties. 

Here is Miss Theo blnshing like a rose. 
What could Mamma have meant an hour since 
by insisting that she was very pale and tired, 
and had best not come out to-day with the rest 
of the party? They were gone to pay their 
compliments to my Lord Wrotham's ladies, and 
thank them for the house in their absence ; and 
Papa was at the Horse Guards. He is in great 
spirits. I believe he expects some command, 
though Mamma is in a saA tremor lest he should 
again be ordered abroad. 

'* Your brother and mine are gone to see our 
little brother -at his school at the Chartreux. 
My brothers are both to be clergymen, I think, " 
Miss Theo continues. She is assiduously hem- 
ming at some article of boyish wearing apparel 
as she talks. A hundred years ago young ladies 
were not afraid either to make shirts or to name 
them. Mind, I don't say they were the worse 
or the better for that plain stitching or plain 
speaking : and have not the least desire, my dear 
young lady, that you should make puddings or 
I should black boots. 

" So Harry has been with them ?" " He oft- 
en comes, almost eveiy day," Theo says, looking 
up in George's face. * ' Poor fellow I He likes 



us better than the fine folks, who don't care for 
him now — ^now he is no longer a fine folk him- 
self," adds the girl, smiling. *' Why have you 
not set up for the fashion, and frequented the 
chocolate-hooses and the rsce-courses, Mr. War- 
rington?"* • 

'* Has my brother got so much good out of 
his gay haunts or his grand friends that I should 
imitate him?" 

'' Yon might at least go to Sir Miles War- 
rington ; sure his arms are open to receive you I 
Her ladyship was here this morning in her chair, 
and to hear her praises of you I She declares 
you are in a certain way to preferment. She 
says his Royal Highness the Duke made much 
of yon at coart. When you are a great man 
wUl you forget us, Mr. Wanrington?" 

" Yes, when I am a great man I will, Miss 
Lambert." 

"Weill Mr. George, then—" 

" JBTr. George r 

"When Papa and Mamma are here, I sup- 
pose there need be no mistering," says Theo, 
looking out of the window, ever so little fright- 
ened. ^* And what have you been doing, Sir? 
Beading books, or writing more of your tragedy? 
Is it going to foe a tragedy to make us cry, as 
we like them, or only to frighten us, as you like 
them ?" 

*' There is plenty of killing, bnt, I fear, not 
much crying.' I have not met many women. 
I have not been very intimate with those. I 
dare say what I have written is only taken out 
of books, or parodied from poems which I have 
read and imitated like other young men. Wo- 
men do not speak to me, generally — ^I am said 
to have a sarcastic way which displeases them." 

*' Perhaps you never cared to please them?" 
inquires Miss Theo, with a blush. 

*'I displeased you last night — ^you know I 
did?" 

" Yes ; only it can*t be called displeasure, and 
afterward I thought I was wrong." 

" Did you think about me at all when I was 
away, Theo?" 

**Yes, George — that is, Mr. — ^well, George 1 
I thought you and Papa were right about the 
play ; and, as you said, that it was not real sor- 
row, only affectation, which was moving us. I 
wonder whether it is good or ill fortune to see 
so clearly ? Hetty and I agreed that we would 
be very careful for the future how we allowed 
ourselves to enjoy a tragedy. So, be careful 
when yours comes 1 What is the name of it?" 

" He is not christened. Will yon be the god- 
mother ? The name of the chief character is — " 
but at this'very moment Mamma and Miss Het- 
ty arrived from their walk — and Mamma straight- 
way began protesting that she never expected 
to see Mr. Warrington at all that day — ^that is, 
she thought he might oome — that is, it was very 
good of him to come, and the play and the sup- 
per of yesterday were all charming, except that 
Theo had a little headache this morning. 

" I dare say it is better now, Mamma," says 
Miss Hetty. 
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** Indeed, xny dear, it ne^er was of any con- 
sequence I and I told Mamma so,*' says Miss 
Theo, with a toss of her head. 

Then they fell to talking about Hany. He 
was Tery low. He must have something to do. 
He was always going to the Military Ck)ffee- 
honse, and perpetually poring over the King of 
Prussia's campaigns. It was not fair upon him 
to hid him remain in London, after his deposi- 
tion, as it were. He said nothing, but you could 
see how he regretted his previous useless life, 
and felt his present dependence, by the manner 
in which he avoided his former haunts and as- 
sociates. Passing by the guard at St James's, 
with John Lambert, he had said to brother Jack, 
" Why majm't I be a soldier, too ? I am as tall 
as yonder fellow, and can kill with a fowling- 
piece as well as any man I know. But I can't 
earn so much as sixpence a day. I have squan- 
dered my own bread, and now I am eating half 
my brother's. He is the best of brothers ; but 
so much the more shame that I should live upon 
him. Don't tell my brother, Jack X«ambert" 
^' And my boy promised he tooukbCt tell," says 
Mr. Lambert. No doubt. The girls were both 
out of the room when their mother made this 
speech to George Warrington. He, for his part, 
said he had written home to his mother — that 
half his little patrimony, the other half like- 
wise, if wanted, were at Harry's disposal, for 
purchasing a commission, or for any other 
project which might bring him occupation or 
advancement. 

<* He ha» got a good brother, that is sure. 
Let us hope for good times for him," sighs the 
lady. 

'* The Danes always come pour qui tfoit ai" 
tendre,'^ George said, in a low voice. 

" What, you heard that ? Ah I Geoige, my 

Theo is an . Ah I never mind what she 

is, George Warrington," cried the pleased mo- 
ther, with brimful eyes. ^ Bah I I am going 
to make a gaby of myself as I did at the trag^ 
edyl" 

Now Mr. George had been revolving a fine 
private scheme, which he thought might turn 
to his brother's advantage. After George's 
presentation to his Boyal Highness at Kensing- 
ton, more persons than one, his friend General 
Lambert included, had told him that the Duke 
had inquired regarding him, and had asked why 
the young man did not come to his levee. Im- 
portunity so august could not but be satisfied. 
A day was appointed between Mr. Lambert and 
his young friend, and they went to pay their 
duty to his Boyal Highness at his house in Pall 
MaU. 

When it came to George's turn to make a 
bow the Prince was especially gracious; he 
spoke to Mr. Warrington at some length about 
Braddock and the war, and was, apparently, 
pleased with the modesty and intelligence of 
the young gentleman's answers. George as- 



cribed the failure of the expedition to the panic 
and surprise, certainly, but more especially to 
the delays occasioned by the rapacity, selfish- 
ness, and unfair dealing of the people of the 
colonies toward the King's troops, who were 
come to defend them. ^ Could we have moved, 
Sir, a month sooner, the fort was certainly ours, 
and the little army had never been defeated," 
Mr. Warrington said ; in which observation his 
Boyal Highness entirely concurred. 

** I am told you saved yourself. Sir, mainly 
by your knowledge of the French language," 
the Boyal Duke then afiably observed. Mi*. 
Warrington modestly mentioned how he had 
been in the French colonies in his youth, and 
had opportunities of acquiring that tongue. 

The Prince (who had a great urbanity when 
well pleased, and the finest sense of humor) con<^ 
descended to ask who had taught Mr. Warring- 
ton the language ; and to express his opinion 
that, for the pronunciation, the French ladies 
were by far the best teachers. 

The young Virginian gentleman ^ade a low 
hew, and said it was not for him to gainsay his 
Boyal Highness ; upon which the Duke was good 
enough to say (in a jocose manner) that Mr. 
Warrington was a sly dog. 

Mr. W. fsmaining respectfidly silent, the 
Prince continued, .most kindly: <*I take the 
field immediately against the French, who, as 
you know, are threatening his Majesty's Elect- 
oral donunions. If you have a mind to make 
the campaign with me, your skill in the lan- 
guage may be useful ^ and I hope we shall be 
more fortunate than poor Braddock l" Evenr 
eye was fixed on a young man to whom so great 
a Prince ofiered so signal a favor. 

And now it was that Mr. George thought he 
would make his very cleverest speech. ** Sir," 
be said, ^* your Boyal Highness's most kind pro- 
posal does me infinite honor, but — " 

" But what, Sir 2" says the Prince, staring at 
him. 

*'But I have entered myself of tlie Temple, 
to study our laws, and to fit myself for my du- 
ties at home. If my having been wounded in 
the service of my country be any claim on your 
kindness, I would humbly ask that my brother, 
who knows the French language as well as my- 
self, and has far more strength, courage, and 
military genius, might be allowed to serve your 
Boyal Highness in the place of—" 

'* Enough, enough. Sir 1" cried out the justly 
irritated son of the Monarch. <* What I I of- 
fer you a favor, and you hand it over to your 
brother? Wait, Sir, till I ofibr you another!" 
And with this the Prince turned his hack upon 
Mr. Warrington, just as abruptly as he turned 
it on the French, a few months afterward. 

*' Oh, George 1 oh, George I Here's a pret- 
ty kettle of fish I" groaned General Lambert, 
as he and his young friend walked home to- 
gether. 
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Wb nndertUad th« nspcctfa) indignMioD of 
all l03«l Britoiu when they come to re* ~ 
Mr.. George Waningtoii'i conduct toward a gii- 
lant and gruioiia Prince, the beloved son of 
the beat of monarchs, and the Captain-Genenil 
of the Briluh army. What an iDcHimable fo- 
Tor has not the yonog man alighted I What a 
chance of promotion had he not thrown away ! 
Will Esmond, whoae langaage was always rich 
in blasphemiei, employed hia very strongest 
cnraes in speaking of his couain's hehaTior, and 
expressed his delight that the confounded yonng 
Mohock was cutting bis own throat. Consin 
Caxtlewood said tbat a savage gentleman had a 
right to scalp tiimself if he liked ; or perhaps, he 
added charitably, onr cousin Mr. Warrington 
beard enough of the war-whoop in Braddock's 
affair, and has no more stomach fbr fighting. 
Mr. Will rejoiced that the younger brother had 
gone 14 the dence, and he rejoiced to think that 
the elder was following him. The first time he 
met the fellow, Will said, be should Uke core to 
let Mr. George know what he thought of him. 

" If you intend to insult George, at least you 
bad best take care chat his brother Hanj is out 
of hearing]" cried Lady Maria — on which we 
may fancy more curses ottered by Mr. Will, with 
reffird to bis twin kinsfolk. 

"Ta, la, tal" says my lord. "No roore of 
' this squabbling 1 We can't be aU warriors in 
the family]" 

' ' I never heard your lordship laid claim to be 
one I " says Maria. 

" Never, my dear [ quite the contraiyl Will 
is onr champion, and one is quite enough in the 
house. So I dare say with the two Mohocks ; 
George it the student, and Ilarry is the fighting 



man. When yon intended to qnartel, WiH, 
what a pity it was you had not George instead 
of t'other, to your hand t" 

" Your lordship's band is famous — at picquet," 
saja Will's mother. 

"It w a pretty one I" says myjord, surveying 
his fingers, with a simper. "My Lord Heivey'a 
glove and mine were of a siie. Yes, my band, 
as you say, is more fitted for cards than for war. 
Youn, my Lady Castlewood, is pretty dexterons 
too. How I bless the day when you bestowed it 
on mj lamented father 1 " In Ibis play of sar. 
cum, as in some other games of skill, his lord- 
ship was not sorry to engage, liaving a cool head, 
and being able to beat his &mily all round. 

Madame de Bernstein, when she beard of Mr. 
Warrington's bivw, was exceedingly angry, 
stormed, and scolded her immediate bonschold ; 
and would have scolded George, but she was 
grovring old, and bad not the conrage of her 
Mrly days. Moreover, she was a little afraid 
of ter nephew, and respectful in her behavior to 
bim. " You will never make your fortune at 
Court, nepbew I " she groaned, when, soon afUr 
bis discomfitnie, the young gentleman went to 
wait npoB her. 

" It was oerer my wish, madam !" said Ur. 
George, in a very stately manner. 

"Your wish was lo help Harry? Ton might 
hereafter have been of service to yoar brother, 
had you accepted the Duke's offer. Princes do 
not love to have their fiivors refused, and I don't 
wander that bis Boyal Highness was offended." 

*' General Lambert said the same thing," 
George confessed, turning lother red; "and I 
see now that I was wrong. But yon most please 
remember that I had never seen a Court befbre, 
and I suppose I am scarce likely to shine in 

I think possibly not, my good nephew, " says 
the aunt, taking snuff. 

" And what then f " asked Geoi^. " I nev- 
er had ambition for that kind of glory, end can 
roako myself quite easy without it. When his 
lioyal Highness spoke to me— most kindly, as I 
own — my thought was, I shall make a very bad 
soldier, and my brother would be a very good 
lie has a hundred good qualities for the 
ssion, in which I am deficient; and would 
have served a commanding officer br belter than 
r could. Say the Doke is in battle, and his 
horse is shot, as my poor chief's was at borne, 
would he not be better for a beast that had conr- 
and strength to bear him any where, than 
I one that could not cany his weight ?" 
Au fait. His Royal Highness's charger 
t be a strong one, my dearl" says Ihe old 
lady. • 

" Kcpende Ilaanibalem," mutters George, 
with a shrug. " Our Hannibal weighs no tri- 
fle." 

" I don't quite follow yon. Sir, and your Ban- 
uibal," theBaroncss remarks. 

" When Mr. Wolfis and Mr. Lambert remon- 
'traled with me as you have done, madam," 
George rejoins, with a langb, " I made this some 
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defense which I am making to yon. I paid I 
offered to the Prince the best soldier in the 
family, and the two gentlemen allowed that my 
blunder at least had some excuse. Who knows 
but that they may set me right with his Royal 
Highness ? The taste I have had of battles has 
shown me how little my genius inclines that way. 
We saw the Scotch play which every body is 
talking about t'other night. And when the 
hero, young Norral, said how he longed to follow 
to the field some warlike lord, I thought to my- 
self, * how like my Harry is to him, except that 
he doth not brag.* Harry is pining now for a 
red coat, and if we don't mind, will take the 
shilling. He has the map of Germany forever 
under his eyes, and follows the King of Prussia 
every where. He is not afraid of men or gods. 
As for me, I love my books and quiet besti, and 
to read about battles in Homer or Lucan." 

*' Then what made a soldier of you at all, my 
dear ? And why did yon not send Harry with 
Mr. Braddock, instead of going yourself?" asked 
Madame de Bernstein. 

" My mother loved her younger son the best," 
said George, darkly. ' * Besides, with the enemy 
invading our country, it was my duty, as the 
head of our family, to go on the campaign. Had 
I been a Scotchman twelve years ago, I should 
have been a — " 

. ** Hush, Sir! or I shall be more angry than 
ever !" said the old lady, with a perfectly pleased 
face. 

George's explanation might thus appease Ma- 
dame de Bernstein, an old woman whose princi- 
ples, we fear, were but loose: but to the loyal 
heart of Sir Miles Warrington and his lady, the 
young man's conduct gave a severe blow indeed! 
'*! should have thought," her ladj'ship said, 
''from my sister Esmond Warrington's letter, 
that my brother's widow was a woman of good 
sense and judgment, and that she had educated 
her sons in a becoming manner. But what. Sir 
Miles, what my dear Thomas Claypool, can we 
think of an education which has resulted so lam- 
entably for both these young men ?" 

'' The elder seems to know a power of Latin, 
though, and speaks the French and the German 
too. I heard him with the Hanover Envoy, at 
the Baroness's rout, " says Mr. Claypool. ' ' The 
French he jabbered quite easy; and when he 
was at a loss for the High Dutch, he and the 
Envoy began in Latin, and talked away till all 
the room stared." 

''It is not language but principles, Thom- 
as Claypool!" exclaims the virtuous matron. 
"What must Mr. Warrington's principles be 
when he could reject an offer made him by his 
Prince? Can he speak the High Dutch? So 
much the more ought he to have accepted his 
Royal Highness's condescension, and made him- 
self useful in the campaign ! Look at our son, 
look at Miles !" 

"Hold up thy head, Miley, my boy!" says 
Papa. 

"I ^rust, Sir Miles, that as a member of the 
House of Commons, as an English gentleman, 



you will attend his Royal Highness's levee to- 
morrow, and say, if such an offer had been made 
to us for that child, we would have taken it, 
though our boy is but ten years of age." 

"Faith, Miley, thou wouldst make a good 
little drummer or fifer ! " says Papa. ' ' Shouldst 
like to be a little soldier, Miley ?" 

" Any thing. Sir, any thing ; a Warrington 
ought to be ready at any moment to have him- 
self cut in pieces for his sovereign!" cries the 
matron, pointing to the boy; who, as soon as 
he comprehended his mother's proposal, protested 
against it by a loud roar, in the midst of which 
he was removed %y Screwby. In obedience to 
the conjugal orders. Sir Miles went to his Royal 
Highness's levee the next day, and made a pro- 
test of his love and duty, which the Prince, 
deigned to accept, saying : 

"Nobody ever supposed that Sir Miles War- 
rington would ever refuse any place offered to 
hiin." 

A copnpliment gracious indeed, and repeat- 
ed every where by Lady Warrington, as show- 
ing how implicitly the august family on the 
throne could rely on the loyalty of the Warring- 
tons. 

Accordingly, when this worthy couple saw 
George, they received him with a ghastly com- 
miseration, such us our dear relatives or friends 
will sometimes extend to us when we have done 
something fatal or clumsy in life ; when we have 
come badly out of our lawsuit ; when we enter 
the room just as the company has be^n abusing 
us ; when our banker has broke ; or we for our 
sad part have had to figure in the commercial 
columns of the London Gcuette — when, in a 
word, we are guilty of some notorious fault, or 
blunder, or misfortune. Who does not know 
that face of pity ? Whose dear relations have 
not so^deplored him, not dead, but living ? Not 
yours? Then, Sir, if you have never been in 
scrapes ; if you have never sowed a handful of 
wild oats or two ; if you have always been fortu- 
nate, and good, and careful, and butter has 
never melted in your mouth, and an imprudent 
word has never come out of it ; if you have never 
sinned and repented, and been a fool and been 
sorry — then. Sir, you are a wiseacre who won't 
waste your time over an idle novel, and it is not 
de te that the fable is narrated at all. 

Not that it was just on Sir Miles's part to turn 
upon George, and be angry with his nephew for 
refusing the offer of promotion made by his Royal 
Highness, for Sir Miles himself had agreed in 
George*8 view of pursuing quite other than a 
military career, and it was in respect to this plan 
of her son's that Madam Esmond had written 
from Virginia to Sir Miles Warrington. George 
had announced to her his intention of entering 
at the Temple, and qualifying himself for the 
magisterial and civil duties which, in the course 
of nature, he would be called to fulfill; nor 
could any one applaud his resolution more cor- 
dially than his uncle Sir Miles, who introduced 
George to a lawyer of reputation, under whose 
guidance we may fancy the young gentleman 
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reading leisurely. Madam Esmond from home 
signified her approval of her son's course, folly 
agreeing with Sir Miles (to whom and his ladj 
she begged to send her grateful remembmnces) 
that the British Constitution was the envy of the 
world, and the proper object of every English 
gentleman's admiring stndy. The chief point to 
which Greorge's mother objected was the notion 
that Mr. Warrington should have to sit down in 
the Temple dinner-hail, and cut at a shoulder 
of mutton, and drink small-beer out of tin panni- 
kins, by the side of rough students who wore 
gowns like the parish-clerk. George's loyal 
younger brother shared too this repugnance. 
Any thing was good enough for Attn, 'Barry said ; 
he was a younger son, and prepared to rough it ; 
but George, in a gown, and dining in a mess 
with three nobody's sons off dirty pewter platters ! 
Harry never could relish this <oonde8oension on 
his brother's part, or fancy George in his pn^)er 
place at any except the high table; and was 
aony that a plan Madam Esmond hinted at in 
her letters was not feasible — ^viz., that an appli- 
cation should be made to the Master of the Tem- 
ple, who should be informed that Mr. George 
Warrington was a gentleman of most noble 
birth, and of great property in America, and 
ought only to sit with the very best canqKuiy in 
the Hall. Rather to Harry's discomfiture, when 
he communicated his own and his mother's ideas 
to the gentlemen's new cofiee-honse friend Mr. 
Spencer, Mr. Spencer received the proposal with 
roars of laaghter ; and I can not learn, from the 
Warrington papers, that any application was 
made to the Master of the Temple on this sub- 
ject. Besides his litenuy and historical pur- 
suits, which were those he most especially loved, 
Mr. Warrington studied the laws of his country, 
attended the courts at Wes^inster, where he 
heaH a Henley, a Pratt, a Murray, and those 
other great famous schools of eloqtfence and 
patriotism, the two Houses of Parliament. 

Gradually Mr. Warrington made acquaintance 
with some of the members of the House and the 
Bar ; who, when they came to know him, spoke 
of him as a young gentleman of good parts and 
good breeding, and in terms so generally compli- 
mentary that his good uncle's heart relented to- 
ward him, and Dora and Flora began once more 
to smile upon him. This reconciliation dated 
from the time when his Royal Highness the 
Duke, after having been defeated by the French, 
in the affair of Hastenbeck, concluded the fa- 
mous capitulation with the French which his 
Majesty George IL refused to ratify. His Roy- 
al Highness, as 'tis well known, flung up his com- 
missions after this disgrace, laid down his com- 
mander's baton — ^wMch, it must be contbssed, 
he had not wielded with much luck or dexterity 
— and never again appeared at the head of ar- 
mies or in public life. The stout warrior would 
not allow a word of complaint against his father 
and sovereign to escape his lips ; but, as he re- 
tired with his wounded honor, and as he would 
have no interest or authority more, nor any 
places to give, it maylae supposed that Sir Miles 



Wanjngton's anger against his nephew dimin- 
ished as his respect for his Royal Highness di- 
minished. 

As our two gentlemen were walking in St. 
James's Park one day with their friend Mr. 
Lambert, they met his Royal Highness in plain 
clothes, and without a star, and made profound 
bows to the Prince, who was pleased to stop and 
speak to them. 

He asked Mr. Lambert how he .liked my Lord 
Ligonier, his new chief at the Horse Guards, 
and the new duties there in which he was en- 
gaged ? And, recognizing the young men, widi 
that fidelity of memory for which his Royal race 
hath ever been remarkable, he said to Mx. War- 
rington, 

*' Tou did well. Sir, not to come with me when 
I asked you, in the spring." 

' ' I was sorry then. Sir," Mr. Warrington said, 
making a very low reverence, '* bat I am more 
sorry now." 

On which the Prince said, << Thank you. Sir," 
and, touching his hat, walked away. And the 
circumstances of this interview, and the discourse 
which passed at it, being related to Mrs. Esmond 
Warrington in a letter from her younger son, 
created so deep an impression in that lady*s 
mind that she narrated the anecdote many 
hundreds of times, until all her friends and 
acquaintances knew and, perhaps, were tired 
of it. 

Our gentlemen went through the Park, and so 
toward the Strand, where thqr had business ; and 
Mr. Lambert, pointing to the lion on the top of 
the Earl of Northumberland's house at Charing 
Cross, says, 

''Harry Warrington I your brother is like 
yonder lion!" 

'' Because he is as brave as one," says Harry. 

''Because I respect virgins!" says George, 
laughing. 

"Because yon are a stupid lion. Because 
you turn your back on the East, and absolutely 
salute the setting sun. Why, child, what earth- 
ly good can you get by being civil to a man in 
hopeless dudgeon and disgrace? Tour uncle 
will be more angry with you than ever — and so 
am I, Sir I" But Mr. Lambert was always 
laughing in his waggish way, and indeed he did 
not look the least angry. 

CHAPTER LXn. 

ARMA VIHUMQUB. 

Indeed, if Harry Warrington had a passion 
for militarypursuitB and studies, there was enough 
of war stirring in Europe, and enough talk in all 
societies which he frequented in London, to ex- 
cite and inflame him. Though our own gracious 
Prince of the House of Hanover had been beat- 
en, the Protestant Hero, the King of Prussia, 
was filling the world with his glory, and win- 
ning those astonishing victories in which I deem 
it fortunate on my own account that my poor 
Harry took no part ; for then his veracious bi- 
ographer would have had to narrate battles the 
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deso^on whereof has been nndertaken b; an- 
other pea. I am glad, I say, that Hany War- 
rington was not at Roaabacta on that famooB 
Gtmpowder F^te-day, on the 6th of NoTcmbei, 
inthejear 1757; noratthattrenieildoiiBBUiigb- 
tering-mateh of Leathen, which the Prussian 
king played a month aft^ard ; for these pro- 
digiona actions will preMntEy be narrated in oth- 
er volumes, which I and all the vorld are eager 
to behold. Wonid ;fon have this hieiory com- 
pete with yonder book ? Could my jaant;, yel- 
low park-phaeton nm connter to that grim char- 
iot of thandering wai ? Could my meek little 
Jog-trot Pegasns meet the shock of yon steed of 
foaming bit and flaming nostril? Dear, kind 
reader (with whom I lore to talk ftom time to 
time, stepping down from Che stage where our 
figures are performing, attired in the habits and 
using the parlance of pest ages) — my kind, pa- 
tient reader ! it is a mercy for both of us that 
Harry Warrington did not follow the King of 
the Borussians, as he was minded to do, for then 
I should hare bad lo describe battles which Car- 
lyle is going to paint ; and I don't wish yon 
should make odioos comparisons between me 
and that master. 

Harry Warrington not only did not join the 
King of the Bonusians, hut he pined and chafed 
at not going. He led a sulky, oaeless life, that 
is the fitct. He dangled about the military coT- 
fee-hoDses. He did not care for reading any 
thing save a newspaper. His tnm was not lit- 
erary. He eren tbon^t novels were stnpid ; 
and as for the ladies crying their eyes oat over 
Mr, Richardson, he could not imagine how thty 
could bo mored by any such nonsense. He 
nsed to hiugb in a very hearty, joily way, but a 
little late, and some time after the joko was 
over. Fray, why shotild all mntlemen have a 
literal^ turn ? And do we like some of our 



friends the worse because they never Inrned a 
conplet in their lives? Bnined, perforce idle, 
'dependent on his brother Ibr supplies, if he read 
a book filing asleep over it, with no fitting work 
for his great strong hands to do — how lucky it ia 
that he did not got into more trouble. Why, in 
the case of Achilles himself, when he was sent 
by his mamma to the court of King Whald'ye- 
csllem in order to be put out of harm's reach, 
nliBt happened lo him among a parcel of women 
with whom he was made to idle his life away ? 
And how did Pyrrhna come into the world ? A 
powerful, mettlesome yonng Achilles oaght not 
to be leading-scringed by women loo mnch ; is 
ont of hia place dawdling by distaffs or han^ng 
coffee-caps ; and when he ia not fighting, de- 
pend on it, ia likely to &I1 into much worse mis- 
chief. 

Those soft-hearted women, the two elder la- 
dies of the Lambert bmily, with whom he main- 
ly consorted, bad an untiring pity and kindness 
for Hany, snch aa women oolj-^and only a few 
of tboie — can give. If a man ia in grief, who 
cheers bim ; in trouble, who consotea him ; in 
wrath, who aoothes him ; in joy, who makes him 
doubly happy ; in prosperi^, who rejoices ; in 
disgrace, who backs bim against the world, and 
dresses with gentle unguents and warm poultices 
the rankling woonds made by the atings and ar- 
rows of ODtrageons Fortune ? Who bnt woman, 
if jon please? You who are ill and sore from 
the buffets of Fate, have you one or two of these 
sweet physicians? Betom thanks lo the gods 
that tbey have left you so much of consolation. 
What gentletoaii is not more or less a Prome- 
theus? Wbohasnot bis rock (ai,ai), his chain 
(ea, ea), and his liver in a deuce of a condition ? 
But the sea-nymphs come — the gentle, the sym- 
paibiiing; tiiey kiss our writhing feet; Uiey 
mtnsten our parched lips with their tears; they 
do their blessed best lo console os litons ; th^ 
don't tnm their backs tipon ns after our over- 

Now Theo and her mother wm full of pity 
for Harry; but Hetty's heart was rather hard 
and seemingly savage toward him. She chafed 
thatbis position was not more glorious; shewas 
angry that he was still dependent and idle. The 
whole world was in arms, and could he not carry 
a musket? It was harvest time, and handreda 
of tiioosands of reapers were out with their flash- 
ing sickles ; could he not use his, and cut down 
bis sheaf or two of glory ? 

"Why, how savage the little thing is with 
bhn I " says Papa, afW a scene in which, accord-, 
ing lo her word. Miss Hetty had been firing lit- 
tle shots into that quivering target which came 
and set itself np in Mrs. Lambert's drawing-room 
everyday. 

"Her conduct is perfectly abominablel" cries 
Hamma; " she deserves to be whijqied, and sent 
to bed." 

" Perhaps, Mother, it is because she likes him 
better than any of as do," says Theo, " and it is 
for his sake that Hetty is angry. If I were fi>nd 
of— of some one, I should like 10 be able to ad- 
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mire and respect him alwaja — to think every 
thing he did right — and my gentleman better 
than ail the gentlemen in the world!" 

" The truth is, mj dear," answers Mrs. Lam- 
bert, " that jonr lather is so much better than 
all the world, be has spoiled us. Did jon ever 
, IM aoT one la compare with him 7" 



" Vet7 few, indeed," owns Thco, with a blusfa. 

" Very few. Who is so good-lempered ?" 

" I think nobody, Mammn," Theo acknowl- 
edges. 

"Or BO brave?" 

" Why, I dare say Mr. Wolfe, or Hany, or 
Mr. George, are very brave." 



THE VIRGINIANS. 



269 



'* Or 80 learned and witty ?" 

'' I am sore Mr. George seems rery learned, 
and witty too, in his way," aa,ys Theo; *'and 
his manners are veiy fine — ^yoa own they are. 
Madame de Bernstein says they are, and she 
hath seen the world. Indeed, Mr. George has a 
lofty way with him, which I don't see in other 
people ; and, in reading books, I find he chooses 
the fine noble things always, and loves them in 
spite of all his satire. He certainly is of a satir- 
ical torn, but then he is only bitter against mean 
things and people. No gentleman hath a more 
tender heart, I am sure ; and but yesterday, after 
he had been talking so bitterly as yon said, I 
happened to look out of window, and saw him 
stop and treat a whole crowd of little children to 
apples at the stall at the comer. And the day be- 
fore yesterday, when he was coming and brought 
me the Molii^re, he stopped and gave money to a 
beggar, and how charmingly, sure, he reads the 
French ! I agree with him though about Tar- 
tuffe, though 'tis so wonderfully clever and live- 
ly, that a mere villain and hypocrite is a figure 
too mean to be made the chief of a great piece, 
lago, Mr. George said, is near as great a villain ; 
but then he is not the first character of the trage- 
dy, which is Othello, with his noble weakness. 
But what fine ladies and gentlemen Moliere rep- 
resents — so Mr. George thinks — and — but oh, I 
don't dare to repeat the verses after At'm.** 

"But you know them by heart, my dear?" 
asks Mrs. Lambert. 

And Theo replies, ''Oh yes, Mamma! I 
know them by .... Nonsense!" 

I here fiincy osculations, palpitations, an^exit 
Miss Theo, blushing like a rose. Why had she 
stopped in her sentence ? Because Mamma was 
looking at her so oddly. And why was Mamma 
looking at her so oddly'? And why had she 
looked after Mr. George, when he was going 
away, and looked for him when he was coming ? 
Ah, and why do cheeks blush, and why do roses 
bloom ? Old Time is still a-flying. Old spring 
and bud time ; old summer and bloom time ; old 
autumn and seed time ; old winter time, when 
the cracking, shivering old tree-tops are bald or 
covered with snow. 

A few minutes after George arrived Theo 
would come down stairs with a fluttering heart, 
maybe, and a sweet nosegay in her cheeks, just 
culled, as it were, fresh in his honor ; and I sup- 
pose she must have been constantly at that win- 
dow which commanded the street, and whence 
she could espy his generosity to the sweep, or his 
purchases from the apple-woman. But if it was 
Harry who knocked, she remained in her own 
apartment with her work or her books, sending 
her sister to receive the young gentleman, or her 
brothers when the elder was at home from col- 
lege, or Doctor Crusius from the Chartreux gave 
the younger leave to go home. And what good 
eyes Theo must have had — and often in the even- 
ing, too— to note the difference between Harry's 
yellow hair and George's dark locks — and be- 
tween their figures, though they were so like that 
people continually were mistaking one for the 



other brother. Now it is certain that Theo 
never mistook one or t'other ; and that Hetty, 
for her part, was not in the least excited, or rude, 
or pert, when she found the black-haireid gentle- 
man in her mother's drawing-room. 

Our friends could come when they liked to 
Mr. Lan^bert's house, and stay as long as they 
chose ; and, one day, he of the golden locks was 
sitting on a couch there, in an attitude of more 
than ordinary idleness and despondency, when 
who should come down to him but Miss Hetty ? 
I say it was a most curious thing (though the 
girls would have gone to the rack rather than 
owtf any collusion), that when Harry called, 
Hetty appeared; when George arrived, Theo 
somehow came ; and so, according to the usual 
dispensation, it was Miss Lambert, junior, who 
now arrived to entertain the younger Virginian. 

After usual ceremonies and compliments we 
may imagine that the lady says to the gentle- 
man: 

*' And pray. Sir, what makes your honor look 
so glum this morning?" 

''Ah, Hetty!" says he, ^'I have nothing else 
to do but to look glum. I remember when 
we were boys — and I a rare idle one, you may 
be sure — I would always be asking my tutor for 
a holiday, which I would pass very likely swing- 
ing on a gate, or making ducks and drakes over 
the pond, and those do-nothing days were always 
the most melancholy. What have I got to do 
now from morning till night ?" 

"Breakfast, walk — dinner, walk — ^tea, supper, 
I suppose ; and a pipe of your Virginia," says 
Miss Hetty, tossing her head. 

"I tell you what, when I went back with 
Charley to the Chartreux, t'other night, I had a 
mind to say to the master, 'Teach me, Sir. 
Here's a boy knows a deal more Latin and Greek 
at thirteen than I do, who am ten years older. 
I have nothing to do from morning till night, 
and I might as well go to my books again, and 
see if I can repair my idleness as a boy.* Why 
do you laugh, Hetty?" 

" I laugh to fancy you at the head of a class, 
and called up by the master !" cries Hetty. 

"I shouldn't be at the head of the class," 
Harry sajrs, humbly. " George might be at the 
head of any class ; but I am not a book-man, 
yon see ; and when I was young neglected my- 
self, and was very idle. We would not let our 
tutors cane us much at home ; but if we had, it 
might have done me good." 

Hetty drubbed with her little ^foot, and looked 
at the young man sitting before her — strong, idle, 
melancholy. 

" Upon my word it might do you good now !" 
she was minded to say. " What does Tom say 
about the caning at school ? Does his account 
of it set you longing for it, pray ?" she asked. 

" His account of his school," Harry answer- 
ed, simply, " makes me see that I have been idle 
when I ought to have worked, and that 1 have 
not a genius for books ; and for what am I good ? 
Only to spend my patrimony when I come abroad, 
or to lounge at coffee-houses or race-courses, or 
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to gallop behind dogs when I am at home. I 
am good for nothing, I am." 

<« What, such a great, brave, strong fellow as 
yon good for nothing?" cries Het. *'I would 
not confess as much to any woman if I were 
twice as good for nothing!" 

<* What am I to do ? I ask for leave to go 
into the army, and Madam Esmond does not 
answer me. Tis the only thing I am fit for. I 
have no money to buy. Having spent all my 
own, and so much of my brother's, I can not and 
won't ask for more. If my mother would but 
send me to the army, you know I would jump to 

gp." 

'* Eh ! A gentleman of spirit does not want 

a woman to buckle his sword on for him, or to 
clean his firelock! What was that our Papa 
told us of the young gentleman at court yester- 
day? — Sir John Armytage — " 

" Sir John Armytage ? I used to know him 
when I frequented White's and the club-houses 
— a fine, noble young gentleman, of a great es- 
tate in the North." 

'*And engaged to be married to a famous 
beauty, too— Miss Howe, my Lord Howe's sister 
— ^but thcU, I suppose, is not an obstacle to gen- 
tlemen?" 

'* An obstacle to what?" asks the gentleman. 

"An obstacle to glory!" says Miss Hetty. 
** I think no woman of spirit would say ' Stay !* 
though she adored her lover ever so much, when 
his country said *Go!' Sir John had volun- 
teered for the expedition which is preparing, and 
being at court yesterday, his Majesty asked him 
when he would be ready to gO? * To-morrow, 
please your Majesty,' replies Sir John ; and the 
King said that was a soldier's answer. My fa- 
ther himself is longing to go, though he has 
Mamma and all us brats at home. Oh dear, oh 
dear ! Why wasn't I a man myself? Both my 
brothers are for the Church ; but as for me, I 
know I should have made a famous little, sol- 
dier!" And, so speaking, this young person 
strode about the room, wearing a most courage- 
ous military aspect, and looking as bold as Joan 
of Arc. 

Harry beheld her with a tender admiration. 
"I think," says he, **I would hardly like to see 
a musket on that little shoulder, nor a wound on 
that pretty face, Hetty." 

** Wounds ! who fears wounds ?" cries the lit- 
tle maid. ** Muskets ? If I could carry one, I 
would use it. You men fancy that we women 
are good for nothing but to make puddings or 
stitch samplers. Why wasn't I a man ? I say. 
George was reading to us yesterday out of Tasso 
— look, here it is ; and I thought the verses ap- 
plied to me. See ! Here is the book, with the 
mark in it wherd we left off." 

" With the mark in it ?" says Harry, dutifully.' 

" Yes ! it is about a woman who is disappoint- 
ed because — because her brother does not go to 
war ; and she says of herself— 

^* ^ Alu! why did not Heaven these memhen tnH 
With llTely force and rigor strengthen, bo 



That I thia siUcen gown. . . .* " 



*' Silken gown ?" says downright Harry, with 
a look of inquiry. 

*' Well, Sir, I know 'tis but Calimanco; but 
so it is in the book — 

*' * this silken gown and Blender vail 

Blight for a breast-plate and a helm forego; 
Then shoold noi heat, nor c61d| nor ndn, nor haQ, 
Kor storms that fall, nor bliut^ing winds that blow. 
Withhold me; bat I would, both day and night, 
In pitched field or private combat, fight. . . .* 

*' Fight? Yes, that I would! Why are bo^ , 
my brothers to be parsons, I say ? One of my 
Papa's children ou^t to be a soldier !" 

Harry laughed a very gentle, kind lang^ as 
he looked at her. He felt that he would not 
like much to hit such a tender little warrior as 
that. 

♦* Why," says he, holding a finger out, " I 
think here is a finger nigh as big as your arm. 
How would you stand up before a great, strong 
man ? I should like to see a man try and injure 
you, though ; I should just like to see him ! Yon 
little, delicate, tender creature ! Do you suppose 
any scoundrel would dare to do any thing unkind 
to you /" And, excited by this fli^t of his imag- 
ination, Harry fell to walking up and down the 
room too, chafing at the idea of any rogue of a 
Frenchman daring to be rude to Miss Hester 
Lambert. 

It was a belief in this silent courage of his 
which subjugated Hetty, and this quality which 
she supposed him to possess which caused her 
specially to admire him. Miss Hetty was no 
more bold, in reality, than Madam Erminia, 
whose speech she had been reading out of the 
book, and about whom Mr. Harry Warrington 
never heard one single word. He may have 
been in the room when brother George was read- 
ing his poetry out to the ladies, but his thoughts 
were busy with his own afiairs, and he was en- 
tirely bewildered with your Clotildas and Er- 
minias, and giants, and enchanters, and non- 
sense. No, Miss Hetty, I say and believe, had 
nothing of the virago in her composition ; else, 
no doubt, she would have taken a fancy to a soft 
young fellow with a literary turn, or a genius for 
playing the flute, according to the laws of con- 
trast and nature provided in those cases. And 
who has not heard how great, strong men have 
an afiinity for frail, tender little women; how 
tender little women are attracted by great, hon- 
est, strong men ; and how your burly heroes and 
champions of war are constantly hen-pecked? 
//' Mr. Harry Warrington falls in love with a 
woman who is like Miss Lambert in disposition, 
and if he marries her — ^without being conjurors, 
I think we may all see what the end will be. 

So, while Hetty was firing her little sarcasms 
into Harry, he for a while scarcely felt that th^ 
were stinging him, and let her shoot on without 
so much as taking the trouble to shake the little 
arrows out of his hide. Did she mean by her 
sneers and innuendoes to rouse him into action ? 
He was too magnanimous to understand such 
small hints. Did she mean to shame him by 
saying that she, a weak woman, would don the 
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casque and bre^ftt-plate? The siniplefeUow either 
melted at the idea of her being in danger, or at 
the notion of her fighting fell a^laughing. 

'* Pray what is the use of Having a strong 
hand if you only use it to hold a skein of silk for 
my mother?'* cries Miss Hester ; '* and what is 
the good of being ever so strong in a drawing- 
room ? Nobody wants you to throw any body 
out of window, Hany I A strong man, indeed ! 
I suppose there's a stronger at Bartholomew 
Fair. James Wolfe is not a strong man. He 
seems quite weakly and ill. When he was here 
last he was coughing the whole time, and as pale 
as if he had seen a ghost." 

'* I never could understand why a man ahonld 
be frightened at a ghost," says Harry. 

** Pray» have yon seen one, Sir ?" asks the pert 
young lady. 

*^No. I thought I did once at home— when 
we were boys; but it was only Nathan in his 
mght.«hirt; but I wasn't frightened whei^ I 
thought he was a ghost. I believe there's no 
such things. Our nurses tell a pack of lies about 
'em," says Harry, gravely. "George was a 
little frightened; but then he's—" Hev he 
paused. 
^"Then George >. what?" wked Hetty. 

''George is different from me, that's alL Our 
mother's a bold woman as ever you saw, but she 
screams at sedng a mouse — always does — can't 
help it. It's her nature. So, you see, perhaps 
my brother can't bear ghosts. I don't mind 
'em." 

" Greorge always says, yon would have made 
a better soldier than he." 

" So I think I should, if I had been aUowed 
to try. But he can do a thousand things better 
than me, or any body else in the world. Why 
didn't he let me volunteer on Braddock's expedi- 
tion ? I might have got knocked on the head, 
and then I should have been pretty much as use- 
ful as I am now, and then I shouldn't have ruined 
myself, and brought people to point at me and 
say that I had disgraced the name of Warring- 
ton. Why mayn't I go on this expedition, and 
volunteer like Sir /ohn Armytage ? Oh, Hetty I 
I'm a miserable fellow — ^that's what I am," and 
the miserable feUow patfed the room at double 
quick time. " I wish I had never come to Eu- 
rope," he groaned out. 

''What a compliment to us I Thank yon, 
Harry!" but presently, on an appealing look 
from the gentleman, she added, " Are you — are 
you thinking of going home?" 

"And have all Virginia jeering at me! 
There's not a gentleman there that wouldn't, 
except one, and him my mother doesn't like. I 
should be ashamed to go home now, I think. 
You don't know my mother, Hetty. I jyn't 
afraid of most things ; but, somehow, I am of 
her. What shall I say to her, when she says, 
* Harry, where's your patrimony ?' * Spent, Mo- 
ther, * I shall have to say. * What have you done 
with it ? ' ' Wasted it. Mother, and went to prison 
after. ' ' Who took you out of prison ?' * Broth- 
er Greorge, Ma'am, he took me out of prison ; 



and now I'm come back, having done no good 
for myself, with no profession, noprospecte, no no- 
thing — only to look after negroes, and be scolded 
at home ; or to go to sleep at sermons ; or to play 
at cards, and drink, and fight cocks at the taverns 
about.' How can I look the gentlemen, of the 
country in the &oe ? I'm ashamed to go home in 
this way, I say. I must and will do something ! 
Whatshallldo, Hetty? Ah! what shall I do?" 

"Do? What did Mr. Wolfe do at Louisr 
bourg ? Bl as he was, and in love as we knew 
him to be, he didn't stop to be nursed by his mo- 
ther, Harry, or to dawdle with his sweet-heart. 
He went on the King's service, and hath come 
back covered with honor. If there is to be an- 
other great campaign in America, Papa says he 
is sure of a great command." 

" I wish he would take me with him, and that 
a ball would knock me on the head and finish 
me," groaned Harry. " You speak to me, Het- 
ty, as though it were my fault that I am not in 
the army, when you know I would give — give, 
forsooth, what have I to give? — ^yes, my life to 
go on service!" 

"Life, indeed!" says Miss Hetty, with a 
shrug of her shoulders. 

" if on don't seem to think that of much value, 
Hetty," remarked Harry, sadly. " No more it 
is — ^to any body ; I'm a poor useless fellow. I'm 
not even free to throw it away as I would like, 
being under orders here and at home." 

" Orders indeed ! Why under orders ?" cries 
Miss Hetty. " Aren't you tall enough, and old 
enough, to act for yourself, and must you have 
George for a master here, and your mother for 
a schoolmistress at home ? If I were a man I 
would do something fanK>u8 before I was two- 
and-twenty years old, that I would! I would 
have the world speak of me. I wouldn't dawdle 
at apron-strings. I wouldn't curse my fortune 
— ^I'd make it. I vow and declare I would !" 

Now, for the first time, Harry began to wince 
at the words of his young lecturer. 

" No negro on our estate is more a slave than 
I am, Hetty," he said, turning very red as he 
addr^sed her ; " but then. Miss Lambert, we 
don't reproach the poor fellow for not being free. 
That isn't generous. At least, that isn't the 
way I understand honor. Perhaps with women 
it's different, or I may be wrong, and have no 
right to be hurt at a young girl telling me what 
my &ults are. Perhaps my faults are not my 
faults— only my cursed luck. You have been 
talking ever so long about this gentleman volun- 
teering, and that man winning glory, and crack- 
ing up their courage as if I had none of my own. 
I suppose, for the matter of that, I'm as well 
provided as other gentlemen. I don't brag ; but 
I'm not afhud of Mr. Wolfe, nor of Sir John 
Armytage, nor of any body else that ever I saw. 
How can I buy a commission when I've spent 
my last shilling, or ask my brother for more who 
has already halved with me? A gentleman of 
my rank can't go a common soldier-— else, by 
Jupiter, I would ! And if a ball finished me I 
suppose Miss Hetty Lambert wouldn't be very 
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sorry. It isn't kind, Hetty— I didn't think it of 
you." 

'*What is it I have said?" asks the young 
lady. ^* I have only said Sir John Armytage 
has volunteered, and Mr. Wolfe has corered him- 
self with honor, and you begin to scold me! 



said yourself, Mother, that we were only thiw *1 

women, and the dinner would be dull for a gen- ' 

tleman; unless, indeed, he chose to be very 
lively." 

**rm not that on most days — and, Heaven 
knows, on this day less than most," says poor 



How can I help it if Mr. Wolfe is brave and | Harry. 

famous ? Is that any reason you should be an- 1 ** Why on this day less than another? Tues- 

gry, pray ?" ! day is as good a day to be lively as Wednesday. 

" I didn't say angry," said Harry, gravely, j The only day when we mustn't be lively is Sun- 
** I said I was hurt." i day. Well, you know it is. Ma'am. We mustn't 

*^ Oh, indeed ! I thought such a little creat- sing, nor dance, nor do any thing on Sunday." 
ure as I am couldn't hurt any body I I'm sure | And in this naughty way the young woman 
'tis mighty complimentary to me to say that a ' went on for the rest of the evening, and was 
young lady whose arm is no bigger than your * complimented by her mother and sister when 
little finger can hurt such a^great strong man as poor Harry took his leave. He was not ready 
you !" ' ; of wit, and could not fling back the taunts which 

** I scarce thought you would try, Hetty," the ! Hetty cast against him. Nay, had he been able 
young man said. *^Tou see, I'm not used to to retort he would have been silent. He was 
this kind of welcome in this house." I too generous to engage in that small war, and 

** What is it, my poor boy?" asks kind Mrs. chose to take all Hester's sarcasms without an 
Lambert, looking in at the door at this juncture, attempt to fMurry or evade them. Very likely 
and finding the youth with a veiy woe-worn the young lady watched and admired that mag- 
countenance. ; nanimity, while she tried it so cruelly. And 

*' Oh, we have heard the story before, Mam- | after. one of her fits of ill-behavior, her parents 
ma !" sa3rs Hetty, hurriedly. '^ Harry is making ' and friends had not the least need to scold her, 
his old complaint of having nothing to do. And as she candidly told them, because she suflered 
he is quite unhappy ; and he is telling us so over a great deal more than they would ever have had 
and over again, that's all." i her, and her conscience punished her a great 

'' So are you hungry over and over again, my deal more severely than her kind elders would 
dear ! Is that a reason why your Papa and I , have thought of doing. I suppose she lies awake 
should leave oiT giving you dinner ?" cries Mam- | all that night, and tosses and tumbles in her bed. 
ma, with some emotion. '* Will you stay and I suppose she wets her pillow with tears, and 
have ours, Harry? 'TIS just three o'clock!" should not mind about her sobbing — unless it 
Harry agreed to stay,, after a few faint negations, kept her sister awake ; unless she was unwell the 
*'' My husband dines abroad. We are but three , next day, and the doctor had to be fetched ; un- 
women, so you will have a dull dinner," remarks less the whole family is to be put to discomfort: 
Mrs. Lambert. mother to choke over her dinner in flurry and 

*' We shall have a gentleman to enliven us, indignation ; father to eat his roast beef in silence 
Mamma, I dare say!" says Madam Pert, and j and with bitter sauce; every body to look at the 
then looked in Mamma's face with that admira- • door each time it opens, with a vague hope that 



ble gaze^of blank innocence which Madam Pert 
knows how to assume when she has been special- 
ly and successfully wicked. 

When the dinner appeared Miss Hetty came 
down stairs, and was exceedingly chatty, lively, 
and entertaining. Theo did not know that any 



Harry is coming in. If Harry does not come, 
why, at least, does not George come? thinks 
Miss Theo. 

Some time in the course of the evening comes 
a billet from George Warrington, with a large 
nosegay of lilacs, per Mr. Gumbo. **I send 



little difierence had occurred (such, alas, my my best duty and regards to Mrs. Lambert and 
Christian friends, will happen in the most charm- ' the ladies," George says, '* and humbly beg to 
ing families), did not know, I say, that any thing present to Miss Theo this nosegay of lilacs, which 
had happened until Hetty's uncommon spright- she says she loves in the early spring. You 
liness and gayety roused her suspicions. Hetty ' must not thank me for them, please, but the 
would start a dozen subjects of conversation — | gardener of Bedford House, with whom I have 
the King of Prussia, and the news from Ameri- ' made great friends by presenting him with some 
ca ; the last masquerade, and the highwayman dried specimens of a Virginian plant which some 



shot near Bamet ; and when her sister, admiring 



ladies don't think as fragrant as lilacs. 



this volubility, inquired the reason of it, with her ** X have been in the garden almost all the 
eyes — | day. It is alive with sunshine and spring; and 

'* Oh, my dear, you need not nod and wink , I have been composing two scenes of you know 
at me!" cries Hetty. "Mamma asked Harry ' what, and polishing the verses which the Page 
on purpose to enliven us, and I am .talking until sings in the fourth act, under Sybilla's window, 
he begins — -just like the fiddles at the playhouse, ' when she can not hear, poor thing, because she 



you know, Theo ! First the fiddles. Then the 
play. Pray begin, Harry!" 

** Hester!" cries Mamma. 

" I merely asked Harry to entertain us. You 



has just had her head off. " 

"Provoking! I wish he would not always 
sneer and laugh! The verses are beautiful," 
says Theo. 
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"You really think so, my dear? How yeiy 
odd I" remarks Papa. 

Little Het looks up from her dismal comer 
with a faint smile of humor. Theo's secret is a 
secret for nobody in the house, it seems. Can 
any young people guess what it is ? Our young 
lady continues to read : 

*' * Spencer has asked the famous Mr. John- 
son to breakfiast to-morrow, who condescends to 
hear the play, and who won't, I hope, be too an- 
gry because my heroine undergoes the fate of his 
in Irene. I have heard he came up to London 
himself as a young man with only his tragedy 
in his walldt. Shall I ever be able to get xpine 
played? Can yon fancy the catcall music be- 
ginning, and the pit hissing at that perilous part 
of the ^urth act, where my executioner comes 
out from the closet with his great sword, at the 
awful moment when he is called upon to ampu- 
tate f They say Mr. Fielding, when the pit 
hissed at a part of one of his pieces, about which 
Mr. Garrick had warned «him, said, *■ Hang 
them, they have found it out, have they?* and 
finished his punch in tranquillity. I suppose 
his wife was not in the boxes. There are some 
women to whom I would be very unwilling to 
give pain, and there are some to whom I would 
give the best I have.* " 

" Whom can he mean ? The letter is to you, 
my dear. I protest he is making love to yoar 
mother before my face!" cries Papa to Hetty, 
whd only gives a little sigh, puts her hand in 
her father's hand, and withdraws it. 

** * To whom I would give the best I have. 
To-day it is only a bunch of lilacs. To-morrow 
it may be what ? — a branch of rue — a sprig of 
bay?, perhaps — any thing, so it be my best and 
my all. 

" *I have had a fine long day, and all to my- 
self. What do you think of Harry playing tru- 
ant?* (Here we may imagine what they call 
in France, or what they used to call, when men 
dared to speak or citizens to hear, sensation dans 
tauditoireJ) 

** *I suppose Caipezan wearied the poor fel- 
low*s existence out. Certain it is he has been 
miserable for weeks past ; and a change of air 
and scene may do him good. This morning, 
quite early, he came to my room, and told me 
he had taken a seat in the Portsmouth machine, 
and proposed to go to the Isle of Wight, to the 
army there.*** 

The army ! Hetty looks very pale at this an- 
nouncement, and her mother continues — 

'' * And a little portion of it, namely, the thir- 
ty-second regiment, is commanded by Lieuten- 
ant-Colonel Richmond Webb— the nephew of 
the famous old General under whom my grand- 
father Esmond served in the great wars of Marl- 
borough. Mr. Webb met us at our uncle's, ac- 
costing us very politely, and giving us an invita- 
tion to visit him at his regiment. Let my poor 
brother go and listen to his darling music of fife 
and drum. He bade me tell the ladies that 
they should hear from him. I kiss their hands, 
and go to dress for dinner at the Star and Gar- 

S 



ter, in Pall Mall. We are to have Mr. Soame 
Jenyns, Mr. Cambridge, Mr. Walpole, possibly, 
if he is not too fine to dine in a tavern ; a young 
Irishman, a Mr. Bourke, who, they say, is a 
wonder of eloquence and learning — in fine, all 
the wits of Mr. Dodsley's shop. Quick, Gumbo, 
a coach, and my French gray suit ! And if 
gentlemen ask me, '^ Who gave you that sprig 
of lilac you wear on your heart-side?'* I shall 
call a bumper, and give lilac for a toast.* *' . 

I fear there is no more rest for Hetty on this 
night than on the previous one, when she had 
behaved so mutinously to poor Harry Warring- 
ton. Some secret resolution must have inspired 
that gentleman, for, after leaving Mr. Lambert's 
table, he paced the streets for a while, and ap- 
peared at a late hour in the evening at Madame 
de Bernstein's house in Clarges Street. Her 
ladyship's health had been somewhat ailing of 
late, so that even her favorite routs were denied 
her, and she was sitting over a quiet game of 
^arte, with a divine of whom our last news were 
from a lock-up house hard by that in which 
Harry Warrington had been himself confined. 
George, at Harry's request, had paid the little 
debt under which Mr. Sunpson had suffered 
temporarily. He had been at his living for a 
year. He may have paid and contracted ever 
so many debts, have been in and out of jail 
many times since we saw him. For some time 
past he had been back in London, stout and 
hearty as usual, and ready for any invitation to 
cards or claret. Madame de Bernstein did not 
care to have her game interrupted by her nephew, 
whose conversation had little interest now for 
the fickle old woman. Next to the very young, 
I suppose the very old are the most selfish. 
Alas, the heart hardens as the blood ceases to 
run! The cold snow strikes down from the 
head and checks the glow of feeling. Who 
wants to survive into old age after abdicating 
all his faculties one by one, and be sans teeth, 
sans eyes, sans memory, sans hope, sans sym- 
pathy ? How fared it with those patriarchs of 
old who lived for their nine centuries, and when 
were life's conditions so changed that, after three- 
score years and ten, it became but a vexation 
and a burden? 

Getting no reply but Yes and No to his brief 
speeches, poor Hany sat a while on a couch op- 
posite his aunt, who shrugged her shoulders, had 
her back to her nephew, and continued her game 
with the Chaplain. Sampson sat opposite Mr. 
Warrington, and could see that something dis- 
turbed him. His face was very pale, and his coun- 
tenance disturbed and full of gloom. '* Some- 
thing has happened to him, ma'am,** he whis- 
pered to the Baroness. 

'* Bah r* She shrugged her shoulders again, 
and continued to deal her cards. " What is the 
matter with you, Sir?" she at last said, at a 
pause in the game, "that you have such a dis- 
mal countenance? Chaplain, that last game 
makes us even, I think.** 

Harry got up from his place. " I am going 
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on a jonnef ; I. am come to bid yon gDodJ)j, 
annt," he eaid, in a veiy tragical voice. 

"On a joameyl Are yoa going home to 
America ? I mark the king, Cliaplaiii, and plaj 
Um." 

No, Eany said : be wm not going to Ameri- 
ca jet : he VBS gcnng to the Iile of Wight fbr 
thepreeent. 

"Indeed! a lorelj qnil" M]t the Baroueu. 



" Bon jour, non ami, «( bon veyage!" And iihe 
kissed a little hand to her nephew. 

"I rasTii't come back for some time, aunt," 
he gToaned oat. 

" Indeed 1 We shull be inconsolable withont 
yon I Uniesa you have a spade, Mr. Sampson, 
the game is mine. Good.b;, my child '. No 
more about jour journey at preeenl ; tell UB 

about it when yon come back!" And nbe gojly 
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iMtde him farewell. He looked for a moment 
piteonsly at her, and was gone. 

*< Something graye has happened, Madam," 
sajB the Chaplain. 

' ' Oh I The hoy is alwa3r8 getting into scrapes. 
I suppose he has been falling in loye with one of 
those oountry-girls^-what are their names, Lam- 
berts ? — ^with whom he is ever dawdling about. 
*' He has been doing no good here for some time. 
I am disappointed in him, really quite grieved 
. about him — ^I will take two cards if yon please — 
again? — quite grieved. What do yon think 
th^y say of his cousin — the Miss Warrington 
who made eyes at him when she thpught he was 
a prixe — ^they say the King has remarked her, 
and the Yarmouth is crtving with rage. He, 
he! those methodistical Warringtons! They 
are not a bit less worldly than their neighbors ; 
and, old as he is, if the Grand Signior throws 
his pocket-handkerchief, they will jump to catch 
it I" 

"All, Madam ; how your ladyship knows the 
world ! " sighs the Chaplain. * * I propose, if you 
pleas«!" 

*' I have lived long enough in it, Mr. Samp- 
son, to know something of it. *Tis sadly self- 
ish, my dear Sir, sadly selfish ; and every body is 
struggling to pass his neighbor ! No, I can't give 
yon any more cards. You haven't the king ? I 
play queen, knave, and a ten — a sadly selfish 
world, indeed. And here comes my chocolate ! " 

The more immediate interest of the cards en- 
tirely absorbs the old woman. The door shuts 
out her nephew and his cares. Under his hat 
he bears them into the street, and paces the dark 
town for a while. 

<* Good God !" he thinks, *' what a miserable 
fellow I am, and what a spendthrift of my life I 
have been! I sit silent with George and his 
friends. I am not clever and witty as he is. I 
am only a burden to him, and if I would help 
him ever so mpch don't know how. My dear 
Aunt Lambert's kindness never tires, but I be- 
gin to be ashamed of trying it. Why, even 
Hetty can't help turning on me ; and when she 
tells me I am idle and should be doing some- 
thing, ought I to be angry ? The rest have left 
me. There's my cousins and nncle and my lady 
my aunt, they have shown me the cold shoulder 
this long! time. They didn't even ask me to 
Norfolk when they went down to the country, 
an4 offer me so much as a day's partridge-shoot- 
ing. I can't go to Castlewood — after what has 
happened ; I should break that scoundrel Will- 
iam's bones ; and, faith, am well out of the place 
altogether." 

He laughs a fierce laugh as he recalls his ad- 
ventures since he has been in Europe. Money, 
frieiyls, pleasure, all have passed away, and he 
feels the past like a dream. He strolls into 
White's Chocolate House, where the waiters have 
scarce seen him for a year. The Parliament is 
up. Grentlemen are away ; there is not even any 
play going on — ^not that he would join it, if there 
were. He has but a few pieces in his pocket, 
George's drawer is open, and he may take what 



money he likes thence ; but very, very sparingly 
will he avail himself of his brother's repeated in- 
vitation. He sits and drinks his glass in moody 
silence. Two or three officers of the Guards en- 
ter from St. James's. He knew them in former 
days, and the young men, who have been already 
dining and drinking on guard, insist on more 
drink at the club. The other battalion of their 
regiment is at Winchester : it is going on this 
great expedition, no one knows whither, which 
every body is talking about. Cursed fiite that 
they do not belong to the other battalion ; and 
must stay and do duty in London and at Ken- 
sington I There is Webb, who was of their regi- 
ment : he did well to exchange his company in 
the Coldstreams for the lieutenant-colonelcy of 
the thirty-second. He will be of the expedition. 
Why, every body is going ; and the young gen- 
tlemen mention a score of names of men of the 
first birth and fashion who have volunteered. 
"It ain't Hanoverians this time, commanded 
by the big Prince," says one young gentleman 
(whose relatives may have been Tories forty 
years ago), " it's Englishmen, with the Guards 
at the head of 'em, and a Marlborough for a lead- 
er. Will the Frenchmen ever stand against 
them! No, by George, they are irresistible!" 
And a fresh bowl is called, and loud toasts are 
drunk to the success of the expedition. 

Mr. Warrington, who is a cup too low, the 
young Guardsmen say, walks away when they 
are. not steady enough to be able to follow him, 
thinks over the matter on his way to his lodg- 
ings, and lies thinking of it all through the 
night. 

" What is it, my boy ?" asks George Warring- 
ton of his brother, when the latter enters his 
chamber very early on a blushing May morning. 

"I want a little money out of the drawer," 
says Harry, looking at his brother. " I am sick 
and tired of London." 

" Grood Heavens I Can any body be tired of 
London ?" George asks, who has reasons for think- 
ing it the most delightful place in the world. 

"I have for one. I am sick and iU," says 
Harry. 

V Yon and Hetty have been quarreling?'' 

" She don't care a penny-piece about me, nor 
I for her, neither," says Harry, nodding his 
head. '* But I am ill, and a little country air 
will do me good." Ajad he mentions how he 
thinks of going to visit Mr. Webb in the Isle of 
Wight, and how a Portsmouth coach starts from 
Holborn. 

" There's the till, Harry," says George, point- 
ing from his l>ed. " Put your hand in and take 
what yon will. What a lovely morning, and 
how fresh the Bedford House garden looks I" 

'< bod bless you, brother !" Harry says. 

" Have a good time, Harry !" and down goes 
George's head on the jAllow again, and he takes 
his pencil and note-book from nnder his bolster, 
and falls to polishing his venes, as Harry, with 
his cloak over his shoulder and a little valise in 
his hand, walks to the inn in Holborn, whence 
the Portsmouth machine starts. 
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GeoBOB WtBBiHOTOii bj DO meau allowed 
his kg»l itudiea to obstrnct hii comfbrt Hid 
pleaMre*, or interfere with his precious heaJlh. 
Hadam Esmond hod pointed ont to him in her 
letten that thonf^ he irore a stodent's goim, 
and sat down wiA a crowd oT luunelen people 
to haU-conmona, he had himself a name, and a 
Teij ancient one, to stipport, and could take tank 
with the first persons at home or in his own 
country ; and desired that he would study as a 
gectleniBn, not a mere professional drudge. 
With this injunction the young man complied 
obediently enough ; lo that be may be said not 
to hare belonged to the rank and fUe of tbe law, 
bnt may be considered to tuTs been a volunteer 
in her serrice, like some young gentlemen of 
whom we hare heard. Though not so exacting 
M the since has become — though she allowed 
her disciples much more leisure, much more 
pleasure, much more pnnch, much more fre- 
quenting of coflWJiouse*, and holiday-making 
than ^e admits nowadays, when she scarce gires 
her votaries time for amusement, recreation, in- 
•tniMioti, ale^ or dinner — the law a hundred 
yean ago-was still a jealona mistress, and de- 
manded a pretty exclusive attention. Murray, 
we are told, might have been an Ovid, but he 
preferred to be Lord Chief Justice, and to wear 
ermine instead of bays. Perhaps Mr. Warring- 
ton might have risen to a peerage and the wool- 
sack bad be studied very long and assiduously — 
bad be been a dexleroiu courtier and a favorite 
of attorneys — had be been other Iban ha was, in 
a word. He behaved to Themis with a very de- 
cent respect and attention ; but he loved letters 
more than law always ; and the black letter of 
Chaucer was infinitely more agreeable to him 
than tbe Gothic pages of Hale and Coke. 



Letters were loved, indeed, in those quunt 
limes, and authors were actually anthorilica. 
Gentlemen appealed to Virgil or Lucau in tbe 
Courts or the House of Commons. What said 
Statins, Juvenal— let alone Tully or Tacitos— 
on such and sucb a point ? Their reign is over 
now, the good old Heathens : the worship of Ju- 
futer and Juno is not more ont of mode than the 
cidtivation of Pagan poetry or ethics. The age 
of economists and calcnlaton has succeeded, and 
Tooke's Pantheon is deserted and ridiculous. 
Now and then, perhaps, a Stanley kills b kid, a 
Gladstone hangs up a wreath, a Lytton bums 
inceuK, in honor of the Olymfoans. Bat what 
do they care at Lambeth, Birmingham, the Tow. 
er Hamlets, for tbe ancient rites, divinities, wor- 
ship ? Who tbe plague are tbe Muses, and what 
is tbe use oF all that Greek and Latin rbbbish 7 
WhatisElicon,andwhocares7 Who vras Tha- 
lia, pray, and what is the length of her i ? Is 
Melpomene's name in three syllables or four ? 
And do you know from whose design J stole that 
figure of Tragedy which beads ibis column ; 

Kow, it has been said bow Mr. George in his 
j'outb, and in the long leisure which he eqjoyed 
at home, and during his imjHwnment in the 
French fort on the banks of Monongahela, had 
whiled away his idleness by paying court to Mel- 
pomene ; and the result of their union was a trag- 
edy, which has been omitted in" Bell's Tbeatra," 
thon^ I Qote say it is no worse than some of the 
pieces printed there. Host young men pay thur 
respects to the Tragic Mose fiIs^ as they (all in 
love with women who are a great deal older than 
tbemselves. Let the candid reader own, if ever 
he had a titeraiy turn, that his ambition was of 
the very highest, and that however, in his nper 
age, he might come down in his pretensions, and 
think that to translate an ode oif Horace, or to 
turn a song of Waller or Prior into decent al- 
caics or ssppbics, wag about the utmost of his 
capability, tragedy and epic only did his green 
unknowing youth engage, and no priie bnt the 
highest was fit for him. 

George Warrington, then, on coming to Lon- 
don, attended the theatrical performances at both 
houses, frequented the theatrical coffee-bouses, 
and heard the opinions of the critics, and might 
be seen at tbe Bedford between the plays, or anp- 
ping at the Cecil along with the wila and act- 
ors when the peribrmances were over. Here be 
giaduallj became acquainted with the players 
and snch of the writers and poets as were known 
to the public. The tough old Macklin, the 
frolicsome Foote, tbe vivacious Hippisley, the 
sprightly Mr. Gorrick himself, might occaaion- 
ally be seen at these houses of entertainnoent ; 
and our gentleman, by his wit and modesty, as 
well, perhaps, as for the high character for wealth 
which he possessed, came to be very much liked 
in tbe cotTee-honse circles, and found that tlie 
actors would drink a bowl of punch with him, 
and the critics sup at bis expense with great mf~ 
fability. To be on terms of intimacy with an 
author or an actor bos been an object of delight 
to many a young man ; actually lo hob and oob 
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with Bobadil or Henry the Fifth or Alexander 
the Great, to accept a pinch oat of Aristarchus^s 
own box, to put Juliet into her coach, or hand 
Monimia to her chair, are privileges which would 
delight most young men of a poetic turn ; and , 
no wonder George Warrington loved the thea- : 
tre. Then he had the satisfaction of thinking ' 
that his mother only half approved of plays and 
play-houses, and of feasting on fruit forbidden ' 
at home. He gave more than one elegant en- ' 
tertainment to the players, and it was even said 
that one or two distinguished geniuses had con- 
descended to borrow money of him. 

And as he polished and added new beauties 
to his master-pi^, we may be sure that he took 
advice of certain friends of his, and that they 
gave him applause and counsel. Mr. Spencer, 
his new acquaintance, of the Temple, gave a 
breakfast at his chambers in Fig-Tree Court, 
when Mr. Warrington read part of his play, and 
the gentletnen present pronounced that it had 
uncommon merit. Even the learned Mr. John- 
son, who was invited, was good enough to say 
that the piece had showed talent. It warred 
against the unities, to be sure; but these had 
been violated by other authors, and Mr. War- 
rington might sacrifice them as well as another. 
There was in Mr. W.*s tragedy a something 
which reminded him both of Coriolanus and 
Othello. "And two very good things too, Sir!" 
the author pleaded. " Well, well, there was no 
doubt on that point ; and *tis certain your catas- 
trophe is terrible, just, and being in part true, 
as is not the less awful," remarks Mr. Spencer. 

Now the plot of Mr. Warrington*s tragedy was 
quite full indeed of battle and murder. A fa- 
vorite book of his grandfather had been the life 
of old George Frundsberg of Mindelheim, a col- 
onel of foot-folk in the Imperial service at Pavia 
fight, and during the wars of the Constable Bour- 
bon : and one of Frundsberg*s military compan- 
ions was a certain Carpzow, or Carpezan, whom 
our friend selected 'as his tragedy hero. 

His first act, as it at present stands in Sir 
George Warrington*8 manuscript, is supposed 
to take place before a convent on the Rhine, 
which the Lutherans, under Carpezan, are be- 
sieging. A godless gang these Lutherans arc. 
They have pulled the beards of Roman friars, 
and torn the vails of hundreds of religious wo- 
men. A score of these are trembling within 
the walls of the convent yonder, of which the 
garrison, unless the expected succors arrive be- 
fore mid-day, has promised to surrender. Mean- 
while there is armistice, and the sentries within 
look on with hungry eyes, as the soldiers and 
camp people gambol on the grass before the 
gate. Twelve o'clock, ding, ding, dong! it 
sounds upon the convent bell. No succors 
have arrived. Open gates, warder, and give 
admission to the famous Protestant hero, the 
terror of Turks on the Danube and Papists in 
. the Lombard pUiins — Colonel Carpezan, See, 
here he comes, clad in complete steel, his ham- 
mer of battle over his shoulder, with which he 
has battered so many infidel sconces, his flags 



displayed, his trumpets blowing. "No rude- 
ness, my men," says Carpezan; "the wine is 
yours, and the convent larder and cellar are 
good ; the church plate shall be melted ; any of 
the garrison who choose to take service with 
Gaspar Carpezan are welcome, and shall have 
good pay. No insult to the religious ladies. I 
have promised them a safe-conduct, and he who 
lays a finger on them hangs. Mind that, Pro- 
vost Marshal!" The Provost Marshal, a huge 
fellow in a red doublet, nods his head. 

" We shall see more of that Provost Marsha], 
or executioner," Mr. Spencer explains to his 
guests. 

" A very agreeable acquaintance, I am sure — 
shall be delighted to meet the ^ntleman again I" 
says Mr. Johnson, wagging his head over his tea. 
"This scene of the mercenaries, the camp-fol- 
lowers, and their wild sports, is novel and stir- 
ring, Mr. Warrington, and I make you my com- 
pliments on it. The Colonel has gone into the 
convent, I think ? Now let us hear what he is 
going to do there." 

The Abbess, and one or two of her oldest la- 
dies, make their appearance before the conqueror. 
Conqueror as he is, they beard him. in their sa- 
cred halls. They have heard of his violent be- 
havior in conventual establishments before. That 
hammer, which he bIwajb carries in action, has 
smashed many sacred images in religious houses. 
Pounds and pounds of convent plate is he known 
to have melted, the'sacrilegjpus plunderer I No 
wonder the Abbess-Princess of St. Mary's, a lady 
of violent prejudices, free language, and noble 
birth, has a dislike to the low-bom heretic who 
lords it in her convent, and tells Carpezan a bit 
of her mind, as the phrase is. This scene, in 
which the lady gets somewhat better of the Col- 
onel, was liked not a little by Mr. Warrington's 
audience at the Temple. Terrible as he might 
be in war, Carpezan was shaken at first by the 
Abbess's brisk opening charge of words ; and, 
conqueror as he was, seemed at first to be con- 
quered by his actual prisoner. But such an old 
soldier was not to be beaten ultimately by any 
woman. " Pray, madam," says he, " how many 
ladies are there in your convent for whom my 
people shall provide conveyance ? The Abbess, 
with a look of much trouble and anger, says that, 
besides herself, the noble Sisters of Saint Maiy's 
House are twenty — twenty-three." She was go- 
ing to say twenty-four, and now says twenty- 
three I " Ha I why this hesitation ?" asks Cap- 
tain Ulric, one of Carpezan's gayest oflScers. 

The dark chief pulls a letter from his pocket. 
"I require from yon, madam," he says, sternly, 
to the Lady Abbess, "the body of the noble lady 
fiybilla of Hoya. Her brother was my favorite 
captain, slain by my side, in the Milanese. By 
his death she becomes heiress of his lands. Tis 
said a greedy uncle brought her hither, and fast 
immured the lady against her will. The dam- 
sel shall herself pronounce her fate — to stay a 
cloistered sister of Saint Mary's, or to return to 
home and liberty, as Lady Sybil, Baroness of 
." Ha! The Abbess was greatly disturbed 
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by this question. She says, hanghtilj : " There 
is DO Laidy Sybil in this house : of which every 
inmate is under your protection, and sworn to go 
free. The Sister Agnes was a nun professed, 
and what was her land and wealth revert to this 
Order." 

'* Give me straightway the body of the Lady 
Sybil of Hoya ! " roars Carpezan, in great wrath. 
'* If not, I make a signal to my reiters, and give 
you and your convent up to war." 

** Faith, if I lead the storm, and have my 
right, 'tis not my Lady Abbess that I'll choose" 
(says Captain Ulric), *' but rather some plump, . 
smiling, red-lipped maid like — ^like — '* Here, 
as he, the sly f^w, is looking under the vails 
of the two attendant nuns, the stem Abbess cries, 
'* Silence, fellow,* with thy ribald talk! The 
lady, warrior, whom you ask of me is passed 
away from sin, temptation, vanity, and three 
days since our Sister Agnes-Defied'* 

At this announcement Carpezan is immense- 
ly agitated. The Abbess calls upon the Chaplain 
to confirm her statement. Ghastly and pale, 
the old man has to own that three days since the 
wretched Sister Agnes was buried. 

This is too much ! In the pocket of his coat 
of mail Carpezan has a letter from Sister Agnes 
herself, in which she announces that she is going 
to be buried indeed, but in an oubUette of the 
convent, where she may either be kept on water 
and bread, or die starved outright. He seizes 
the unflinching Abbess by the arm, while Cap- 
tain Ulric lays hold of the Chaplain by the 
throat. The Colonel blows a blast upon his 
horn : in rush his furious lanzknechts firom with- 
out. Crash, bang! They knock the convent 
waUs about. And In the midst of flames, screams, 
and slaughter, who is presently brought in by 
Carpezan himself, and fainting on his shoulder, 
but Sybilla herself. A little sister nun (that gay 
one with the red lips) had pointed out to the 
Colonel and Ulric the way to Sister Agnes's 
dungeon, and, indeed, had been the means of 
making her situation known to the Lutberan 
chief. 

^'The convent is suppressed with a venge- 
ance," says Mr. Warrington. "We end our 
first act with the burning of the place, the roars 
of triumph of the soldiery, and the ontcries of 
the nuns. They had best go change their dress- 
es immediately, for they will have to be court 
ladies in the next act— as you will see." Here 
the gentlemen talked the matter over. If the 
piece were to be done at Drury Lane, Mrs. 
Fritchard would hardly like to be Lady Abbess, 
as she doth but appear in the first act. Miss 
Fritchard might make a pretty SybilUi, and 
Miss Gates the attendant nun. Mr. Garrick wifs 
scarce tall enough for Carpezan — ^though, when 
he is excited, nobody ever thinks of him but as 
big as a grenadier. Mr. Johnson owns Wood- 
ward will be a good Ulric, as he plays the Mer- 
cutio parts very gayly — and so, by one and 
t'other, the audience fancies the play already on 
the boards, and casts the characters. 

In act the second Carpezan has married Sy- 



billa. He has enriched himself in the wars, has 
been ennobled by the Emperor, and lives at his 
castle on the IHmube in state and splendor. 

But, truth to say, though married, rich, and 
ennobled, the Lord Carpezan was not happy. 
It may be that in his wild life, as leader of con- 
dottieri on both sides, he had committed crimes 
which agitated his mind with remorse. It may 
be that his rough soldier manners consorted ill 
with his imperious high-bom bride. She led 
him such a life — I am narrating as it were the 
Warrington manuscript, which is too long to 
print in entire — ^taunting him with his low birth, 
his vulgar companions, whom the old soldier 
loved to see about him, and so forth — ^that there 
were times when he rather wished that he had 
never rescued this lovely, quarrelsome, wayward 
vixen from the oubliette out of which he fished 
her. After the bustle of the first act this is a 
quiet one, and passed chiefly in quarreling be- 
tween the Baron and Baroness Carpezan, until 
horns blow, and it is announced that the young 
King of Bohemia and Hungary is coming hunt- 
ing that way. 

Act III. is passed at Frague, whither his Ma- 
jesty has invited Lord Carpezan and his wife, 
with noble offers of preferment to the latter. 
From Baron he shall be promoted to be Count, 
from Colonel be shall be General-in-Chief. His 
wifb is the most brilliant and fascinating of all 
the ladies of the court— and as for Carpzoff— 

"Oh, stay — I have it — I know your story. 
Sir, now," says Mr. Johnson. " 'Tis in Metera- 
nus, in the Theatrum Universum. I read it in 
Oxford as a boy — Carpezanus or Carpzoff — " 

"Thfit is the fourth act," says Mr. Warring- 
ton. In the fourth act the young King's at- 
tentions toward Sybilla grow more and more 
marked ; but her husband, battling against his 
jealousy, long refuses to yield to it, until his 
wife's criminality is put beyond a doubt— ^tnd 
here he read the act, which closes with the ter- ' 
rible tragedy which actually happened. Being 
convinced of his wife's guilt, Carpezan caused 
the executioner who followed his regiment to 
slay her in her own palace. And the curtain of 
the act foils just after the dreadful deed is done, 
in a side chamber illuminated by the moon shin- 
ing through a great oriel window, under which 
the King comes with his lute, and plays the song 
which was to be the signal between him and his 
guilty victim. 

This song (writ in the ancient style, and r&- 
peated in the piece, being sung in the third act 
previously at a great festival given by the King 
and Queen) was pronounced by Mr. Johnson 
to be a happy imitation of Mr. Waller's manner, 
and its gay repetition at the moment of guilt, 
murder, and horror, very much deepened the 
tragic gloom of the scene. 

'* But whatever came afterward ?" he asked. 
" I remember in the Theatrum, Carpezan is said 
to have been taken into favor ag^dn by Count 
Mansfield, and doubtless to have murdered other 
folks on the reformed side." 

Here our poet has departed from historic 
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trath. In the fifth act of *<Carpesaii" King 
Louis of Hnngaiy and Bohemia (sufficiently ter- 
ror-stricken, no doubt, by the sanguinary term- 
ination of his intrigue) has received word that 
the Emperor Solyman is invading his Hungarian 
dominions. Enter two noblemen who relate 
how, in the council which the King held upon 
the news, the injured Carpezan rushed infuriated 
into « the royal presence, broke his sword, and 
flung it at the King's feet — along, with a glove 
which he dared him to wear, and which he swore 
he would one day claim. After that wild chal- 
*lenge the rebel fled from Prague, and had not 
since been heard of; but it was reported that he 
had joined the Turkish invader, assumed the 
turban, and was now in the camp of the Sultan, 
whose white tents glance across the river yon- 
der, and against wh(»n the King was now on his 
march. Then the King 6omes to his tent with 
his generals, prepares his order of battle, and 
dismisses them to their posts, keeping by his side 
an aged and faithful knight, his master of the 
horse, to whom he expresses his repentance for 
his past crimes, his esteem for his good and in- 
jured X^ueen, and his determination to meet the 
day's battle like a man. 

<* What is this field called ?" 
'^Mohacz, my liege I" says the old warrior, 
adding the remark that " Ere set of sun, Mohacz 
will see a battle bravely won." 

Trumpets and alarms now sound; they are 
the cymbals and barbaric music of the Janiza^ 
ries : we are in the Turkish camp, and yonder, 
surrounded by turbaned chiefs, walks the Sultan 
Solyman 's friend, the conqueror of Bhodes, the 
redoubted Grand Vizier. 

Who is that warrior in an Eastern habit, but 
with a glove in his cap ? Tis Carpezan. Even 
Solyman knew his courage and ferocity as a sol- 
dier. He knows the ordinance of the Hungarian 
host : in what arms King liouis is weakest : how 
his cavalry, of which the shock is tremendous, 
should be received, and inveigled into yonder 
morass, where certain death may await them — 
he prays for a command in the front, and as near 
as possible to the place where the tndtor ^ing 
I<ouis will engage. ** Tis well," says the grim 
Vizier, Hour invincible Emperor surveys - the 
battle from yonder tower. At the end of the 
day, he will know how to reward your valor." 
The signal-guns fire^the trumpets blow — ^the 
Turkish captains retire, vowing death to the infi- 
del, and eternal fidelity to the Sultan. 

And now the battle begins in earnest, and 
with those various incidents which the lover of 
the theatre knoweth. Christian knights and 
Turkiflh warriors clash and skirmish over the 
stage. Continued alarms are sounded. Troops 
on both sides advance and retreat. Carpezan, 
with his glove in his cap, and his dreadful ham- 
mer smashing all before him, rages about the 
field, calling for King Louis. The renegade is 
about to slay a warrior who faces him, but rec- 
ognizing young Ulric, his ex-captain, he drops 
the uplifted hanmier, and bids him fiy and think 
of Carpezan. He is softened at seeing his young 



friend, and thinking of former times when they 
fought and conquered together in the cause of 
Protestantism. Ulric bids him to return, but 
of course that is now out of the question. They 
fight. Ulric will have it, and down he goes un- 
der the hammer. The renegade melts in sight 
of his wounded comrade, when who appears but 
King Louis, his plumes torn, his swoid hacked, 
his shield dented with a thousand blows which 
he has received and delivered during the day's 
battle. Ha I who is this ? The guilty monarch 
would turn away (perhaps Macbeth may have 
done so before), but Carpezan is on him. All 
his softness is gone. He rages like a fury. 
''An equal fight ! " he roars. *' A traitor against 
a traitor I Stand, King Louis! False King, 
false knight, false friend — by this glove in my 
helmet, I challenge you I" And he tears the 
guilty token out of his cap, and flings it at the 
King. 

Of course they set to, and the monarch fidls 
under the terrible arm of the man whom he has 
ii\jured. He dies, uttering a few incoherent 
words of repentance, and Carpezan, leaning upon 
his murderous mace, utters a heart-broken solilo- 
quy over the royal corpse. The Turkish war- 
riors have gathered meanwhile: the dreadful 
day is their own. Yonder stands the dark Vi- 
zier, surrounded by his Janizaries, whose bows 
and swords are tired of drinking death. He 
surveys the Benegade standing over the corpse 
of the King. 

''Christian renegade!" he says, "Allah has 
given us a great victory. The arms of the Sub- 
lime Emperor are every where triumphant. The 
Christian King is slain by you." 

"Peace to his soul! He died like a good 
knight," gasps Ulric, himself dying on the field. 

"In this day*s battle," the grim Vizier con- 
tinues, " no man hath comported himself more 
bravely than yon. You are made Bassa of Tran- 
sylvania ! Advance bowmen — ^Fire 1 " 

An arrow quivers in the breast of Carpezan. 

" Bassa of Transylvania, you were a traitor 
to your King, who lies murdered by your hand!" 
continues grim Vizier. ' ' You contributed more 
than any soldier to this day's great victory. Tis 
thus my Sublime Emperor meetly rewards you. 
Sound trumpets! We march for Vienna to- 
night!" 

And the curtain drops as Carpezan, crawling 
toward his dying comrade, kisses his hands, and 

gasps* 

"Foi^veme, Uhic!" 

When Mr. Warrington has finished reading 
his tragedy, he turns round to Mr. Johnson, 
modestly, and asks, 

"What say you, Sir? Is there any chance 
forme?" 

But the opinion of this most eminent critic- 
is scarce to be given, for Mr. Johnson had been 
asleep for some time, and frankly owned that hr 
had lost the latter part of the play. 

The little auditoiy begins to hum and stir a^ 
the noise of the speaker ceased. George may 



280 



THE VIRGINIANS. 



have been very nervotiB when he first commenced 
to read ; but every body allows that he read the 
last two acts uncommonly well, and makes him 
a compliment npon his matter and manner. 
Perhaps every body is in good humor because 
the piece has come to an end. Mr. Spencer's 
servant hands about refreshing drinks. The 
Templars speak out their various opinions while 
they sip the negus. They are a choice band of 
critics, fiuniliar with the pit of the theatre, and 
they treat Mr. Warrington's pli^ with the grav- 
ity which such a subject demands. 

Mr. Fountain suggests that the Vizier should 
not say **FireI" when he bids the archers kill 
Carpezaur-as yon certainly don't ^« with a bow 
and arrows. A note is taken of the objection. 

Mr. Figtree, who is of a sentimental turn, re- 
grets that Ulric could not be saved, and married 
to the comic heroine. 

''Vay, Sir, there was an utter annihilation of 
the Hungarian army at Mohacz," says Mr. John- 
son, "fund Ulric must take his Imock on the 
head with the rest. He could only be saved by 
flight, and you wouldn't have a hero run away 1 
Pronounce sentence of death against Captain 
Ulric, but kill him with honors of war." 

Messrs. Essex and Tanfield wonder to one an- 
other who is this queer looking pert whom Spen- 
cer has invited, and who contradicts every body, 
and suggest a boat up the river and a litUe fresh 
air after the fatigues of the tragedy. 

The general opinion is decidedly farorable to 
Mr. 'Warrington's performance; and Mr. John- 
son's opinion, on which he sets a special value, 
is the most fiivoraUe of all. Perhaps Mr. John- 
son is not sorry to compliment a young gentle- 
man of fashion and figure like Mr. W. ' * Up to 
the death of the heroine," he says, "I am frank- 
ly with you, Sir. And I may speak, as a play- 
wright who have killed my own heroine, and had 
my share of the planms in theatro. To hear 
your own lines nobly delivered to an applauding 
house is indeed a nobl& excitement I like to 
see a young man of good name and lineage who 
condescends to think that the Tragic *Muse is not 
below his advances. It was to a sordid roof that 
I invited her, and I asked her to rescue me from 
poverty and squalor. Happy you. Sir, who can 
meet her upon equal terms, and can afford to 
marry her without a portion I" 

" I doubt whether the greatest genius is not 
debased who has to make a bargain with Poetry, " 
remarks Mr. Spencer. 

** Nay, Sir," Mr. Johnson answered; •** I doubt 
if many a great genius would work at all with- 
out bribes and necessities; and so a man had 
better marry a poor Muse for good and all, for 
bettOT or worse, than dally with a rich one. I 
make you my compliment to your play, Mr. 
Warrington, and if you want an introduction to 
the stage, shall be very happy if I can induce my 
friend Mr. Garrick to present you." 

" Mr. Garrick shall be his sponsor," cried the 
florid Mr. Figtree. " Melpomene shall be his 
godmother, and he shall have the witches' cal- 
dron in Macbeth for a christening font " 



**Sir, I neither said font nor godmother," 
remarks the man of letters. " I would have no 
play contrary to morals or religion : nor, as I 
conceive, is Mr. Warrington's piece otherwise 
than friendly to them. Vice is chastised, as it 
should be, even in Kings, though perhaps we 
judge of their temptations too lightly. Bevenge 
is punished — as not to be lightly exercised by 
our limited notion of justice. It may have been 
Carpezan's wife who perverted the King, and 
not the King who led the woman astray. At 
any rate, Louis is rightly humiliated for his 
crime, and the Renegade most justly executed 
for his. I wish yon a good afternoon, gentle- 
men !" And with these remarks, the great au- 
thor took his leave of the company. 

Toward the close of the reading, General Lam- 
bert had made his appearance at Mr. Spencer's 
chambers, and had listened to the latter part of 
the tragedy. The performance over, he and 
George took their way to the latter's lodgings in 
the first place, and subsequently to the Gener- 
al's own house, where the young author was ex- 
pected, in order to recount the reception which 
his play had met from his Temple critics.* 
. At Mr. Warrington's apartment in South- 
ampton Row, they found a letter awaiting 
Gtorge, which ' the latter placed in his pocket 
unread, so that he might proceed immediately 
with his companion to Soho. We may be sure 
the ladies there were eager to know about the 
Carpezan's fate in the morning's small rehearsal. 
Hetty said George was so shy, that perhaps it 
would be better for all parties if some other per- 
son had read the play. Theo, on the contrary, 
cried out : 

"Read it, indeed! Who can read a poem 
better than the author who feels it in his heart? 
And George had his whole heart in the piece !" 

Mr. Lambert very likely thought that some- 
body else's whole heart was in the piece, too, 
but did not utter this opinion to Miss Theo. 

**' I think Hany would look very well in your 
figure of a Prince," says the General. *'That 
scene where he takes leave of his wife before de- 
parting for the- wars reminds me of your broth- 
er's manner not a little." 

''Oh, papal surely Mr. Warrington himself 
would act the Prince's part betot!" cries Miss 
Theo. 

''And be deservedly slain in battle at the 
end f " asks the father of the house. , 

"I did not say that; only that Mr. George 
would make a very good Prince, papa!" cries 
Miss Theo. 

*" In which case he would find a suitable Prin- 
cess, I have no doubt. What news of your 
brother Harry?" 

George, who has been thinking about theat* 
rical triumphs; about monumentum cereperenni' 
ti« ; about lilacs ; about love whispered and ten- 
derly accepted, remembers that he has a letter 
-from Harry in his pocket, and gayly produces it. 

" Let ue hear what Mr. Truant says for him- 
self. Aunt Lambert!" cries George, breaking 
.theseaL 
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Why 11 he so diatarbed, u he reads the con- 
tents of his letter ? Whf do the women look U 
him with aUrmed efes ? And «b;, ibore all, 
ii Hettf so pale ? 

X Here is the letter," says George, and begins 

" RtDi, juTu 1, Ilea. 

" I did not tell my dearest Geoi^ what I 
hoped and intended when I left home on Wed- 
«e«la;. Twos to Bee Mr. Webb at Ponsiaouth 
or the Isle of Wight, wbererer his Beg* was, am 
if need was, to ga dawn on mi/ tneei to him ti 
take me u rolanteer with him on the Expedi 
tion. J took boat from Portsmouth, where I 
learned that he wag, with oar rrgiment, inc 
at the village of Hjde. Was received by liim 
most kindlj, and my petition granted oi 
hand. That is why I say our regiment. 
aro eight gentlemen volunteers with Mr. Webb ; 
all men of birth, a,oi good firluntt, except poor 
lae, who don't deserve one. We are to mess 
with the officers ; we take the right of the cot- 
lumn, and hare alaagi ikt right to bt ia front ; 
and in an hour we embark on board his Majes- 
ty's Ship the Rochaitr, of 60 guns, while onr 
Commodore's, Mr. Howe's, h the Eiiei. 
His squadron is abont 20 shipe, and I should 
think too transports at least. Though 'tis 
cret expedition, we make no doubt t'rance i 
deatinalion — where I hope to see my friends the 
Monsieura ooce more, end win my colors 
poiaci de man cpee, as we u)«d to say in Cana- 
da. Perhaps my service as interpreter may be 
useful 1 1 speaking the language not so well a 
tome one IJcnow, bat better than most here. 

" I scarce Tenlore to write to our mother t 
(ell her of this step. Wilt you, who have a aa 
tag tongue tcill aheadk anif one, write to her s 
soon as you have ftnisht the famous tradgtdi/ 
Will you give my afTeclioDste respects (o dea 
General Lainbert and ladies : and if any acei 
dent should happen, I know you will take car 
of poor Gumbo, as belonging to my dearest, best 
George's most afiectionate brother, 

" HeKRT E. WjtBMKOTOH. 

" P.S. — Lore to all at home when you write, 
including Dempster, Moantain, and Fanny M., 
and all the people, and duty to mj honored mo- 
ther, wishing I had pleased her belter. And if 
I said any thing unkind to dear Miss Hester 
.Lambert, I know she will forgive me ; and pray 
God blesi all.— II. E. W. 



" Oppmlla Badbrd llouia Oudenm, Loodos." 

He has not read the last words with a very 
steady voice. Mr. Lambert ails silent, though 
not a little moved. Theo and her mother look 
at ODD another; bat Hetty remains with a cold 
fare and a stricken heart. She thinks " He is 
gone to danger, perhaps to death, and it was I 
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Thb tnisty Gumbo could not console him- 
self for the departure of his beloved master: at 
least, to judge from his tesn and howls on tint 
hearing the news of Mr. Harry's enlistment, yon 
would have thoo^t the negro's heart tnust break 
at the separation. No wonder he went for sym- 
pathy to the maid-serronts at Mr. Lambert's 
lodgings. Wherever that dusky youth was, be 
sought comfort in the society of females. Their 
fair and tender bosoms knew how to feel pity for 
the poor AiKcan, and the darkness of Gumbo's 
complexion was no more repulsive to them than 
Othello's to Desdemona. I believe Enrope has 
' been so squeamish in regard to Africa aa 
tain other respected Quarter. May, some 
Africans — witness the Chevalier de St. Georges, 
for instance — have been notoriooa bvoritet with 
the fair sex. 

,>in his humbler walk, was Hr. Gnmbo. 
The Lambert servants wept freely in his com- 
pany : the maids kindly considered him not only 
Mr. Harry's man, but their brother. Hetty 
lid not help laughing when she fonnd Gumbo 
iring because his master had gone a volumleer, 
he called it, and had not tuken him. He was 
ready to save Master Harry's life any day, and 
Id have done it, and hod himself cut in twen- 
msand hundred pieces for Master Harry, that 
ronld 1 Meanwhile Nature most be support- 
ed, and he condescended to fartify her by large 
supplies of beer and cold meat in the kitch- 
That he was greedy, idle, and told lies is 
certain; but yet Hetty gave him half-a-crown, 
id was especially kind to him. Her tongue, 
at was wont to wag so pertly, was so gentle 
>w that yon might fancy it had never made a 
joke. She moved about the house mum and 
wk. She was bumble to Mamma, thankful 
John and Betty when they waited at dioner ; 
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patient to P0II7 when the latter pnUed tier hair 
Id combing it ; long-mifering when Charley from 
■chool trod on her toes, or deranged her nork- 
boxi silent in Papa'i conpan; — oh! snch a 
transmogrified little Hettj 1 If Papa had order- 
ed ber to roast the leg of mntton, or walk to 
church arm iti arm with Gnmbo, she woald have 
made a coortesy, and said, " Yea, if jou please, 
de«r Papa!" Leg of mnttonl What >ort of 
meal were some poor volanteen ha-ring, with the 
cuinon^balls flaring aboaltheii heads r Church? 



When it eomes to the ptsvcr ia line of war, <^ : 
how her knoe« smite together as she kneels, and 
hides her head in the pew I 6he holds down ber 
bead when the parson reads ont " Than ahalt 
do no murder" from the commonion-rail, and 
bneiea be must be looking at her. Bow dte 
thinks of all trarelere by land or bj water ; 
How she sickens as she runs to the paper to re«d 
if there is news of the Expedition I How ahe 
watches Papa when he come* home from his 
Oidoance Office, and looks in bis face to aee if 
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there is good news or bad ! Is he well ? Is he 
made a General yet ? Is he wounded and made 
ft prisoner ? ah me ! or, perhaps, are both his 
legs taken off by one shot, like that pensioner 
they saw in Chelsea Garden t'other day ? She 
would go on wooden legs all her life, if his can 
bat bring him safe home; at least, she ought 
never to get up off her knees until he is return* 
ed. '* Haven't you heard of people, Theo," says 
she, ''whose htdr has grown gray in a single 
night? I shouldn't wonder if mine did — 
shouldn't wonder in the least." And she -looks 
in the glass to ascertfun that phenomenon. 

'* Hetty, dear, you used not to be so nerrous 
when Papa was away in Minorca," remarks 
Theo. 

**Ah! Theo, one may very well see that 
George is not with the army, but safe at home," 
rejoins Hetty; whereat* the elder sister blushes, 
and looks very pensive. Aufait, if Mr. George 
had been in the army, that, yon see, would have 
been another pair of boots. Meanwhile, we don't 
want to harrow any body's kind feelings any lon- 
ger, but may as well state that Hany is, for the 
present, as safe as any officer of the Life Guards 
at Regent's Park Barracks. 

The first expedition in which our gallant vol- 
unteer was engaged may be called successful, but 
certainly was not glorious. The British Lion, 
or any other lion, can not always have a worthy 
enemy to combat, or a battle royal to deliver. 
Suppose he goes forth in quest of a tiger who 
won't come, and lays his paws on a goose, and 
gobbles him up? Lions, we know, must live 
like any other animals. But suppose, advanc- 
ing into the forest in search of the tiger afore- 
said, and bellowing his challenge of war, he es- 
pies not one but six tigers coming toward him ? 
This, nu&nifestly, is not his game at all. He 
puts his tail between his royal legs, and retreats 
into his own snug den as quickly as he may. 
Were he to attempt to go and fight six tigers, 
you might write that Lion down an Ass. 

Now, Hany Warrington's first feat of war 
was in this wise. He and about 13,000 other 
fighting men embarked in various ships and 
transports on the 1st of June, from the Isle of 
Wight, and at daybreak on the 6th the fleet stood 
in to the Bay of Cancale, in Brittany. For a 
while he and the gentlemen volunteers had the 
pleasure of examining the French coast from 
their ships, while the Commander-in-Chief and 
the Commodore reconnoitered the bay in a cut- 
ter. Cattle were seen, and some dragoons, who 
trotted off into the distance ; and a little fort with 
A couple of guns had the audacity to fire at his 
Grace of Marlborough and the Commodore in 
the cutter. By two o'clock the whole British 
fleet was at anchor, and signal was made for all 
the grenadier companies of eleven regiments' to 
embark on board fli&t-bottomed boats and assem- 
ble round the Commodore's ship, the Essex, 
Meanwhile Mr. Howe, hoisting his broad pen- 
nant on board the Success frigate, went in as 
near as possible to shore, followed by the other 
fngpates, to protect the landing of the troops ; and 



now, with Lord George SackvUle and General 
Dury in command, the gentlemen volunteers, the 
grenadier companies, and three battalions of 
guards pulled to shore. 

The gentlemen volunteers could not do any 
heroic deed upon this occasion, because the 
French, who should have staid to fight them^ 
ran away ; and th6 frigates having silenced the 
fire of the little fort which had disturbed the 
reconnoissance of the Commander-in-Chief, the 
army presently assaulted it, taking the whole 
garrison prisoner, and shooting him in the leg. 
Indeed he was }fat one old gentleman, who gal- 
lantly had fired his two guns, and who told his 
conquerors, "If every Frenchman had acted like 
me, you would not have landed at Cancale at 
all.'* 

The advanced detachment of invaders took 
possession of the village of Cancale, where they 
lay upon their arms all night; and our volunteer 
was joked by his comrades about his eagerness to 
go out upon the war-path and bring in two or 
three scalps of Frenchmen. I^one such, howev- 
er, fell under his tomahawk; the only person 
slain on the whole day being a French gentle- 
man, who was riding with his servant, and was 
surprised by volunteer Lord Downe, marching in 
the front with a company of Kingsley's. My 
LordDowne offered the gentleman quarter, which 
he foolishly refused, whereupon he, his servant, 
and the two horses, were straightway shot. 

Next day the whole force was landed, and ad- 
vanced from Cancale to St. Malo. All the villa^ 
ges were^mptied through which the troops passed, 
and the roads were so narrow in many places that 
the men had to march single file, and might 
have been shot down from behind the tall leafy 
hedges had there been any enemy to disturb 
them. 

At nightfall the army arrived before St. Malo, 
and were saluted by a fire of artilleiy from that 
town, which did little damage in the darkness. 
Under cover of this the British set fire to the 
ships, wooden buildings, pitch and tar magazines 
in the harbor, and made a prodigious conflagra- 
tion that lasted the whole night. 

This feat was achieved vvithout any attempt 
on the part of the J'rench to molest the British 
force; but, as it was confidently asserted that 
there was a considerable French force in the 
town of St. Malo, though they wouldn't come 
out, his Grace the Duke of Marlborough and my 
Lord George Sackville determined not to disturb 
the garrison, marched back to Cancale again, 
and — and so got on board their ships. 

If this were not a veracious history, don't yon 
see that it would have been easy to send our Vir- 
ginian on a more glorious campaign ? Exactly 
four weeks after his departure from England Mr. 
Warrington found himself at Portsmouth again, 
and addressed a letter to his brother George, with 
which the latter ran off to Dean Street so soon as 
ever he received it. 

" Glorious news, ladies !" cries he, finding the 
Lambert family all at breakfast. **Our cham- 
pion has come back. He has undergone all sorts 
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of dangers, but has survived them all. He has 
seen dragons — ^upon my word he says so." 

<* Dragons I What do you mean, Mr. War- 
rington?" 

»* But not killed any— he says so, as you snaU 

hear. He writes : 

" * Dearest Brother,— I think you will be 
glad to hear that I am returned, without any 
commission as yet ; without any wounds or glory ; 
but, at any rate, alive and harty. On board our 
ship we were almost as crowded as poor Mr. Hol- 
weU and his friends in their Black Hole at Cal- 
icutta. We had rough weather, and some of the 
gentlemen volunteers, who prefer smooth water, 
grumbled not a little. My gentlemen's stomachs 
are dainty; and after Braund's cookery and 
White's kick-4haws, they don't like plain sailor's 
mm and bitket. But I, who have been at sea 
before, took my rations and can of flip very con- 
tentedly ; being determined to put a good fiwje on 
every thing before our fine English macaroniaf and 
show that a Virginia gentleman is as good as the 
best of *em. I wish, for the honor of old Vir- 
ginia, that I had more to brag about. But all I 
can say in truth is, that we have been to France 
and pome back again. Why, I don't think even 
your tragick pen could make any thing of such a 
campaign as ours has been. We landed on the 
6 at Cancalle Bay, we saw a few dragons on a 

hill—' 

« * There I Did I not tell you there were drag- 
ons?" asks George, laughing. 

** Mercy I What can he mean by dragons ?" 
cries Hetty. 

** Immense long-tailed monsters, with steel 
scales on their backs, who vomit fire, and gob- 
ble up a virgin a day. Haven't you read about 
them in The Seven Champions?" says Papa. 
** Seeing St. George's flag, I suppose they slunk 

off." 

"I have read of 'eni,'* says the little boy from 
Chartreux, solemnly. * * They like to eat women. 
One was going to eat Andromeda, you know, 
Papa ; and Jason killed another, who was guard- 
ing the apple-tree." 

" * ... A few dragons on a hill,' " George re- 
sumes, ** * who rode away from us without engag- 
ing. We slept under canvass. We marched to 
St. Malo, and burned ever so many privateers 
there. And we went on board rfiipp again, 
without ever crossing swords with an enemy or 
meeting any except a few poor devils whom the 
troops plundered. Better luck next time ! This 
hasn't been very much nor particular glorioua : 
but I have liked it for my part. I have smelt 
powdcTj besides a deal of rosn and pitch we 
burned. I've seen the enemy ; have sleppt un- 
der canvass, and been dredful crowdid and sick 
at sea. I like it. My best compliments to dear 
Aunt Lambert, and tell Miss Hetty I wasn't 
very much fritened when 1 saw the iB*rench horse. 
(* ( Tour most affectionate brother, 

♦* * H. E. WARRlNGTOlf .' " 



We hope Miss Hetty's qualms of conscience 
wore allayed by Harry's announcement that his 



expedition was over, and that he had so far taken 
no hurt. Far otherwise. Mr. Lambert, in the 
course of his official duties, had occasion to visit 
the troops at Portsmouth and the Isle of Wight, 
and George Warrington bore him company. 
They found Harry vastly improved in spirits and 
health from the excitement produced by the little* 
campaign, quite eager and pleased to learn his 
new military duties, active, cheerful, and healthy, 
and altogether a different person from the listless 
moping lad who had dawdled in London coffee- 
houses and Mrs. Lambert's drawing-room. The 
troops were under canvas; the weather was 
glorious, and George found his brother a ready 
pupil in a fine brisk open-air school of war. Not 
a little amused, the elder brother, arm in arm 
with the young volunteer, paced the street* of 
the warlike city, recalled his own brief military 
experiences of two years back, and saw here a 
much greater army than that ill-fated one of 
which he had shared the disasters. The expedi- 
tion, such as we have seen it, was certainly not 
glorious, and yet the troops and the nation were 
in high spirits with it. We were said to have 
humiliated the proud Gaul. We should have 
vanquished as well as humbled him had he dared 
to appear. What valor, after all, is like British 
valor? I dare say some such expressions have 
been heard in later times. Not that I would 
hint that our people brag much more than any 
other, or more now than formerly. Have not 
these eyes beheld the battle-grounds of Leipzig, 
Jena, Dresden, Waterloo, Blenheim, Bunker's 
Hill, New Orleans? What heroic nation has 
not fought, has not conquered, has not run away, 
has not bragged in iU turn ? Well, the British 
nation was much excited by the glorious victoiy 
of St. Malo. Captured treasures were sent 
home and exhibited in London. The people 
were so excited that more laurels and more vic- 
tories were demanded, and the enthusiastic army 
went forth to seek some. 
• With this new expedition went a volunteer so 
distinguished that we must give him precedence 
of all other amateur soldiers or sailors. This 
was our sailor Prince, H. R. H. Prince Edward, 
who was conveyed on board the Essex in the 
ship's twelve-oared barge, the standard of En- 
gland flying in the bow of the boat, the admiral 
with his flag and boat foUowing the Prince's, 
and all the captains following in seniority. 

Away s^uls the fleet, Harry, in high health 
and spirits, waving his hat to his friends as they 
cheer from the shore. He must and will have 
his commission before long. There can be no 
difficulty about that, George thinks. There is 
plenty of money in his little store to buy his 
brother's ensigncy ; but if he can win it without 
purchase by gallantry and good conduct, tha^ 
were best. The colonel of the regiment reports 
highly of his recruit ; men and officers tike him. 
It is easy to see that he is a young fellow of good 
promise and spirit. 

Hip» hip, hnzzayl What famous news are 
these which arrive ten days after the expedition 
has sailed? On the 7th and 8th of Angoat his 
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M^esty'B troops have ^ected a landing in the 
Bay des Marais, two leagues westward of Cher- 
bourg, in the face of a large body of the enemy. 
Awed by the appearance of British valor that 
large body of the enemy has disappeared. Cher- 
bourg has surrendered at discretion; and the 
English colors are hoisted on the three outlying 
forts. Seven-and-twenty ships have been burned 
in the harbors, and a prodigious number of fine 
brass cannon taken. As for your common iron 
gons, we have destroyed *em, likewise the basin 
(about which the Mounseers bragged so), and 
the two piers at the entrance to the harbor. 

There is no end of jubilation in London ; just 
as Mr. Howe^s guns arrive from Cherbourg come 
Mr. Wolfe's colors captured at Louisbourg. The 
colors are taken fronk Kensington to St. Paurs, 
escorted by fourscore life-guards and fourscore 
horse-grenadiers with officers in proportion, their 
standards, kettle-dmms, and trumpets. At St. 
Paul's they are received by the Dean and Chap- 
ter at the West Gate, and at that minute — bang, 
bong, bung — the Tower and Park guns salute 
them ! Next day is the turn of the Cherbourg 
cannon and mortars. These are the guns we 
took. Look at them with their carving and 
flaunting emblems — ^their lilies, and crowns, and 
mottoes I Here they are, the T^muraire, the 
Malfaisant, the Vainqneur (the Yainqueur, in- 
deed ! a pretty vainqueur of Britons !), and ever 
so many more. How the people shout as the 
pieces are trailed through the streets in proces- 
sion I As for Hetty and Mrs. Lambert, I be- 
lieve they are of opinion that Harry took every 
one of the guns himself, dragging them out of 
the batteries, and destroying the artillerymen. 
He has immensely risen in the general estima- 
tion in the last few days. Madame de Bernstein 
has asked about him. Lady Maria has begged 
her dear Cousin Greorge to see her, and, if possi- 
ble, give her news of his brother. George, who 
was quite the head of the family a couple of 
months since, finds himself deposed, and of 
scarce any account, in Miss Hetty's eyes at least. 
Your wit, and your learning, and your tragedies, 
may be all very well ; but what are these in com- 
parison to victories and brass cannon ? George 
takes his deposition very meekly. They are fif- 
teen thousand Britons. Why should they not 
march and take Paris itself? Nothing more 
probable, think some of the ladies. They em- 
brace; they congratulate each other; they are 
in a high state of excitement. For once they 
long that Sir Miles and Lady Warrington were 
in town, so that they might pay her ladyship a 
visit, and ask, ** What do you say to your neph- 
ew now, pray? Has he not taken twenty-one 
finest brass cannon ; flung a hundred and twenty 
iron guns into the water, seized twenty-seven 
ships in the harbor, and destroyed the basin and 
the two piers at the entrance?" As the whole 
town rejoices and illuminates, so these worthy 
folks display brilliant red hangings in their 
cheeks, and light up candles of joy in their eyes, 
in honor of their champion and conqueror. 
But now, I grieve to say, comes a dopdy day 



after the fair weather. The appetite of our com- 
manders, growing by what it fed pn, led theih to 
think they had not feasted enough on the plun- 
der of St. Malo; and thither, after staying a 
brief time at Portsmouth and the Wight, the con- 
querors of Cherbourg returned. They were land- 
ed in the Bay of St. Lunar, at the distance of a 
few miles from the place, and marched toward 
it, intending to destroy it this time. Meanwhile 
the harbor of St. Lunar was found insecure, and 
the fleet moved tip to St. Cas, keeping up its 
communication with the invading army. 

Now the British Lion found that the town of 
St. Malo— which he had proposed to swallow at 
a single mouthful — was guarded by an army of 
French, which the governor of Brittany had 
brought to the succor of his good town, and the 
meditated coup de main being thus impossible, 
our leaders marched for their ships again, which 
lay duly awaiting our warriors in the Bay of St. Cas. 

Hide, blushing glory, hide St. Cas's day 1 As 
our troops were marching down to their ships 
they became aware of an army following them, 
which the French governor of the province had 
sent from Brest. T>^o-thirds of the troops, and 
all the artillery, were already embarked, when 
the Frenchmen came down upon the remainder. 
Four companies of the First Regiment of guards 
and the grenadier companies of the army faced 
about on the beaeh to await the enemy, while 
the remaining troops were carried off in the boats. 
As the French descended from the heights round 
the bay these guards and grenadiers marched out 
to attack them, leaving an excellent position 
which they had occupied — a great dike raised 
on the shore, and behind which they might have 
resisted to advantage. And now, eleven hun- 
dred men were engaged with six — ^nay, ten times 
their number ; and, after a while, broke and made 
for the boats with a sauve qui peut I Seven hun- 
dred out of the eleven were killed, drowned, or 
taken prisoners — the general himself was killed 
— and, ah I where were the volunteers ? 

A man of peace myself, and little intelligent 
of the practice or the details of war, I own I 
think less of the engaged troops than of the peo- 
ple they leave behind. Jack the Guardsman 
and La Tulipe of the Royal Bretagne are face to 
face, and striving to knock each other's brains 
out. Bon ! It is their nature to — like the bean 
and lions — and we will not say Heaven, but some 
Power or other has made them so to do. But 
the girl of Tower Hill, who hung on Jack's neck 
before he departed ; and the lass at Quimper, who 
gave the Frenchman his brule-gueule and tobacco- 
box before he departed on the noir trajet f What 
have you done, poor little tender hearts, that yon 
should grieve so ? My business is not with the 
army, but with the people left behind. What a 
fine state Miss Hetty Lambert mtist be in when 
she hears of the disaster to the troops and the 
slaughter of the grenadier Companies! What 
grief and doubt are in George Warrington's 
breast; what commiseration in Martin Lam- 
bert's, as he looks into his little girl's face and 
reads her piteous story there I Howe, the brave 
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commodora, rowing in his barge under the ene- 
m^'i 6k, has fescned with his bo&t scores and 
scores of our flying people. More are drowned ; 
hnndreds &re prieoners, or shot on (be beach. 
Among these, where is our Virginian? 



CHAWER LXV. 

Gbeat Powers! *rill the Tsin-glory of mei 
eepeciftlly of FieDchmen, never ixate 1 Will 
be beUcTed thst after the action of St. Cas- 
mereaflur of cutting off a rear-guard, as you a 
aware — thej were so unfeeling as tc fire away I 
don't know how much powder at the Inralidea 
Paris, and brag and bluster over onr miafortnni 
I* there any magnaniinityia hallooing and hnz- 
zajing becanse live or six hundred brave fellows 
have been caught by ten thousand on a seo-ehore, 
and tbat fate has overtaken them which is said 
to befall the hindmost ? I had a mind to design 
an authentic picture of the rejoicings at London 
upon our ^orious snceess at St. Malo. I fan- 
cied the polished guns dragged in procession by 
onr gallant tars ; the stout horse-grenadiers 
ptwicing by; the mob waving hats, roaring 
cheers, picking pockets, and our friends in i ~ ~ 
cony in Fleet Street looking an and blessing tbis 
scene of British triumph. But now that the 
French Invalides have been so vulgar as to 
tale the Tower, and set up their Si. Cas against 
onr St. Malo, I scorn to allude to the slalo snb. 
jcct. I say Kolo, not Malo : content, for 
part, if Hairy has retnmed from one expedition 
and t'other with a whole skin. And have I 
sud he was so mneh as bmised ? Have I 
for fear of exciting my ftir young reader, said 
tbat he was as well as ever he had been in his 
life? The tea-air had browned Ms cheek, and 



the ball whistling by hi* side-ciurl had spared it. 
The ocean had wet his gaiters and other gar- 
ments, withont swallowing up his body. He 
had, it is true, shown the l^>ela of his coat to the 
enemy ) but for as short a time as possible, with- 
"drawing out of their sight as quick as might be. 
And what, pray, are lapels but reverses 7 Coats 
have them, as well as men ; and onr duty is to 
wear them with courage and good-humor. 

"I can tell yoQ," said Hany, "we all had to 
mu for it; and when onr line broke, it was be 
who could get to the boats who was most lucky. 
The French horse and foot pursued ns down to 
the sea, and were mingled among us, ctitting our 
men down, and bayoneting them 6n the ground. 
Poor Armytage was shot in advance of me, and 
fell; and I look him np and staggered through 
the iurf to a boat. It was laeky that the sailon 
in onr boat weren't afraid ; for the shot were 
whistling about their ears, breaking the hladea 
of thdr oars, and riddling their flag with shot ; 
but the officer in conunand was as cool as if he 
had been drinking a bowl of punch at Ports- 
mooth, which we had one on landing, 1 can 
promise you. Poor Sir John was less ludey than 
me. He never lived to reach the ship, and the 
service has lost a fine stddier, and Miss Howe a 
tme gentleman to her husband. There must be 
these casualties, you see; and his brother gets 
the promotion— the baronetcy." 

" It is of the poor lady I am thinking," says 
Hiss Hetty (to whom haply our volunteer is till- 
ing his story), "and the King. Why did the 
King encourage Sir John ArmytAge to go ? A 
gentleman conld not refuse a command from such 
aqoarter. And now the poor gentleman is dead I 
Oh what a slate his M^eety must be in I" 

"I have no doubt his Majesty will be in a 
deep state of grief," says Papa, wagging his 
head. 

" Now you are laughing ! Co yon mean. 
Sir, tbat when a gentleman dies in his service, 
almost at his feet, the King of England won't 
feel for him? "Hetty asks. "If I thought that, 
I TOW 1 wonld be for tlie Pretender!" 

"The sance-box would make a pretty little 
head for Temple Bar," says the General, who 
could see Miss Hetty's meaning behind her words, 
and was aware in what a tnmnlt of nmuaat, of 
conateniation, of gratitude that the danger waa 
over, the little heart was beating. " No," gays 
he, " my dear. Were kings to weep for every 
soldier what a life you would make for them t 
I think better of his Miyesty than to suppose 
him so weak ; and if Miss Hester Lambert got 
her Pretender, I doubt whether she would be any 
the happier. That family was never Gunous for 
too much feeling." 

"But if the King sent Harry— I mean &x 
John Armytage — actually to the war in whi<^ 
he lost his life, oughtn't his Majesty to repeat 
very mncb ?" asks the young lady. 

"If Harry had fallen, no doubt the Court 
would have gone into mourning : as it is, gentle- 
men and ladies were in colored clothes yester- 
day," remarks the General. 




" Why ihonld we not make bonfires fi>r a de- 
feat, Bnd pat on uwkclolh and ashes after a tic. 
tory?" asks George. "I protest I don't want 
to thank Ueaven for helping ni to bom the Bbips 
at Cherbonrg'" 

"Yea you do, G«orgeI Not that I have a 
right to speak, and yon un't ever so mach cler- 
erer. Bnt when your coantry Tins you're glad 
— I know /am. When Iran away before French. 
raea I'm ashamed — I can't help it, though I done 
it," says Harry. "It don't seem to me right 
somehow that Englishmen ahonld hare to do it," 
he added, gravely. And Gleorge amiled ; but 
did not choose to ask his brother what, on the 
other hand, was the Frenchman's opinion. 

" "Us a bad basinesB," continued Harry, 
grsTelj; "bat 'tis lucky 'twas no worse. The 
slorj about the French is, that their goremor, 
thcDakeofAignillon, was rather what you call 
a jKoiattntd chicktn. Oar whole retreat might 
ha»e been cnl off— only, to be anre, we onrselves 
were in a mighty hutry lo move. The French 
local militia behaved famous, I nm happy Co say ; 
and there was ever so many gentlemen volunteen 
with 'em, who showed, aa they ought to do, in 
the iront. They say the Clievalier of Tour d'Au- 



[ vergne engaged in spite of the Duke of AiguiL 
' Ion's orders. Officers told us, who came olTwilh 
' H list of our prisoners and wounded to General 
BKgh and Lord Howe. He is a lord now, eince 
the news came of bis brother's death to homo, 
George. He is a brave fellow, whether lord or 



"And his sister, who was to have married 
poor Sir John Armytage, think what her state 
must be!" sighs Miss Hetty, who has grown of 
late so aen^mental. 

"And his mother!" cries Mrs. Lambert. 
" Have yon seen her ladyship's address in the 
papers to the electors of Nottingham? 'Lord 
Howe being now absent upon the pnblick service, 
and Lienlenant- Colonel Howe with hia regiment 
at Lonisbonrg, it rests upon me to lieg the favor 
of yonr voles and interests that Lieut enanl-Col- 
oDel Howe may supply the place of his late broth- 
er as yoDT representative in FarUament.' Isn't 
this a gallant woman ?" 

"A Laconic woman," says George. 

" How can sons help being brave who have 
been nursed by such a mother as that?" asks 
the General. 

Our tu'o young men looked at each other. 
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" If one of 118 were to fall in defense of his 
cotintiy we have a mother in Sparta who would 
think and write so too," says George. 

" If Sparta is any where Virginia way, I reck- 
on we hare," remarks Mr. Harry. **And to 
think that we should hoth of us hare met the 
enemy, and both of us been whipped by him, 
brother!" he adds, pensirely. 

Hetty looks at him, and thinks of him only 
as he was the other day, tottering through the 
water to^rard the boats, his comrade bleeding on 
his shoulder, the enemy in pursuit, the shot fly- 
ing round. And it was she who drove him into 
the danger! Her words provoked him. He 
never rebukes her now he is returned. Except 
when asked, he scarcely speaks about his ad- 
ventures at all. He is very grave and courteous 
with Hetty ; with the rest of the family especially 
frank and tender. But those taunts of hers 
wounded him. ** Little hand!" his looks and 
demeanor seem to say, '' thou shouldst not have 
been lifted against me I It is ill to scorn any 
one, much more one who has been so devoted to 
you and all yours. I may not be over-quick 
of wit, but in as far as the heart goes I am the 
equal of the best, and the best of my heart your 
fiunily has had.'* 

Harry's wrong, and his magnanimous endur- 
ance of it, served him to regain in Miss Hetty's 
esteem that place which he had lost during the 
previous months' inglorious idleness. The re- 
spect which the fair pay to the brave she gave 
him. She was no longer pert in her answers, 
or sarcastic in her observations regarding his 
conduct. In a word, she was a humiliated, an 
altered, an improved Miss Hetty. 

And all the world seemed to change toward 
Harry, as he toward the world. He was no 
longer sulky and indolent : he no more despond- 
ed about himself, or defied his neighbors. The 
colonel of his regiment reported his behavior as 
exemplary, and recommended him for one of the 
commissions vacated by the casualties during the 
expedition. Unlucky as its termination was, it 
at least was fortunate to him. His brother vol- 
unteers, when they came back to St. James's 
Street, reported highly of his behavior. These 
volunteers and their actions were the theme of 
every body's praise. Had he been a general 
commanding, and slain in the moment of vic- 
tory, Sir John Armytage could scarce have had 
more sympathy than that which the nation 
showed him. The papers teemed with letters 
about him, and men of wit and sensibility vied 
with each other in composing epitaphs in his 
honor. The fate of his affianced bride was be- 
wailed. She was, as we have said, the sister of 
the brave commodore who had just returned from 
this unfortunate expedition, and succeeded to the 
title of his elder brother, an officer as gallant as 
himself, who had just fallen in America. 

My Lord Howe was heard to speak in special 
praise of Mr. Warrington, and so he had a hand- 
some share of the fashion and favor which the 
town now bestowed on the volunteers. Doubt- 
less there were thousands of men employed who 



were as good as they : but the English ever love 
their gentlemen, and love that they should dis- 
tinguish themselves ; and these volunteers were 
voted Paladins and heroes by common accord. 
As our young noblemen will, they accepted their 
popularity very affiibly. White's and Almack's 
illuminated when they returned, and St. James's 
embraced its young knights. Harry was re- 
stored to full favor among them. Their hands 
were held out eagerly to him again. Even his 
relations congratulated him ; and there came a 
letter from Castlewood, whither Aunt Bernstein 
had by this time betaken herself, containing 
praises of his valor, and a pretty little bank-bill, 
as a token of his affectionate aunt's approbation. 
This was under my Lord Castlewood's frank, 
who sent his regards to both his kinsmen, and 
an offer of the hospitality of his country house, 
if they were minded to come to him. And be- 
sides this, there came to him a private letter 
through the post — not very well' spelled, but in a 
handwriting which Harry smiled to see again, in 
which his affectionate cousin, Maria Esmond, 
told him she always loved to hear his praises 
(which were in every body's mouth now), and 
sympathized in his good or evil fortune; and 
that, whatever occurred to him, she begged to 
keep a little place in his heart. Parson Samp- 
son, she wrote, had preached a beautiful sennqn 
aboiit the horrors of war, and the noble actions 
of men who volunteered to face battle and dan- 
ger in the service of their country. Indeed the 
Chaplain wrote himself, presently, a letter full 
of enthusiasm, in which he saluted Mr. Harry 
as his friend, his benefactor, his glorious hero. 
Even Sir Miles Warrington dispatched a basket 
of game from Norfolk : and one bird (shot sit- 
ting), with love to my cousin, had a string and 
paper round the leg, and was sent as the first 
victim of young Miles's fowling-piece. 

And presently, with joy beaming in his coun- 
tenance, Mr. Lambert came to visit his young 
friends at their lodgings in Southampton Bow, 
and announced to them that Mr. Henry War- 
rington was forthwith to be gazetted as Ensign 
in the Second Battalion of Kingsley's, the 20th 
Regiment, which had been engaged in the cam- 
paign, and which now at this time was formed 
into a separate regiment, the 67th. Its colonel 
was not with his regiment during its expedition 
to Brittany. He was away at Cape Breton, and 
was engaged in capturing those guns at Louis- 
bonrg, of which the arrival in England had 
caused such exultation. 



CHAPTER LXVI. 

IK WHICH WE OO A-COUSTIMO. 

Some of my amiable readers no doubt are in 
the custom of visiting that famous garden in the 
Regent's Park, in which so many of our finned, 
feathered, four-footed fellow-creatures, are ac- 
commodated with board and lodging, in retmm 
for which they exhibit themselves for our in- 
struction and amusement : and there, as a maii*s 
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bnainesa and priraM ibonghtt follow bim emy 
wbtte, and mix chenuelvei with oil life and lut 
tare round sboat him, I faund mjielf, while 
hwkinK at Bome Ssh in the aqoariam, atill actn- 
aUj thinking of onr friendi the Virginiana. One 
al the moM beaatifol molion-maslen I ever be- 
held, sweeping thningh his green bath in har- 
monknu CDrrea, now tnnting Jiis black glisten- 
ing back to me, now exhibiting his fair white 
chest, in eraiy moTement active and gTBcefal, 
tuned ont to be onr old homely friend the flonn- 
der, whom we hare all gobbled up ont of his 
bath of water sonchyal Greenwich, without har- 
ing the slightest idot that he was a bouty. 

As is the race of roan, so is the race of Boun- 
ders. If yon can bat see the latter in his right 
clement, yon may view him agile, healthy, and 
comely: put him out of his place, and behold 
his beauty is goue, his motions are disgraceful : 
be flapa the unAeUng ground ridiculously with 
bii tail, and will presently gasp his fteble lifb 
ouL Take him up tenderly, ere it be too bie, 

and cast him into his native Thames again 

Bnt stop : I believe there is a certain proverb 
about fish out of water, and that other profound 
luturalists hare remarked on them before me. 
Ifow Harry Warrington had been floundering 
ibr erer so long a time past, and out of bis prop- 
er element. As soon as he found it, health, 
•treogth, spirits, energy, returned to bim, and 
with the lap of the epaulet on his ahonlder be 
sprang up an altered being. He delighted in 
his new profession ; he engaged in all its details, 
and mastered them with eager quickness. Had 
I the skill of my friend Lorreqner, I would fol- 
low the other Harry into camp, and see him on 
the march, at the mess, on the parade-ground ; 
I would have many a carouse with him and his 
onnpanions; I wonld cheerfully live with him 
under the tents ; I wonld knowinglj' explain all 



tr, and alt ihe details of the 
life niibtary. As it is, the reader must please, 
out of his experience and imagination, to fill in 
the colors of the picture of which I can give but 
meagre hints and oullince, and, above all, fancy 
Mr. Harry Wprrington in his new red coat and 
yellow fodngs, very bappy (o bear tbe King's 
colors, and pleased to learn and perform all tbe 
dutiee of his new profession. 

As each young man delighted in the excel- 
lence of the other, and cordiaUy recogniied his 
brother's superior qualities, George, we may be 
sure, was proud of Harry's success, and rejoiced 
in his retoming good fortune. He wrote an af- 
fectionate letter to his motber in Virginia, re- 
counting all the praises which he had beard of 
Harry, and which his brother's modesty, George 
knew, would never allow him to repeat. He 
described how Harry had won his own first step 
In tlK/anny, and how he, George, would ask his 
motber leave to share with her tbe expense of 
pnrcbuing a higher mnk for bim. 

Notbiog, said George, vrould give him a great- 
er delight than to be able to belp bis brother, 
and the more so as, by bis suddeu return into 
life as it were, he had deprived Harry of an in- 
heritance which he had legitimately considered 
OS his own. Laboring under that misconcep- 
tion, Han; bod indulged in greater expenses 
than he ever wonld have thonghl of incurring as 
a younger brother; and George thought it was 
but fair, and, as it were, as a thank-offering for 
his own deliverance, that he should contribute 
liberally to any scheme for his brother's advant- 
age. 

And now, having concluded his statement re- 
specting Harry's affairs, George took occasion 
to speak of his own, and afldressed bis honored 
mother' on a point which vety deeply concerned 
himself. She was awaro that the best friends he 
and his brother hod fotmd in England were the 
good Mr. and Mrs. Lambert, the latter Madam 
Esmond's school-fellow of earlier yean. WbeiC 
their own blood relacions had been worldly and 
nnfeeling, these tme friends had ever been gen- 
erous and kind. The General was respected by 
the whole army, and beloved by all who knew 
him. No mother's afiection could have been 
more touching than Mis. Lambert's for both 
Madam Esmond's children; and now, wrote 
Mr. George, be himself had formed an attach- 
ment for the elder Miss Lambert, on which he 
thought ibe happincw of his life depended, and 
which be besongbt bis honored mother to ap- 
prove. He bad made no precise offers to the 
young lady or her parents ; bat he was bound to 
say that he had made little disguise of his senti- 
ments, and that tbe young Lidy, as well as her 
parents, seemed favorable to him. She had been 
BO admirable and exemplary a daughter to her 
own mother, that he felt sure she would do her 
duty by bis. In a word, Mr. Warrington de- 
scribed the young lady as a model of perfection, 
and expressed his firm belief that the happiness 
or misery of bis own future lifo depended upon 
possessing ca loaing her. Why do yon not pro- 
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dace this letter? haplj asks some sentimental 
reader of the present Editor, who has said how 
he has the whole Warrington correspondence in 
his hands. Why not? Because 'tis cruel to 
babble the secrets of a young man's love; to 
overhear his incoherent tows and wild raptures, 
and to note, in cold blood, the secrets — ^it may 
be, the. follies— of his passion. Shall we ]^y 
eavesdropper at twilight embrasures, count sighs 
and hand-shakes, bottle hot tears : lay our steth- 
oscope on delicate young breasts, and feel their 
heart-throbs ? I protest, for one, love is sacred. 
Wherever I see it (as one sometimes may in this 
world) shooting suddenly out of two pair of eyes ; 
or glancing sadly even from one pair ; or looking 
down from the mother to the baby in her lap ; or 
from papa at his girl's happiness as she is whirl- 
ing round the room with the captain ; or from 
John Anderson as his old wife comes into the 
room — the bonne vieiile, the ever-peerless among 
women ; wherever we see that signal, I say, let 
us salute it. It is not only wrong to kiss and 
tdll, but to tell about kisses. Every body who 
has been admitted to the mystery — hush about 
it. Down with him qui Decs sacrum vulgarit 
arcanop. Beware how you dine with him, he 
will print your private talk : as sure as yon sail 
with him, he will throw you over. 

While Harry's love of battle has led him to 
smell powder — ^to rush upon reluctantes dracones, 
and to carry wounded comrades out of fire, 
George has been pursuing an amusement much 
more peaceful and delightful to him; penning 
sonnets to his mistress's eyebrow, mayhap ; pac- 
ing in the darkness under her window, and 
watching the little lamp which shone upon her 
in her chamber; finding all sorts of pretexts for 
sending little notes which don't seem to require 
little answers, but get them ; culling bits out of 
his fkvorite poets, and flowers out Qf Covent Gar- 
den for somebody's special adornment and pleas- 
ure; walking to St. James's Church, singing 
very likely out of the same Prayer-hook, and 
never hearing one word of the sermon, so much 
do other thoughts engross him; being prodig- 
iously affectionate to all Miss Hetty's relations — 
to her little brother and sister at school ; to the 
elder at college ; to Miss Hetty, with whom he 
engages in gay passages of wit ; and to Mamma, 
who is half in love with him herself, Martin 
Lambert says ; for if fathers are sometimes sulky 
at the appearance of the destined son-in-law, is 
it not a fact that mothers become sentiment- 
al, and, as it were, love their own loves over 
again? 

Gumbo and Sady are forever on the trot be- 
tween Southampton Bow and Dean Street. In 
the summer months all sorts of junketings and 
pleasure-parties are devised ; - and there are count- 
less proposals to go to Banelagh, to Hampstead, 
to Vanxhall, to Marylebone Gardens, and what 
not. George wants the famous tragedy copied 
out fair for the stage, and who can write such a 
beautiful Italian hand as Miss Theo? As the 
sheets pass to and fro they are accompanied by 
little notes of thanks, of interrogation, of admi- 



ration, always. See, here is the packet, marked 
in Warrington's neat hand, "T's letters, 1758-9." 
Shall we open them and reveal their tender se- 
crets to the public gaze? Those virgin words 
were whispered for one ear alone. Years after 
they were written, the husband read, no doubt 
with sweet pangs of remembrance, the fond lines 
addressed to the lover. It were a sacrilege to 
show the pair to public eyes : only let kind read- 
ers be pleased to take our word that the young 
lady's letters are modest and pure, the gentle- 
man's most respectful and tender. In fine, you 
see, we have said very little about it ; but, in 
these few last months, Mr. Creorge Warrington 
has made up his mind that he has found the wo- 
man of women. She mayn't be the most beau- 
tiful. Why, there is Cousin Flora, there is C(b- 
lia, and Ardelia, and a hundred more, who are 
ever so much more handsome : but her sweet face 
pleases Aim better than any other in the world. 
She mayn't be the most clever, but her voice is 
the dearest and pleasantest to hear ; and in her 
company he is so clever himself; he has such 
fine thoughts ; he uses such eloquent words ; he 
is so generotis, noble, witty, that no wonder he 
delights in it. And, in regard to the young 
lady — as thank Heaven I never thought so ill 
of women as to suppose them to be just — ^we may 
be sure that there is no amount of wit, of wis- 
dom, of beauty, of valor, of virtue with which 
she does not endow her young hero. 

When George's letter reached home we may 
fancy that it created no small excitement in the 
little circle round Madam Esmond's fireside. So 
he was in love, and wished to marry I It was 
but natural, and would keep him out of harm's 
way. If he proposed to unite himself with a 
well-bred Christian young woman, Madam saw 
no harm. 

'* I knew they would be setting their caps at 
him," says Mountain. **They fancy that his 
wealth is as great as his estate. He does not 
say whether the young lady has money. I fear 
otherwise." 

** People would set their caps at him here, I 
dare say," says Madam Esmond, grimly look- 
ing at her dependent, ''and try and catch Mr. 
Esmond Warrington for their own daughters, 
who are no richer than Miss Lambert may 
be." 

''I suppose your ladyship means me!" says 
Mountain. '*My Fanny is poor, as you say; 
and 'tis kind of you to remind me of her pov- 
ertvl" 

''I said people would set their caps at him. 
If the cap fits you, tant pis / as my papa used to 
say." 

'' You think. Madam, I am scheming to keep 
George for my daughter ? I thank you, on my 
word ! A good opinion you seem to have of as 
after the years we have lived together!" 

*' My dear Mountain, I know you much bet- 
ter than to suppose yon could ever foncy your 
daughter would be a suitable match for a gen- 
tleman of Mr. Esmond's rank and station," says 
Madam, with much dignity. 
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'Fanny Parker was as good as Molly Benson 
at school, and Mr. Moantain*s daughter is as 
good as Mr. Lambert's!*' Mrs. Moantiun cries 
out. 

**Then you did think of njarrying her to my 
son ? 1 shall write to Mr. Esmond Warrington, 
and say how sorry I am that you should be dis- 
appointed!" says the mistress of Castlewood. 
And we, for our parts, may suppose that Mrs. 
Mountain was disappointed, and had some am- 
bitious views respecting her daughter— else, why 
should she hare been so angry at the notion of 
Mr. Warrington's marriage ? 

In reply to her son. Madam Esmond wrote 
back that she was pleased with the fraternal love 
George exhibited ; and it was indeed but right 
in some measure to compensate Harry, whose 
expectations had led him to adopt a more costly 
mode of life than he would have entered on had 
he known he was only a younger son. And 
with respect to purchasing his promotion, she 
would gladly halve the expense with Harry'9 
elder brother, being thankful to think his own 
gallantry had won him his first step. This be- 
stowal of George's money. Madam Esmond add- 
ed, was at least much more satisfactory than 
some other extravagances to which she would 
not advert. 

The other extravagance to which Madam al- 
luded was the payment of the ransom to the 
French captain's fi&mily, to which tax George's 
mother never would choose to submit. She had 
a determined spirit of her own, which her son 
inherited. His persistence she called pride and 
obstinacy. What she thought of her own per- 
tinacity, her biographer who lives so far from 
her time does not pretend to say. Only I dare 
say people a hundred years ago pretty much re- 
sembled their grandchildren of the present date, 
and loved to have their own way, and to make 
others follow it. 

Now, after paying his own ransom, his broth- 
er's debts, and half the price for his promotion, 
George calculated that no inconsiderable portion 
of his private patrimony would be swallowed up: 
nevertheless he made the sacrifice with a perfect 
good heart. His good mother always enjoined 
him in her letters to remember who his gratid- 
fiither was, and to support the dignity of his fam- 
ily accordingly. She gave him various commis- 
sions to purchase goods in England, and though 
she as yet had sent him very trifiing remittances, 
she alluded so constantly to the exalted rank of 
the Esmonds, to her desire that he should do 
nothing unworthy of that illustrious fiimily ; she 
advised him so peremptorily and frequently to 
appear in the first society of the country, to fre- 
quent the Court where his ancestors had been 
accustomed to move, and to appear always in 
the world in a manner worthy of his name, that 
George made no doubt his mother's money would 
be forthcoming when his own ran short, and gen- 
erously obeyed her injunctions as to his style of 
life. I find in the Esmond papers of this period 
bills for genteel entertainments, tailors' bills for 
Court suits supplied, and liveries for his honor's 



negro servants and chairmen, horse-dealers' re- 
ceipts, and so forth ; and am thus led to believe 
that the elder of our Virginians was also after a 
while living at a considerable expense. 

He was not wild or extravagant like his 
brother. There was no talk of gambling or 
race-horses against Mr. George; his table was 
liberal, his equipages handsome, his purse al- 
ways full, the estate to which he was heir was 
known to be immense. I mention these circum- 
stances because they may, probably, have influ- 
enced the conduct both of George and his friends 
in that very matter concerning which, as I have 
said, he and his mothef had been just correspond- 
ing. The young heir of Virginia was traveling 
for his pleasure and improvement in foreign king- 
doms. The Queen, his mother, was in daily' 
correspondence with his Highness, and constant- 
ly enjoined him to act as became his lofty sta- 
tion. There could be no doubt, from her let- 
ters, that she desired he should live liberally and 
magnificently. He was perpetually making pur- 
chases at his parent's order. She had not settled 
as yet ; on the contrary, she had wrote out by 
the last mail for twelve new sets of wagon-har- 
ness, and an organ that should play fourteen 
specified psalm-tunes : which articles George du- 
tifully ordered. She had not paid, as yet, and 
might not to-day or to-morrow, but eventually, 
of course, she would ; and Mr. Warrington nev- 
er thought of troubling his friends about these 
calculations, or discussing with them his mother's 
domestic afikirs. They, on their side, took for 
granted that he was in a state of competence and 
ease, and, without being mercenary folks, Mr. 
and Mrs. Lambert were, no doubt, pleased to see 
an attachment growing up between their daugh- 
ter and a young gentleman of such good princi- 
ples, talents, family, and expectations. There 
was honesty in all Mr. Esmond Warrington's 
words and actions, and in his behavior to the 
world a certain grandeur and simplicity which 
showed him to be a true gentleman. Somewhat 
cold and haughty in his demeanor to strangers, 
especially toward the great, he was not in the 
least supercilious; he was perfectly courteous 
toward women, and with those people whom he 
loved, especially kind, amiable, lively, and ten- 
der. 

No wonder that' one young woman we know 
of got to think him the best man in all the world 
— alas I not eveii exciting Papa. A great love 
felt by a roan toward a woman makes him bet- 
ter, as regards her, than all other men. Wc 
have said that George used to wonder himself 
when he found how witty, how eloquent, how 
wise he was, when he talked with the fair young 

creature whose heart had become all his I 

say we will not again listen to their love whis- 
pers. Those soft words do not bear being writ- 
ten down. If you please — ^good Sir, or Madam, 
who are sentimentally inclined — lay down the 
book and think over certain things for yourself. 
You may be ever so old now, but you remember. 
It may be all dead and buried ; but in a mo- 
ment up it springs out of its grave, and looks. 
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and nuiles, and wbispers w of yon when it dang 
to jonr aim, and dropped fresh tears od joot 
heart. It u here, and alive, did I aaj ? O far, 
far avraj] O I011CI7 hearth and «ild ashes! 
Here U the vase, bat the roMs are gooe ; here ia 
the shore and fonder the ship was moored ; bat 
the anchors are up, and it bu Bailed away for- 

Et cetera, et cetera, et cetera. This, howev. 
er, is mere sentimentaliCf ; and as regards George 
and Theo, is osiiher here nor there. What I 
mean 10 sa; is, that the ;otuig lady's family vere 
perfectly satisfied with the state of afhirs between 
her and Mr. Warrington ; and thoagh he had 
not sa jet asked the decisiTo qneetion, erery 
body else knew what the answer would be when 

Mamma perhaps thcm^t the queelion wsa a 
long time coming. 

"Fshaw'I my dear," says Che General. 
" There is time enough in all conscience. Theo 
is not much more than serenteen ; George, if I 
mistake not, is nnder forty ; and, besides, he 
mast haie time to write to Virginia and ask 



"But suppose she refoses?" 

"That wUl be a had daj for old and jonng," 
says the General. "Let ns rather say, suppose 
she consents, my Iote? — 1 can't fency any body' 
in the world relying Theo any thing she has set 
her heart on," adds the bth£T{ "andlamime 
'tis bent upon this match." 

So they all waited with the ntmost anxietj 
until an answer fh>m Madam Esmond should ar- 
live ; and trembled lest the French priTateera 
should take the packet-ship by which the precioas 
letter was couTeyed. 



and a second batlslioQ of Che r^imeot bad been 
formed and given to him in reward for his dis- 
tinguished gallantry and services at Cape Brecon. 

BarrJ went with quite unfeigned respect and cor- 
diality to pay his duty to his new Commander, 
on whom the eyes of the world began to be turn- 
ed DOW — the common opinion being that he was 
likely to become a great General. In the late 
affairs in France several officers of great previous 
repute had been tried and found lamentably want- 
ing. The Duke of Msrlborongh had shown him- 
self no worthy descendant of his great ancestor. 
About my Lord George Sackville's military gen- 
ius there were doabts, even before his unhappy 
behavior at Minden prevented a great victory. 
The nation was longing for militaiy glory, and 
the mibisier was anxious to find a general who 
might gratify the eager desire of the people. Hr. 
I Wolfe's and Mr. Lambert'^ business keeping them 
both in London, the friendly interconrse between 
those officers was renewed, no one. being mora 
delighted than Lambert at his jonnger friend's 
good fortune. 

Hairy, when he was sway from his duty, was 
never tired of bearing Mr. Wolfe's details erf the 
military DperaCioDs of Chs last year, about which 
Wolfe tallted very freely and openly. Whatever 
thought was in his miod, be appears to have 
spoken it out generously. Be hod that heroic 
simplicity which distinguished Nelson afterward : 
he talked frankly of Us actions. Some of the 
fine gentlemen at St. James's might wonder and 
sneer at him ; bnC among out little circle of 
friends we may be sure he fbnnd admiring listen- 
eis. The young Geneial had the romance of a 
boy on many mallen. He delighted in mnaic 
and poetry. On the last day of his life he said 
he would rather have written Gray's Elegy than 
have won a battle. We may be snie that with 
a gentleman of such literary tastes our friend 
George would become bmiliar ; and as Ibey were 
both in love, and both accepted lovers, and both 
eager for happiness, no doubt they must have 
had many sentimental conversations together 
which would be very interesting to report could 
we only bare accurate accounts of them. In one 
of his later letters, Warrington writes : 

"I had the honor of knowing the fiunoos Gen- 
eral Wolfe, and seeing much of bim daring his 
last stay in London, We had a subject of con- 
versation then which was of anfkiling Interest 
to both of US, and I conid not but admire Mr. 
Wolfe's simpJicity, his frankness, and a sort of 
glorions bravery which cbaracCerized him. Ho 
was much in love, and he wanted heap* and 
heaps of laurels to take to his mistress. ' If it 
be a sin to covet honor, ' be used to say with Har- 
ry the Fifth (he was passionately fond of plays 
and poetiy), ' I am the most offending sonl alive.' 
Sorely on bis hist day he had a feast which was 
enongh to satisfy the greediest appetite for gloiy. . 
H« hnngeied after it. He seemed to me not 
merely like a soldier going rcsolaiely to do his 
duty, bnt rather like a knight in quest of drag- 
ons and giants. My own country has fomisbed 
of late a chief of a veiy different order, and quite - 
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an opposite genins. I scarce know which to ad- 
mire most. The Briton's chivalrons ardor, or 
the more than Boman constancy of onr great 
Virginian." 

As Mr. Lambert's official duties detained him 
in London, his famity remained contentedly with 
him, and I suppose Mr. Warrington was so sat- 
isfied with the mral quiet of Southampton Row 
and the beautiful flowers and trees of Bedford 
Crardens, that he did not care to quit London for 
any long period. He made his pilgrimage to 
Castlewood, and passed a few days there, occu- 
pying the diamber of which he had often heard 
his grandfather talk, and which Colonel Esmond 
liad occupied as a boy: and he was received 
kindly enough by such members of the family as 
happened to be at home. But no doubt he loyed 
better to be in London by the side of a young 
person in whose society he found greater pleas- 
ure than any which my Lord CastWood*s circle 
could afford him, though all the ladies were civ- 
il, and Lady Maria especially gracious, and en- 
dianted with the tragedy which George and Par- 
son Sampson read out to the ladies. The Chap- 
lain was enthusiastic in its praises, and indeed 
it was through his interest, and not through Mr. 
Johnson's after all, that Mr. Warrington's piece 
ever came on the stage. Mr. Johnson, it is true, 
pressed the }^ay on his friend Mr. Garrick for 
Drury Lane, l^ut Garrick had just made an ar- 
rangement »with the famous Mr. Home for a 
tragedy from the pen of the author of Douglas. 
Accordingly, Carpezan was carried to Mr. Rich 
at Covent Garden, and accepted by that man- 
ager. 

On the night of the production of the piece 
Mr. Warrington gave an elegant entertainment 
to his friends at the Bedford Head, in Covent 
Garden, whence thy adjourned in a body to the 
theatre, leaving only one or two with our young 
author, who remained at the Coffee House, where 
friends from time to time came to him with an 
account of the performance. The part of Car- 
pe2san was filled by Barry, Shuter was the old 
nobleman. Reddish, I need scarcely say, made 
an excellent Ulric, and the King of Bohemia 
was by a young actor from Dublin, Mr. Geoghe- 
gan, or Hagan as he was called on the stage, 
and who looked and performed the part to ad- 
miration. Mrs. Wofflngton looked too old in 
the first act as the heroine, but her murder in 
the fourth act, about which great doubts were 
expressed, went off to the terror and delight of 
the audience. Miss Wayn sang the ballad which 
is supposed to be sung by the king's page just at 
the moment of the unhappy wife's execution, and 
all agreed that Barry was very terrible and pa- 
thetic as Carpezan, especially in the execution 
scene. The grace and elegance of the young 
actor, Gahagan, won general applause. The 
piece was put very elegantly on the stage by Mr. 
Rich, though there was some doubt whether, in 
the march of Janizaries in the last, the man- 
ager was correct in introducing a favorite ele- 
phant, which had figured in various pantomimes, 
and by which one of Mr. Warrington's black 



servants marched in a Turkish habit. The oth- 
er sate in the footman's gallery, and uproarious- 
ly wept and applauded at the proper intervals. 

The execution of Sybilla was the turning point 
of the piece. Her head off, George's friends 
breathed freely, and one messenger after another 
came to him at the Cofiee House, to announce 
the complete success of the tragedy. Mr. Bar- 
ry, amidst general applause, announced the play 
for repetition, and that it was the work of a 
young gentleman of Vii^ginia ; his first attempt 
in the dramatic style. 

We should like to have been in the box where 
all our friends were seated during the perform- 
ance, to have watched Hetty's flutter and anxi- 
ety while the success of the play seemed dubious, 
and have beheld the blushes and the sparkles in 
her eyes when thevictory was assured. Harry, dur- 
ing the little trouble in the fourth act, was dead- 
ly pale — ^whiter, Mrs. Lambert said, than Barry, 
with all his chalk. But if Briareus could have 
clapped hands, he could scarcely have made more 
noise than Harry at the end of the piece. Mr. 
Wolfe and General Lambert huzzayed enthusi- 
astically. Mrs. Lambert, of course, cried : and 
though Hetty said " Why do you cry. Mamma ? 
Ybu don't wipt any of them alive again ; you 
know it serves them all right," the girl was real- 
ly as much delighted as any person present, in- 
cluding little Charley from the Chart'reux, who 
had leave from Dr. Crusius for that evening, and 
Miss Lucy, who had been brought from board- 
ing-school on purpose to be present on the great 
occasion. My Lord Castlewood and his sister, 
Lady Maria, were present ; and his lordship went 
from his box and complimented Mr. Barry and 
the other actors on the stage ; and Parson Samp- 
son was invaluable in the pit, where he led the 
applause, having, I believe, given previous in- 
structions to Gumbo to keep an eye upon him 
from the gallery, and do as he did. 

Be sure there was a very jolly supper of Mr. 
Warrington's friends that night — much more 
jolly than Mr. Garrick's, for example, who made 
but a very poor success with his Agis and its 
dreary choruses, and who must have again felt 
that he had missed a good chance in preferring 
Mr. Home's tragedy to our young author's. A 
jolly supper, did we say ? — ^Many joUy suppers. 
Mr. Gumbo gave an entertaiimient to several 
gentlemen of the shoulder-knot, who had con- 
curred in supporting his master's master-piece : 
Mr. Henry Warrington gave a supper at the 
Star and Garter, in Pall Mall, to ten officers of 
his new regiment, who had come up for the ex- 
press purpose of backing Carpezan : and, final- 
ly, Mr. Warrington received the three principal 
actors of the tragedy, our family party from the 
side box, Mr. Johnson and his ingenious friend, 
Mr. Reynolds the pamter, my Lord Castlewood 
and his sister, and one or two more. My Lady 
Maria happened to sit next to the young actor 
who had performed the part of the king. Mr. 
Warrington somehow had Miss Theo for a neigh- 
bor, and no doubt passed a pleasant evening be- 
side her. The greatest animation and cordial- 
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it J prevailed^ and when toasts were called, Lady 
Maria gayly gave " The King of Hungary" for 
hers. That gentleman, who had plenty of elo- 
quence and file, and excellent manners, on as 
well as off the stage, protested that he had al- 
ready suffered death in the course of the eyening, 
hoped that he should die a hundred times more 
on the same field ; but, dead or living, vowed he 
knew whose humble servant he ever should be. 
Ah ! if he had but a real crown, ii^ place of his 
diadem of pasteboard and tinsel, with what joy 
would he lay it at her ladyship's feet ! Neither 
my lord nor Mr. Esmond were over well pleased 
with the gentleman's exceeding gallantry — a 
part of which they attributed, no doubt justly, to 
the wine and punch, of which he had been par- 
taking very freely. Theo and her sister, who 
were quite new to the world, were a little fVight- 
ened by the exceeding energy of Mr. Hagan's 
manner — but Lady Maria, much jnore experi- 
enced, took it in perfectly good part. At a late 
hour coaches were called, to which the gentle- 
men attended the ladies, after whose departure 
some of them returned to the supper-room, and 
the end was that Carpezan had to be carried 
away in a chair, and that the King of Hungary 
had a severe headache; and that the Poet, 
though he remembered making a' great number 
of speeches, was quite astounded when half a 
dozen of his guests appeared at his house the 
next day, whom he had invited over night to 
come and sup with him once more. 

As he put Mrs. Lambert and her daughters 
into their coach on the night previous all the la^ 
dies were flunied, delighted, excited; and you 
may be sure our gentleman was with them the 
next day, to talk of the play and the audience, 
and the actors, and the beauties of the piece, 
over and over again. Mrs. Lambert had heard 
that the ladies of the theatre were dangerous 
company for young men. She hoped George 
would have a care, and not frequent the green- 
room too much. 

George smiled, and said he had a preventive 
against all green-room temptations, of which he 
was not in the least afraid ; and as he spoke he 
looked in Theo's face, as if in those eyes lay the 
amulet which was to preserve him from all dan^ 
ger. 

**Why should he be afraid. Mamma?" asks 
the maiden, simply. She had no idea of danger 
or of guile. 

'*No, my darling, I don't think he need be 
afraid," says the mother, kissing her. 

**You don't suppose Mr. George would fall 
in love with that painted old creature who per- 
formed the chief part ?" asks Miss Hetty, with a 
toss of her head. '* She must be old enough to 
be his mother." 

*' Pray, do you supposc^that at our age nobo- 
dy can care for us, or that we have no hearts 
left?" asks Mamma, very tartly. '^I believe, 
or I may say, I hope and trust, your father 
thinks otherwise. lit is, I imagine, perfectly 
satisfied, miss. He docs not sneer at age, what- 
ever little girls out of the school-room may do. 



And they had much better be back there, and 
they had much better remember what the fifth 
commandment is — ^that they had, Hetty!" 

*'I didn't think I was breaking it by saying 
that an actress was as old as George's mother," 
pleaded Hetty. 

'^ George's mother is as old as I am, mis6 ! — 
at least she was when we were at school. And 
Fanny Parker — Mrs. Mountain who now is^^was 
seven months older, and we were in the Erench 
class together ; and I have no idea that our age 
is to be made the subject of remarks and ridicule 
by our children, and I will thank you to spare it, 
if you please 1 Do you consider your mother too 
old, George?" 

" I am glad my mother is of your age, Aunt 
Lambert," says George, in the most sentimental 
manner. 

Strange infatuation of passion— singular per- 
versity of reason I At some period before his 
marriage it not unfrequently happens that a 
man actually is fond of his mother-in-law I At 
this time our good General vowed, and with 
some reason, that he was jealous. Mrs. Lam- 
bert made much more of George than^of any oth- 
er person in the family. She dressed up Theo 
to the utmost advantage in order to meet him ; 
she was forever caressing her, and appealing to 
her when he spoke. It was, ^^Ddn't yon think 
he looks well?" — "Don't you think he looks 
pale, Theo, to-day?" — " Don't you think he has 
been sitting up over his books too much at night ? " 
and so forth. If he had a cold, she would have 
liked to make gruel for him and see his feet in 
hot water. She sent him recipes of her own 
for his health. When he was away, she never 
ceased talking about him to her daughter. I 
dare say Miss Theo lik»l the subject well enough. 
When he came, she was sure to be wanted in 
some other part of the house, and would bid 
Theo take care of him till she returned. Why, 
before she returned to the room, could you hear 
her talking outside the door to her youngest in- 
nocent children, to her servants in the upper re- 
gions, and so forth? When she reappeared, 
*was not Mr. George always standing or sitting 
at a considerable distance from Miss Theo— ex- 
cept, to be sure, on that one day when she had 
just happened to drop her scissors, and he had 
naturally stooped down to pick them up ? Why 
was she blushing ? Were not youthful cheeks 
made to blush, and roses to bloom in the spring? 
Not that Mamma ever noted the blushes, but be- 
gan quite an artless conversation about this or 
that, as she sate down brimful of happiness to 
her work-table. 

And at last there came a letter from Virginia 
in Madam Esmond's neat, well-known hand, and 
over which George trembled irnd blushed before 
he broke the seal. It was in answer to the let- 
ter which he had sent home, respecting his broth- 
er's commission and his own attachment to Miss 
Lambert. Of his intentions respecting Harry 
Madam Esmond fully approved. As for his 
marriage, she was not against early marriages. 
She would take his picture of Miss Lambert with 
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the allowance that was to be made for lovers' 
'})ortraits, and hope, for his sake, that the young 
ladj was all he described her to be. With mon- 
ey, as Madam Esmond gathered from her son's 
letter, she did not appear to be provided at all, 
which was a pity, as, though wealthy in land, 
their family had bnt little ready-money. How- 
ever, by Heaven's blessing, there was plenty at 
home for children and children's children, and 
the wivea of her sons should share all she had. 
When she heard more at length from Mr. and 
Mrs. Lambert she would reply for her part more 
fully. She did not pretend to say that she had 
not greater hopes for her son, as a gentleman of 
his name and prospects might pretend to the 
hand of the first lady of the land ; but as Heav- 
en had willed that her son's choice should fall 
upon her old friend's daughter, she acquiesced, 
and would welcome Qeorge's wife as her own 
child. This letter was brought by Mr. Van den 
Bosch, of Albany, who had lately bought a very 
large estate in Virginia, and who was bound for 
England to put his grand-daughter to a boarding- 
school. She, Madam Esmond, was not merce- 
nary, nor was it because this young lady was 
heiress of a very great fortune that she desired 
her sons to pay Mr. Van d. B. every attention. 
Their properties lay close together, and could 
Harry find in the young lady those qualities of 
person and mind stutable/or^i companion /or Ufi, 
at least she would have the satisfaction of seeing 
both her children near her in her declining yeare. 
Madam Esmond concluded by sending her af- 
fectionate compliments to Mrs. Lambert, from 
whom she begged to hear further, and her bless- 
ing to the young lady who was to be her daugh- 
ter-in-rlaw. 

The letter was not cordial, and the writer ev- 
idently but half satisfied ; but, such as it was, 
her consent was here formally announced. HoW 
eagerly Greorge ran away to Soho with the long- 
desired nevrs in his pocket ! I suppose our wor- 
thy friends there must have read his news in his 
countenance — else why should Mrs. Lambert 
take her daughter's hand and kiss her with such 
uncommon warmth when Qeorge announced 
that he had received letters from home ? Then, 
with a break in his voice, a pallid face, and a 
-considerable tremor, turning to Mr. Lambert, he 
said; "Madam Esmond's letter. Sir, is in reply 
to one of mine, in which I acquainted her that I 
had formed an attachment in England, for which 
I asked my mother's approval. She gives her 
consent, I am grateful to say, and I have to prey 
my dear friends to be equally kind to me.'* 

" God bless thee, my dear boy I" says the good 
General, laying a hand on the young man's head. 
*'I am glad to have thee for a son, George. 
There, there, don't go down on your knees, 
young folks! George may, to be sure, and 
thank God for giving him the best little wife in 
all England. Yes, my dear, except when you 
were ill, yon never caused me a heartache — and 
happy is the man, I say, who wins thee!" 

I have no doubt the young people knelt before 
their parents, as was the fiisbion in those days; 



and am perfectly certain that Mrs. Lambert kissed 
both of them, and likewise bedewed her pocket- 
handkerchief in the most plentiful manner. Het- 
ty was not present at this sentimental scene, and 
when she heard of it, spoke with considerable as- 
perity, and a laug^ that was by no means pleas- 
ant, saying, "Is this all the news you have to 
give me ? Why, I have known it these months 
past. Do you think I have no eyes to see, and 
no ears to hear, indeed?" But in private she 
was much more gentle. She flung herself on 
her sister's neck, embracing her passionately, 
and vowing that never, never would Theo find 
any one to love her tike her sister. With Theo 
she became entirely mild and humble. She 
could not abstain from her jokes and satire with 
Greorge, bnt he was too happy to heed her much, 
and too genevous not to see the cause of her jeal- 
ousy. 

When all parties concerned came to read Mad- 
am Esmond's letter, that document, it is tru^, 
appeared rather vague. It contained only a 
promise that she would receive the young people 
at her house, and no sort of proposal for a set- 
tlement. The General shook his head over the 
letter — ^he did not think of examining it until 
tome dajrs^'after the engagement had been made 
between Greorge and his daughter; but now he 
read Madam Esmond's words they gave him but 
small encouragement. 

"Bah!" says George. **I shall have three 
hundred pounds for my tragedy. I can easily 
write a play a year, and if the worst comes to 
the worst, we can tive on that." 

" On that and your patrimony,'' says Theo's 
father. 

George now had to explain, with some hesita- 
tion, that what with paying bills for his mother, 
and Harry's commission and debts, and his own 
ransom*- George's patrimony proper was well- 
nigh spent. 

Mr. Lambert's oonntenance looked graver still 
at this announcement, but he saw his girl's eyes 
turned toward him with an alarm so tender, that 
he took her in his arms and vowed that, let the 
worst come to the worst, his darling should not 
be balked of her wish. 

About the going back to Virginia, George 
frankly owned that he tittle liked the notion of 
returning to be entirely dependent on his mo- 
ther. He gave Greneral Lambert an idea of his 
tife at home, and explained how little to his 
taste that slavery was. No. Why should he 
not stay in England, write more tragedies, study 
for the bar, get a place, perhaps? Why, in- 
deed ? He straightway began to form a plan for 
another tragedy. He brought portions of his 
work, from time to time, to Miss Theo and her 
sister : Hetty yawned over the work, but Theo 
pronounced it to be still more beautiful and ad- 
mirable than the last, which was perfect. 

The engagement of our young friends was 
made known to the members of their respective 
families, and announced to Sir Miles \N%rring- 
ton, in a ceremonious letter from his nephew. 
For a while Sir Miles saw no particular objection 
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to the marriage ; thongh, to be sure, considering 
his name and prospects, Mr. Warrington might 
have looked higher. The truth was, that Sir 
Miles imagined that Madam Esmond had made 
some considerable settlement on her son, and that 
his circumstances were more than easy. But 
when he heard that George was entirely depend- 
ent on his mother, and that his own small patri- 
inonj WAS dissipated, as Harry's had been before, 
Sir Miles's indignation at his nephew's impru- 
dence knew no bounds ; he could not find words 
to express his horror and anger at the want of 
principle exhibited by both these unhappy young 
men : he thought it his duty to speak his mind 
about them, and wrote his opinion to his sister 
Esmond in Virginia. As for General and Mrs. 
Lambert, who passed for respectable persons, was 
it to be borne that such people should inveigle 
a penniless young man into a marriage with 
their penniless daughter ? Begurding them, and 
George's behayior. Sir Miles fully explained his 
views to Madam Esmond, gave half a finger to 
George whenever his nephew called on him in 
town, and did not even invite him to partake of 
the famous family small-beer. Toward Hany 
his uncle somewhat unbent; Hany had done 
his duty in the campaign, and was mentioned 
with praise in high quarters. He had sown his 
wild oats — ^he at least was endeavoring to amend ; 
but George was a young prodigal, fast careering 
to ruin, and his name was only mentioned in the 
family with a groan. Are there any poor fel- 
lows nowadays, I wonder, whose polite families 
fall on them and persecute them; groan over 
them and stpne them, and hand stones to their 
neighbors that they may do likewise? All 
the patrimony spent I Gracious Heavens ! Sir 
Miles turned pale when he saw his nephew com- 
ing. Lady Warrington prayed for him as a dan- 
gerous reprobate ; and, in the mean time, George 
vras walking the town, quite unconscious that he 
was occasioning so much wrath and so much de- 
votion. He took little Miley to the play and 
brought him back again. He sent tickets to his 
aunt and cousins, which they could not reluse, 
you know ; it would look too marked were they 
to break altogether. So they not only took the 
tickets, but whenever country constituents came 
to town they asked for more, taking care to give 
the very wont motives to George's intimacy with 
the theatre, and to suppose that he and the act- 
resses were on terms of the most disgraceful inti- 
macy. An august personage having been to the 
theatre, and expressed his approbation of Mr. 
Warrington's drama to Sir ^Oles, when he at- 
tended his B-y-1 H-ghn-ss's levee at Saville House, 
Sir Miles, to be sure, modified his opinion regard- 
ing the piece, and spoke henceforth more respect- 
fully of it. Meanwhile, as we have said, George 
was passing his life entirely careless of die opin- 
ion of all the uncles, aunts, and cousins in the 
world. 

Most of the Esmond cousins were at least 
more ^lite and cordial than Greorge's kinsfolk 
of the Warrington side. In spite of his behav- 
ior over the cards^ hoid Castlewood, George al- 



ways maintained, had a liking for our Virgin- 
ians, and George was pleased enough to be in 
his company. He was a far abler man than 
many who succeeded in life. He had a good 
name, and somehow only stained it ; a consid- 
erable wit, and nobody trusted it ; and a very 
shrewd experience and knowledge of mankind, 
which made him mistrust them, and himself 
most of all, and which perhaps was the .bar to 
his own advancement. My Lady Castlewood, a 
woman of the world, wore alwajrs a bland made, 
and received Mr. George with perfect civility, 
and welcomed him to lose as many guineas as 
he liked at her ladyship's card-tables. Between 
Mr. William and the Virginian brothers there 
never was any love lost ; but, as for Lady Ma- 
ria, though her love affair was over, she had no 
rancor; she professed for her' cousins a very 
great regard and afiection, a part of which the 
young gentlemen very gratefully returned. She 
was charmed to bear of Harry's valor in the 
campaign ; she was delighted with George's suc- 
cess at the theatre ; she was forever going to the 
play, and had all the fiivorite passages of Caipe- 
zan by heart. One day, as Mr. George and 
Miss Theo were taking a sentimental walk in 
Kensington Gardens, whom should they light 
upon but their Cousin Maria in company with a 
gentleman in a smart suit and handsome laced 
hat, and who should the gentleman be but his 
Majesty King Louis of Hungary, Mr. Hagan ? 
He saluted the party, and left them presently. 
Lady Maria had only just happened to meet him. 
Mr. Hagan came sometimes, he said, for quiet, 
to study his parts in Kensington Gardens, and 
George and the two ladies walked together to 
Lord Castlewood's door in Kensington Square, 
Lady Maria uttering a thousand compliments to 
Theo upon her good looks, upon her virtue, upon 
her future happiness, upon her Papa and Mam- 
ma, upon her destined husband, upon her padu- 
asoy cloak and dear little feet and shoe-buckles. 

Hany happened to come to London that even- 
ing, and slept at his accustomed quarters. When 
George appeared at break£fi8t the Captain was 
already in the room (the custom of that day was 
to call all army gentlemen Captains) and look- 
ing at the letters on the breakfiist-table. 

"Why, George," he cries, ** there is a letter 
Axnn Maria!'* 

"Little boy bring it firom Common Garden 
last night — Muter George asleep," says Gumbo. 

"What can it be about?" asks Harry, as 
Greorge peruses his letter with a queer expression 
efface. 

" About my play, to be sure," George answers, 
tcfiring up the paper, and still wearing his queer 
look. 

" What, she is not writing love-letters to yov, 
is she, Georgy ?" 

" No, certainly not to me," replies the other. 
But he spoke no word more about' the letter ; 
and when at dinner in Dean Street, Mrs. Lam- 
bert said, "So you met somebody walking with 
the King of Hungary yesterday in Kensington 
Gardens?" 
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*' What little tell-tale told yon?" 

'^A mere casual rencontre — ^the King goes 
there to study his parts, and Lady Maria hap- 
pened to be crossing the garden to visit some of 
the Qtkar King's servants at Kensington Palace." 
And so there was an end to that matter for the 
time being. 

Other events were at hand fraught with in- 
terest to our Virginians. One evening after 
Christmas the two gentlemen, with a few more 
friends, were met round Gieneral Lambert's sup- 
per-table, and among the company was Harry's 
new Ck>lonel of the 67th, Major-General Wolfe. 
The young General was more than ordinarily 
grave. The conversation all related to the war. 
Events of great importance were pending. The 
great minister now in power was determined to 
carry on the war on a much more extended scale 
•than had been attempted hitherto: an army was 
ordered to Germany to help Prince Ferdinand, 
another great expedition was preparing for Amer- 
ica, and here, says Mr. Lambert, '*! will give 
you the health of the Commander — a glorious 
campaign, and a hfq>py return to him 1 " 

**Why do you not drink the toast, Greneral 
James ?" asked the hostess of her guest. 

*' He must not drink his own toast," says Gren- 
eral Lambert ; '*it is we must do that !" 

Wbat ? was James appointed? — All the ladies 
must drink such a toast as that, ^nd they min- 
gled their kind voices with the applause of the 
rest of the company. 

Why did he look so melancholy ? the ladies 
asked of one another when they withdrew. In 
after days .they remembered his pale face. 

*' Perhaps he has been parting from his sweet- 
heart," suggests tender-hearted Mrs. Lambert. 
And at this sentimental notion no doubt all the 
ladies looked sad. 

The gentlemen, meanwhile, continued their 
talk about the war and its chances. Mr. Wolfe 
did not contradict the speakers when they said 
that the expedition was to be directed against 
Canada. 

"Ah, Sir," says Harry, "I wish your regi- 
ment was going with yon, and that I might pay 
another visit to my old friends at Quebec!" 

What, had Harry been there ? Yes. He de- 
scribed his visit to the place five years before, 
and knew the city and the neighborhood well. 
He lays a number of bits of biscuit on the table 
before him, and makes a couple of rivulets of 
punch on each side. "This fork is the Isle 
d'Orleans," says he, " with the north and south 
branches of St. Lawrence on each side. Here's 
the Low town, with a battery — ^how many guns 
was mounted there in our time, brother? — but 
at long shots from the St. Joseph shore you 
might play the same game. Here's what they 
call the little river, the St. Charles, and a bridge 
of boats with a t^te du pont over to the place of 
arms. Here's the citadel, and here's convents 
^^ver so many convents— and the oathedral ; 
and here, outside the lines to the west and south, 
is what they call the Plains of Abraham— where 
A certain Uttle afiair took place, do you remem- 



ber, brother f He* and a young officer of the 
Rousillon regiment (« («*d at each other for 
twenty minutes, and George pinked him, and 
then they jurtA each other an amitie etemeBe, 
Well it was for George : for his second saved his 
life on that awful day of Braddock's defeat. He 
was a fine little fellow, and I give his toast : *^Je 
bois h la santi du CheveUier de Florae!" 

"What, can you speak French too, Harry?" 
asks Mr. Wolfe. The young man looked at the 
€kneral with eager eyes. 

" Yes," says he, " I can speak, but not so well 
as George." 

" But he remembers the city, and can place 
the batteries, you see, and knows the ground a 
thousand times better than I do I" cries the elder 
brother. 

The two elder officers exchanged looks with 
one another ; Mr. Lambert smiled and nodded, 
as if in reply to the mute queries of his comrade : 
on which the other spoke. "Mr. Harry," he 
said, "if you have had enouf^ of fine folks, and 
White's, and hQrse-racing — " 

V Oh, Sir ! " says the young man, turning veiy 
red. 

" And if you have a mind to a sea-voyage at 
a short notice, come and see me at my lodgings 
to-morrow." 

What was that sudden uproar of cheers which 
the ladies heard in their drawing-room ? It vras 
the hurrah which Harry Warrington gave when 
he leaped up at hearing the General's invitation. 

The women saw no more of the gentlemen 
that night. General Lambert had to be away 
upon his business early next morning, before see- 
ing any of his family ; nor had he mentioned a 
word of Harry's outbreak on the previous even- 
ing. But when he rejoined his folks at dinner, 
a look at Miss Hetty's face informed the worthy 
gentleman that she knew what had passed on the 
night previous, and what was about to happen 
to the young Virginian. After dinner Mrs. 
Lambert sat demurely at her work. Miss Theo 
took her book of Italian Poetiy. Neither of the 
General's customaxy guests happened to be pres- 
ent that evening. 

He took little Hetty's hand in his, and began 
to talk with her. He did not allude to the sub- 
ject which he knew vras uppermost in her mind, 
except that by a more than ordinary^ gentleness 
and kindness he perhaps caused her to under- 
stand that her thoughts were known to him. 

"I have breakfiisted," says he, "with James 
Wolfe this morning, and our friend Harry wais 
of the party. When he and the other guests 
were gone I remained and talked with James 
about the great expedition on which he is going 
to sail. Would that his brave fother had lived 
a few months longer to see him come back cov- 
ered with honors ftom Louisboui^, and knowing 
that all England was looking to him to achieve 
still greater glory I James is dreadfully ill in 
body— 4o ill that I am frightened for him-— and 
not a little depressed in mind at having to part 
tsQOL the yojiog lady whom he has loved so long» 
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A little reM, be thinka, might hare set big shat- 
tered fnune op ; and to call her hU baa been the 
object of Mb life. But, great aa his lore is (and 
he is as cuinantic u one of ;oa young folks of 
serenteen), honor and dn^ are greater, and he 
leaves home, and vife, and ease, and health at 
tbMT bidding. Ererj man of honor would do 
the like; eTsry woman who lores him trul;r 
would buckle on his tamor tot tum. James 
goes to take leare of his mother to-night ; and 
though she lores him devotedly, and is one of 
the tenderest women in the world, I am sure 
she will show no sign of weakness at his gi»ng 
away." 

"When does he sail, Papa?" the girl asked. 

"Ho will be on board in fire days." And 
Hettj knew quite well who sailed with him. 



CHAPTER LXVIU. 



OlTK tender hearts are averse to all idea£ 
and descriptions of parting ; and I shall there- 
fore say noEhiug of Harry Warrington's (ec)ings 
at taking leave of his brother and friends. Were 
not tbousands of men in the same plight ? Had 
not Mr. Wolfe his mother to kiss (hii brare h- 
ther had quitted lifb daring bis son's absence on 
llie glorious Lonisbonrg campaign), and his 
sweet-heart lo clasp in a fatiewell embrace ? 
Had not stoat Admiral Holmes, before sailing 
westward with his sqoadron, the Sonuritt, the 
Teriblt, the Norlhiuiiberta»d, the Rofal Will- 
iam, the 7K(fai(, the Diana, the Sea-horta — his 
own flag being hoisted on board the UfJilia — lo 
take leave of Mrs. and the Misses Holmes i 
Was Admiral Saanders, who sailed the day aft- 
er him, exempt from hnnian fbeling f Away go 
William and his crew of jorial sailors plowing 
tbrongh the tnmbliDg waves, aad poor Black- 



eyed Susan on shore watches the ship ai it dwio- 

It dwindles in the west. The night falls 
darkling over the ocean. They aie gooei bat 
their hearts are at home yet awhile. In silence, 
with a heart inezpreaubly soft and tender, how 
each man thinks of those he Kas leftl What a 
chorus of pitiful prayer rises up to the Fatber, 
at sea and on shore, on that parting night : at 
home by the vacant bedside, where the wifb 
kneels in tean ; round the fins, where the mo- 
ther and children tt^ether poor oot tbeir suppli- 
cations : or on deck, where the sea-brer looks 
np to the stars of hcaren, as the ship cleares 
tbrongh the roarjng midnight waters ! To-mor- 
row the sun rises upon our common life again, 
and w« commence our daily task of toil and 
duty. 

George accompanies his brother, and stays- 
a while vrith him at Portsmonth while they are 
waiting for a wind. He shakes Mr. WoUb'i 
hand, looks at his pale &ce for the last time ; 
and sees the ressels deport amidst the clangOT of 
bells and the thunder of cannon fhim the shore. 
Next day be is back at his home, and at that 
busioesg which is sore one of the most selfish 
and abaorbing of the world's occupations, to 
which almost every man who is thirty years old 
has served ere this his apprenticeship. He has 
a pong of sadness as he looks in at the lodgings 
to the Lttle room which Hany used to occupy, 
and sees his half-burned papers still in the grate. 
In a few minutes he is on bis way to Daan Street 
again, and whispering by the fitful firelight in 
the car of the clinging swect-beart. She is very 
happy — oh ! so happy I — at his return. She is 
ashamed of beiag so. Is it not heartless to be 
so, when poor Hetty is so melancholy ? Poor 
little Hetty t Ind^, it is selfish to be glad 
when she is in snch a sad way. It makes one 
quite wretched to see her. ' ' Don't, Sir I Well, 
I ought to be wretched, and it's very, very wick- 
ed of me if I'm not," says Theo; and one can 
understand her son-hearted repentance. What 
she means by " Don't" who can tell ? I have 
said the room was dark, and the fire homed fit- 
fully — and " Don't" is no doubt uttered in one 
of the dark fits. Enter servants with sapper 
and lights. The family arrives ; the conversa- 
tion becomes general. The deslination of the 
fleet is known every where now. The force on 
board is safficient to tieat all the French in Can- 
ada ; and, under such en officer as Wolfe, to re- 
pair the blunders end disasters of previous cam- 
paigns. He looked dreadfully iU, indeed. But 
be has a great soul in a feeble body. The min- 
isters, the country hope the utmost from him. 
After supper, according to custom, Mr. Lambert 
assembles his modest household, of whom Gco^e 
Warrington may be said quite to form a pan ; 
and as be prays for all IraveletB by land and wa- 
ter, Theo and her sister are kneeling together. 
And so, as the ship sposls fiuther and farther 
into the west, the Ibnd thonghts pursue it : and 
the night passes, and the sun rises. 

A day or two mote and every body is at bit 
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books or his lunal work. As for George War- 
rington, that celebrated dramatist is busy about 
another composition. When the tragedy of Car- 
pezan had run some thirty or two-score nights 
other persons of genius took possession of the 
theatre. 

There may have been persons who wondered 
how the town could be so fickle as ever to tire 
of such a master-piece as the Tragedy — who 
could not bear to see the actors dressed in other 
habits, reciting other men's yerses ; but George, 
of a skeptical turn of mind, took the fate of his 
Tragedy very philosophically, and pocketed the 
proceeds with much quiet satisfaction. From 
Mr. IX)dsley, the bookseller, he had the usual 
complement of a hundred pounds; from the 
manager of the theatre two hundred or more ; 
and such praises from the critics and his friends, 
that he set to work to prepare another piece, 
with which he hoped to achieve even greater 
successes than by his first performance. 

Over these studies, and the other charming 
business which occupies him, months pass away. 
Happy business ! Happiest time of youth and 
life, when love is first spoken and returned ; when 
the dearest eyes are daily shining welcome, and 
the fondest lips never tire of whispering their 
sweet secrets ; when the parting look that accom- 
panies '* Good-night!" gives delightful warning 
of to-morrow ; when the heart is so overflowing 
with love and happiness that it has to spare for 
all the world; when the day closes with glad 
prayers and opens with joyful hopes ; when doubt 
seems cowardice, misfortune impossible, poverty 
only a sweet trial of constancy ! Theo*s elders, 
thankfully remembering their own prime, sit 
softly by and witness this pretty comedy per- 
formed by their young people. And in one of 
his Uter letters, dutifully written to his wife 
during a temporary absence from home, George 
Warrington records how he had bo^n to look up 
at the windows of the dear old house in Dean 
Street, and wondered who was sitting in the 
chamber where he and Theo had been so happy. 

Meanwhile we can learn how the time passes, 
and our friends are engaged, by some extracts 
from George's letters to his brother. 

^^From the old windoir opporite Bedford 
Qeidezu, this 20th Augtut, 1760. 

"Why are you gone back to rugged rocks, 
bleak shores, burning summers, nipping winters, 
at home, when you might have been cropping 
ever so many laurels in Germany ? Kingsley's 
are coming back as covered with 'em as Jack-a- 
Green on May-day. Our six regiments did won- 
ders ; and our horse would have done if my Lord 
George Sackville only had let them. But when 
Prince Ferdinand said 'Charge!' his lordship 
could not hear, or could not translate the Ger- 
man word for 'Forward;' and so we only beat 
the French, without utterly annihilating them, 
as we might, had Lord Granby of Mr. Warring- 
ton had the command. My lord is come back 
to town, and is shouting for a Court Martial. 
He held his head high enough in prosperity : in 
misfortune he shows such a constancy of arro- 



gance that one almost admires him. He looks 
as if he rather envied poor Mr. Byng, and the 
not shooting him were a manque d^cgarda toward 
him. 

" The Duke has had notice to get himself in 
readiness for departing from this world of grand- 
eurs and victories, and downfalls and disappoint- 
ments. An attack of palsy has visited his Royal 
Highness ; and pallida mors has just peeped in 
at his door, as it were, and said^ ' I will call 
again.' Tyrant as he was, this prince has been 
noble in disgrace ; and no king has ever had a 
truer servant than ours has found in his son. 
Why do I like the losing side always, and am I 
disposed to revolt against the winners? Your 
famous Mr. P , your chiefs patron and dis- 
coverer, I have been to hear in the House of 
Comoions twice or thrice. I rexolt against 
his magniloquence. I wish some little David 
would topple over that swelling giant. His 
thoughts and his language are always attitudi- 
nizing. I like Barry's manner best, though the 
other is the more awful actor. 

" Pocahontas gets on apace. Barry likes his 
part of Captain Smith ; and, though he will have 
him wear a red coat and blue facings and an 
epaulet, I have a fancy to dress him exactly like 
one of the pictures of Queen Elizabeth's gentle- 
men at Hampton Court: with a ruff and a 
square beard and square shoes. ' And Pocahon- 
tas — would you like her to be tattooed?' asks 
Uncle Lambert. Hagan's part as the warrior 
who is in love with her, and seeing her partiality 
for the Captain, nobly rescues him from death, 
I ^rust will prove a hit. A strange fish is this 
Hagan : his mouth full of stage-plays and rant, 
but good, honest, and brave, if I don't err. He 
is angry at having been cast lately for Sir 0*Bral- 
laghan, in Mr. Macklin's new farce of Love A-la- 
mode. He says that he does not keer to dis- 
greece his tongue with imiteetions of that rascal 
brogue. As if there was any call for imiteetions, 
when he has such an admirable twang of his 
own! 

" Shall I tell you ? Shall I hide the circnm- 
stance ? Shall I hurt your feelings ? Shall I 
set you in a rage of jealousy, and cause you to 
ask for leave to return to Europe ? Know, then, 
that though Carpezan is long since dead, Cousin 
Maria is forever coming to the play-house. Tom 
Spencer has spied her out night after night 
in the gallery, and she comes on the night when 
Hagan performs. Quick, Burroughs, Mr. War- 
rington's boots and portmanteau! Order a 
chaise and four for Portsmouth immediately! 
The letter which I burned one morning when we 
were at breakfast (I may let the cat out of the 
bag, now puss has such a prodigious way to run) 
was from Cousin M., hinting that she wished 
me to tell no tales about her ; but I can't help 
just whispering to you that Maria at this moment 
is busy consoling herself as fast as possible. 
Shall I spoil 'sport ? Shall I tell her brother ? 
Is the rfiair any business of mine ? What have 
the Esmonds done for you and me but win our 
money at cards ? Yet I like our noble cousin. 
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It nemB to me that he wonld be good if he could 
—or rether, be ironld-luTe beeo once. He hu 
been «et on a wrong waj of life, trom which "lii 
now probably too late to rescae him. O beafi 
agricola! t Onr Virginia wai dull, bnt let hb 
thank HeaTcn we were bred there. We were 
made Uttle bUtcs, bnt not slaves to wickednem, 
gambling, bad male and female companj'. It 
wai not aatil tdj poor Hany left borne that he 
fell atnotiB ihieree. I mean thierea en grand, 
encb a« wa^id him and stripped Mm on English 
high-roads. I consider yon none the wane be- 
cause 70D were the nnlucfc; one, and had to de- 
liver your pnne np. And now jrou are galng 
10 retrieve, and make a good name for jonraelf ; 
and kill more 'French dragona,' and become a 
great commander. And oar mother will talk 
of her son the Captain, the Colonel, the General, 
and have his pictore panted with all his stars 
and epanlet*, when poor 1 shall be bnt a daw- 
dling poetaster, or, if we may hope for the best, 
a mag placeman, with a little box at Richmond 
or Kew, and a half^core of little picaninnies, 
that will come and bob courtesies at the garden- 
gate when their ancle the General rides Dp on 
his great charger, with bis aid-de-camp'a pockets 
filled with gingerbread for the nephews and 
nieces. Tis for yon to brandish the sword of 
Mara. As for me I look forward to a qoiet life; 
a qoiet little home, a qaiet little library full of 
books, and a little Some one dalix ridenlem, dalet 
loqamtem, on t'other side of the lire, as I scribble 
away at my papers. I am so pleased with this 
prospect, BO utterly contented and happy, that I 
fisel afraid as I think of it, lest it should escape 
me; and, even to my dearest Hal, am shy of 
speaking of my happiness. What is amlntion 
to me, with this certainty? What do I care for 
wars, with this beatific peace smiling near? 

' ' Our mother's friend. Mynheer Van den 
Bosch, has been away on a toor to discover his 
family in Holland, and, strange to say,' has 
Ibnod one. Miss (who was intended by maternal 
solicitude to be a wife for yoor worship} has had 
six months at Kensington School, and is coming 
out with a hundred pretty accomplishments, 
which are to complete her a peifecE fine lady. 
Her Fapa brought her to make .a coarteey in 
Dean Street, and a mighty elc^tnt cotuieay sbe 
made. Though she is scarce seventeen, no dow- 
ager of sinty can be mora at her ease. She con- 
versed with Annt Lunbert on an equal footing; 
abe treated the girls as chits — to Hetty's vrath 
and Theo's amusement. She talked politics with 
the General, and the last roots, dresses, operas, 
fashions, scandal, with snch perfect ease, that, 
bnt for a blunder or two, yon might have &ncied 
Miss Lydia was bom in Maybir. At the Conrt 
end of the town she will live, she says ; and has 
no patience with her father, who has a lodging in 
Monament Yard. For those who love a brown 
beauty, a prettier little mfgnonne creature can 
not be seen. But my taste, yon know, dearest 
brother, and . . . ." 

Here follows a page of rapturea and qnotationi 



of verse, which, ont of a regard fbr tlie reader, 
and the wriuir's memoiy, the editor of the present 
pages declines to reprint. Gentlemen and ladies 
of a certain age may remember the time when 
they indulged in th«e rapturons folliea on tbdr 
own accounts ; when the praises of the charmsr 
were forever warbling from their lips or trickling 
from their pens ; when the fioweiB of life were in 
full bloom, and all the birds of spiingwere sing- 
ing. The twigs are now bare, perhaps, and the 
leavee have bllen ; bnt, for all that, shall we 
not n>member the vernal timef As for yon, 
yonng people, whose May (or April, is it?) has 
not commenced jet, yon need not be detained 
over other folks' love-rhapeodies ; depend on it, 
when your spring-scAsott arrives, kindly Nature 
will warm all your flowers into bloom, and rouse 
your glad bosoms to poor ont th^ fall song. 



CHAPTER LSIX. 

A. LITTLE IKKOCBNT. 

Geobob WABBQiaTON hss mentioned in the 

letter jost quoted, that iu sinle of my Lord Cas- 
tlewood's previous play transactions with Harry, 
my lord and Geo^ remained friends, and met 
on terms of good kinsmanship. Did George 
want franks, or an introduction at Court, or a 
place in the House of Lords to hear a debate, 
his cousin was always ready to serve him, was 
a pleasant and witty companion, and would do 
any tiling which might promote his relative's in- 
terests, provided his own were not pr^udiced. 

Now he even went so far as to promise that 
he would do his best with the peo]4e in power to 
provide a place for Mr. George Warrington, who 
daily showed a greater disincilnation to return 
to his native country, and place himself once 
more under the maternal servitude. Crcorge 
had not merely a sentimental motive for remain- 
ing in England ; the pursuits and society of 
London pleased him infinitely belter than any 
which he could have at home. A planter's lifo 
of idleness might have suited him conld he have 
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eigojed independence wiHi it. Bnt in Yiiie^nia 
he was only the first, and, as he thonght, the 
worst-treatcA, of his mother's subjects. He dread- 
ed to think of returning with his young bride to 
his home, and of the life which she would be 
destined to lead there. Better freedom and pOT- 
ertj in England, with congenial society, and It 
hope perchance of future distinction, than the 
wearisome routine of home life, the tedious sub- 
ordination, the frequent bickerings, the certain 
jealousies and difierenoes of opinion, to which 
he must subject his wife so soon as they turned 
their faces homeward. 

So Lord Castlewood*s promise to provide for 
Qeoige was veiy eagerly accepted by the Vir- 
ginian. My lord had not provided very well for 
his own brother to be sure, and his own position, 
peer as he was, was any thing but enviable; but 
we believe what we wish to believe, and George 
Warrington chose to put great stress upon his 
kinsman's ofier of patronage. Unlike the War- 
rington family. Lord Castlewood was quite gra- 
cious when he was made acquainted with Greorge's 
engagement to Miss Lambert ; came to wait upon 
her parents ; praised George to them and the young 
lady to Creorge, and made himself so prodigious- 
ly agreeable in their company that these chari- 
table folk forgot his bad reputation, and thouglit 
it must be a very wicked and scandalous world 
which maligned him. He said, indeed, that he 
was improved in their society,, as every man must 
be who^e into it. Amolog themhe wa. wit- 
ty, lively, good for the time being. He left his 
wickedness and worldliness with his cloak in the 
hall, and only put them on again when he stepped 
into his chair. What worldling on life's voy- 
age does not know of some such harbor of rest 
and calm, some haven where he puts in out of 
the storm ? Very likely Lord Castlewood was 
actually better while he staid with those good 
people, and for the time being, at least no hypo- 
crite. 

And, I dare say, the Lambert elders thought 
no worse of his lordship for openly proclaiming 
his admiration for Miss Theo. It was quite 
genuine, and he did not profess it was very 
deep. 

'*It don't affect my sleep, and I am not go- 
ing to break my heart because Miss Lambert 
prefers somebody else," he remarked. *'Only 
I wish when I was a young man, Madam, I had 
had the good fortune to meet with somebody so 
innocent and good as your daughter. I might 
have been kept out of a deal of harm's way. 
But innocent and good young women did not 
fiill into mine, or they would have made me bet- 
ter than lam." 

*' Sure, my lord, it is not too late ! " says Mrs. 
Lambert, very softly. 

Castlewood started back, misunderstanding 
her. 

**Not too late, Madam?" he inquired. 

She blushed. 

'< It is too late to court my dear daughter, my 
lord, but not too late to repent. We read, 'tis 
never too late to do that. If others have been re- 



ceived at the eleventh hour, is there any reason 
why you should give up hope ?" 

'* Perhaps I know my own heart better than 
you," he says, in a plaintive tone. '*I can 
speak French and Gerinan very well, and why ? 
because I was taught both in the nursery. A 
man who learns them late can never get the 
practice of them on his tongue. And so 'tis the 
case with goodness ; I can't learn it at my age. 
I can only see others practice it, and admire 
them. When I am on-~on the sid^ opposite to 
Lazarus, will Miss Theo give me a drop of wa- 
ter? I>on't finown I I know I shall be there, 
Mrs. I«ambert. Some folks are doomed so; and 
I think some of our family are among these. 
Some people are vacillating, and one hardly 
knows which way the scale will turn. Where- 
as some are predestined angels, and fly heaven- 
ward naturally, and do what they will." 

*' Oh, my lord, and why should you not be of 
the predestined? While there is a day left — 
while there is an hour — ^there is hope I" says the 
fond matron. 

'*! know what is passing in your mind, my 
dear madam — nay, I read your prayers in your 
looks; but how can they avail?" Lord Castle* 
wood asked, sadly. '* You don't know all, my 
good lady. You don't know what a life ours is 
of the world ; how early it began ; how selfish 
Nature, and then necessity and education have 
made us. It is Fate holds the reins of the char- 
iot, and we can't escape our doom. I know bet- 
ter : I see better people : I go my own way — my 
own ? No, not mine — ^Fate's ; and it is not al- 
together without pity for us, since it allows us, 
from time to time, to see such people as you." 
And he took her hand and looked her full in the 
face, and bo^ed with a melancholy grace. Eve- 
ry word he said was true. No greater error than 
to suppose that weak and bad men are strangers 
to good feelings, pr deficient of sensibility. Only 
the good feeling does not last-rnay, the tears are 
a kind of debauch of sentiment, as old libertines 
are said to find that the tears and grief of their 
victims add a zest to their pleasure.^ But Mrs. 
l^mbert knew little of what was passing in this 
man's mind (how should she ?), and so prayed 
for him with the fond persistence of woman. He 
was much better — yes, much better than he was 
supposed to be. He was a most interesting man. 
There were hopes, why should there not be the 
most precious hopes for him still ? 

It remains to be seen which of the two speaks 
era formed the correct estimate of my lord's 
character. Meanwhile, if the gentleman was 
right, the lady was mollified, and her kind wishes 
and prayers for this experienced sinner's repent- 
ance, if they were of no avail for his amendment, 
at least could do him no harm. Eind-sonled 
doctors (and what good woman is not of the fac- 
ulty ?) look after a^eprobate as physicians after 
a perilous case. When the patient is converted to 
health their interest ceases in him, and they drive 
to feel pulses and prescribe medicines elsewhere. 

But while the malady was under treatment 
our kind lady could not see too much of her sick 
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man. Quite an intimacj sprung up between my 
Lord Castlewood and the Lamberts. ^ I am not 
sure that some worldly views might not suit even 
with good Mrs. Lambert's spiritual plans (for 
who knows into what pure Eden, though guard- 
ed by flaming-sworded angels, worldliness will 
not creep ?). Her son was about to take orders. 
My Lord Castlewood feared very much that his 
present Chaplain's, Mf. Sampson's, careless life 
and heterodox conversations might lead him to 
give up his chaplaincy ; in which case, my lord 
hinted the little modest cure would be vacant, 
and at the service of some young divine of good 
prii^ciples and good manners,* who would be con- 
tent with a small stipend, and a small but friend- 
ly congregation. 

Thus an acquaintance was established between 
the two families, and the ladies of Castlewood, 
always on their good behavior, came more than 
once to make their courtesies in Mrs. Lambert's 
drawing-room. They were civil to the parents 
and the young ladies. My Lady Castlewood's 
card assemblies were open to Mrs. Lambert and 
her family. There was play, cm^inly — all the 
world played — his Majesty, the bishops, every 
peer and peeress in the land. But nobody need 
play who did not like ; and surely nobody need 
have scruples regarding the practice when such 
august and venerable personages were daily found 
to abet it. More than once Mrs. Lambert made 
her appearance at her ladyship's routs, and was 
grateful for the welcome which she received, and 
pleased with the admiration which her daughters 
excited. 

Mention has been made, in a foregoing page 
and letter, of an American family of Dutch ex- 
traction, who had come to England very strong- 
ly recommended by Madam Esmond, their Vir- 
ginian neighbor, to hpr sons in Europe. The 
views expressed in Madam Elsmond's letter were 
so clear that that arch match-maker Mrs. Lam- 
bert could not but understand them. As for 
George, he was engaged already; as for poor 
Hetty's flame, Harry, he was gone on service, 
for which circumstance Hetty's mother was not 
very sorry perhaps. She laughingly told Creorge 
that he ought to obey his mamma's injunctions, 
break off his engagement with Theo, and make 
up to Miss Lydia, who was ten times — ten times I 
a hundred times as rich as her poor girl, and cer- 
tainly much handsomer. *' Yes, indeed,' says 
George, <*that I own: she is handsomer, and 
she is richer, and perhaps even cleverer." (All 
which praises Mrs. Lambert but half liked.) 
*' But say she is all these ? So is Mr. Johnson 
much cleverer than I am : so is, whom shall we 
say? — so is Mr. Hagan, the actor, much taller 
and handsomer : so is Sir James Lowther much 
richer : yet pray, ma'am, do you suppose I am 
going to be jealous of any one of these three, or 
think my Theo would jilt me for their sakes ? 
Why should I not allow that Miss Lydia is hand- 
somer, then? and richer, and clever, too, and 
lively, and well bred, if you insist on it, and an 
angel if you will have it so ? Theo is not afraid : 
art thou, child?" 



"N^o, George,'* says^tlieo, with such an hon- 
est look of the eyes as would convince any skep- 
ticism, or shame any jealousy. And if, after 
this pair of speeches, mamma takes occasion to 
leave the room for a minute to fetch her scissors, 
or her thimble, or a boot-jack and slippers, or the 
cross and ball on the top of St. Paul's, or her 
pocket-handkerchief which she has forgotten in 
the parlor — if, I say, Mrs. Lambert quits the 
room on any errand or pretext, natural or pre- 
posterous, I shall not be in the least surprised if, 
at . her return in a couple of minutes, she finds 
George in near proximity to Theo, .who has a 
heightened color, and whose hand George is just 
dropping, I shall not have the least idea of 
what they have been doing. Have you, madam ? 
Have you any remembrance of what used to hap- 
pen when Mr. Grundy came a-courting ? Are 
you, who, after all, were not in the room with 
our young people, going to cry out fie and for 
shame ? Then fie and for shame upon you, Mrs. 
Grundy ! 

Well, Harry being away, and Theo and Geor^ 
irrevocably engaged, so that there was no possi- 
bility of bringing Madam Esmond's little plans 
to bear, why should not Mrs. Lambert have plans 
of her own ? and if a rich, handsome, beautiful 
little wife should fall in his way, why should not 
Jack Lambert from Oxford have her ? So thinks 
Mamma, who was always thinking of marrying 
and giving in marriage, and so she prattles to 
General Lambert, who, as usual, calls her a goose 
for her pains. At any rate, Mrs. Lambert says, 
beauty and riches are no objection ; at any rate, 
Madam Esmond desired that this family should 
be hospitably entertained, and it was not her fault 
that Harry was gone away to Canada. Would 
the General wish him to come back ; leave the 
army and his reputation, perhaps ; yes, and come 
to England and marry this American, and break 
poor Hetty's heart — ^would her fiither wish that? 
Let us spare further arguments, and not be so 
rude as to hint that Mr. Lambert was in the 
right in calling a fond wife by the name of that 
absurd splay-footed bird, annually sacrificed at 
the Feast of St. Michael. 

In those early days there were vast distinc- 
tions of rank drawn between the Court and city 
people : and Mr. Van den Bosch, when he first 
came to London, scarcely associated with any 
but the latter sort.^ He had a lodging near his 
agent's in the city. When his pretty gu*l came 
from school for a holiday, he took her an air- 
ing to Islington or Highgate, or an occasional 
promenade in the ArtiUery Ground in Bunhill 
Fields. They went to that Baptist meeting- 
house in Finsbury Fields, and on the sly to see 
Mr. Garrick once or twice, or that funny«n>gne 
Mr. Foote, at the Little Theatre. T6 go to a 
Lord Mayor's feast was a treat to the gentleman 
of the highest order : and to dance with a young 
mercer at Hampstead Assembly gave the utmost 
delight to the young lady. When George went 
to wait upon his mother's friends, he found onr 
old acquaintance, Mr. Draper, of the Temple, 
sedulous in his attentions to her ; and the law- 
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yer, who was married, told Mr. Warrington to 
look out, as the yonng lady had a plnmb to 
her fortune. Mr. Drabshaw, a young Quaker 
gentleman, and nephew of Mr. Trail, Madam 
Esmond's Bristol agent, was also in constant 
* attendance upon the young lady, and in dread- 
ful alarm and suspicion when Mr. Warrington 
first made his appearance. Wishing to do hon- 
or to his mother's neighbors, Mr. Warrington 
invited them to an entertainment at his own 
apartments ; and who should so naturally meet 
them as his friends from Soho? Not one of 
them but was forced to own little Miss Lydia's 
beauty. She had the foot of a fairy ; the arms, 
neck, flashing eyes of a little brown huntress of 
Diana. She had brought a little plaintive ac- 
cent from home with her — of which I, nun qtti 
VOU8 park, have heard a hundred gross cockney 
imitations, and watched as many absurd dis- 
guises, and which I say (in moderation) is charm- 
ing in the mouth of a charming woman. Who 
sets up to say No forsooth ? Ton, dear Miss 
Whittington, with whose h*s fate has dealt so 
unkindly? — ^you, lovely Miss Nichol Jarvie, with 
your northern burr? — ^you, beautiful Miss Mo- 
lony, with your Dame Street warble? All ac- 
cents are pretty from pretty lips, and who shall 
set the standard up? Shall it be a rose, or a 
thistle, or a shamrock, or a star and stripe? 
As for Miss Lydia's accent, I have no doubt it 
was not odious even from the first day when she 
set foot on these petite shores, otherwise Mr. 
Warrington, as a man of taste, had certainly 
disapproved of her manner of talking, and her 
school-mistress at Kensington had not done her 
duty by her pupil. 

After the six months were over, during which, 
according to her father's calculation, she was to 
learn all the accomplishments procurable at the 
Kensington Academy, Miss Lydia returned no- 
thing loth to her grandfather, and took her place 
in the world. A narrow world at first it was to 
her ; but she was a resolute little person, and 
resolved to enlarge her sphere in society ; and 
whither she chose to lead the way, the obedient 
grandfather followed her. He had been thwart- 
ed himself in early life, he said, and little good 
came of the severity he underwent. He had 
thwarted his own son, who had turned out but 
ill. As for little Lyddy, he was determined she 
should have as pleasant a life as was possible. 
Did not Mr. George think he was right ? Twas 
said in Virginia — ^he did not know with what 
reason — that the young gentlemen of Castlewood 
had been happier if Madam Esmond had allow- 
ed them a little of their own way. George could 
not gainsay this public rumor, or think of in- 
ducing the benevolent old gentleman to alter his 
plans respecting his grand-daughter. As for the 
Lambert family, how could they do otherwise 
than welcome the kind old man, the parent 
so tender and liberal, Madam Esmond's good 
fnend? 

When Miss came finom school, grandpapa re- 
moved from Monument Yard to an elegant house 
in Bloomsbuiy, whither they were followed at 



first by their city friends. There were mer- 
chants from Virginia Walk ; there were worthy 
tradesmen, with whom the worthy old merchant 
had deldings ; there were their ladies and daugh- 
ters and sons, who were all highly gracious to 
Miss Lyddy. It would be a long task to de- 
scribe how these disappeared one by one— how 
there were no more junketings at Belsize, or 
trips to Highgate, or Saturday jaunts to Deputy 
Higgs's villa, Highbury, or country dances at hon- 
est Mr. Lutestring's house at Hackney. Even 
the Sunday practice was changed ; and, oh abom- 
ination of abominations I Mr. Van den Bosch 
left Bethesda Chapel in Bnnhill Row and actu- 
ally took a pew in Queen Square Church ! 

Queen Square Church, and Mr. Geoi^ War- 
rington lived hard by in Southampton Row! 
Twas easy to see at whom Miss Lyddy was set- 
ting her cap, and Mr. Draper, who had been full 
of her and her grandfather's praises before, now 
took occasion to warn Mr. Greoi^ge, and gave him 
very different reports regarding Mr. Van den 
Bosch to those which had first been current. Mr. 
Van d. B., for all he bragged so of his Dutch pa- 
rentage, came fix)m Albany, and was nobody's son 
at all. He had made his money by land specula- 
tion, or by privateering (which was uncommonly 
like piracy), and by the Guinea trade. His son 
had married— if marriage it could be called, which 
was very doubtful — an assigned servant, and had 
been cut off by his father, and had tak6n to bad 
courses, and had died, luckily for himself, in his 
own bed. 

*'Mr. Draper has tdd you bad tales about 
me," said the placid old gentleman to George. 
''Very likely we are all sinners, and some evil 
may be truly said of all of us, with a great deal 
more that is untrue. Did he tell yon that my 
son was unhappy with me ? I told you so too. 
Did he bring you wicked stories about my fam- 
ily ? He liked it so well that he wanted to mar- 
ry my Lyddy to his brother. Heaven bless her I 
I have had /a many offers for her. And you are 
the young gentleman I should have chose for 
her, and I like you none the worse because you 
prefer somebody else ; though what you can see 
in your Miss, as compared to my Lyddy, beg- 
ging your honor's pardon, I am at a loss to un- 
derstand." 

''There is no accounting for tastes, my good 
Sir," said Mr. George, with his most superb air. 

" No, Sir ; *tis a wonder of nature, and daily 
happens. When I kept store to Albany, there 
was one of yoar tip-top gentry there that might 
have married my dear daughter that was alive 
then, and with a pretty piece of money, where- 
by — ^for her father and I had quarreled — Miss 
Lyddy would have been a pauper, you see : and 
in place of my beautiful Bella, my gentleman 
chooses a little homely creature, no prettier than 
your Miss, and without a dollar to her fortune. 
The more fool he, saving your presence, Mr. 
George.*' 

"Pray don't save my presence, my good Sir," 
says George, laughing. "I suppose the gentle- 
man's word was given to the other lady, and lie 
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had seen her first, and hence was indifferent to 
yonr charming daughter/' 

**I suppose when a joung fellow gives his 
word to perform a cursed piece of folly he al- 
ways sticks to it, my dear Sir, begging yo^r par- 
don. But Lord, Lord, what am I speaking of? 
I am a speaking of twenty year ago. I was 
weU-to-do then, but I may say Heaven has 
blessed my store, and I am three times as well 
off now. Ask my agents how much they will 
give for Joseph Van den Bosch's bill at six 
months on New York— or at sight maybe — ^for 
forty thousand pound ? I warrant they will dia- 
connt the paper.'* 

*' Happy he who haa the bill, Sir I " says George, 
with a bow, not a little amused with the candor 
of the old gentleman. 

'* Lord, Lord, how mercenary yon young men 
are I " cries the elder, simply. * * Always think- 
ing about money nowadays! Happy he who 
baa the girl, I should say— the money ain't the 
question, my dear Sir, when it goes along with 
such a lovely young thing as that — diough I 
humbly say it, who oughtn't, and who am her 
fond, silly old grandfather. We were talking 
about you, Lyddy darling— come, give me a kiss, 
my Blessing ! We were talking about yon, and 
]y&. GeorgO'Said he wouldn't take yon with all 
the money your poor old grandfather can give 
you." 

" Nay, Sir," says George. 

''Well, you are right to say nay, for I didn't 
say all, that's the truth. My Blessing will have 
a deal more than that trifle I spoke o^ when it 
shall please Heaven to remove me out of this 
world to a better — when poor old Gappy is 
gone, Lyddy will be a rich little Lyddy, that 
she will. But she don't wish me to go yet, does 
she?" 

'*0h, you darling, dear grandpapa!" says 
Lyddy. 

''This young gentleman won't have you. 
(Lyddy looks an arch ' Thank you. Sir,' from 
her brown eyes.) But at any rate he ia honest, 
and that is more than we can say. of some folka 
in this wicked London. O Lord, Lord, how 
mercenary they are! Do you know that yon- 
der, in Monument Yard, they were all at my 
poor little Blessing for her money ? There was 
Tom Lutestring; there was Mr. Draper, your 
precious lawyer ; there was actually Mr. Tubbs, 
of Bethesda Chapel ; and they must all come 
buzzing like flies round the honey-pot. That is 
why we came out of the quarter where my broths 
er tradesmen live." 

"To avoid the flies, to be sure!" says Miss 
Lydia, tossing up her little head. 

"Where my brother tradesmen live," con- 
tinues the old gentleman. " Else who am I to 
think of consorting with your grandees and fine 
folk ? I don't care for the fashions, Mr. George ; 
I don't care for plays and poetry, begging your 
honor's pardon ; I never went to a play in my 
life, but to please this little minx." 

" Oh, Sir, 'twas lovely ! and I cried so, didn't 
I, grandpapa?" says the child. 



"At what, my dear?" 

" At — at Mr. Warrington's play, grandpapa." 

"Did you, my dear? I daresay; I dare say I 
It was mail day : and my letters had come in : 
and my ship Uie Lovely Lydcbf had just come 
into Falmouth ;, and Captain Joyce reported how 
he had mercifully escaped a French privateer; 
and my head was so full of thanks for that es- 
cape, which saved me a deal of money, Mr. 
George — for the rate at which diips is under- 
wrote this war time is so scandalous that I often 
prefer to venture than to insure — ^that I confess 
I didn't listen much to the play. Sir, and only 
went to please this little Lyddy." 

"And you did please me, dearest Gappy!" 
cries thb young lady. 

' ' Bless you ! then it*s all I want What does 
a man want more here below than to please his 
children, Mr. George ? especially me, who knew 
what was to be unhappy when I was young, and 
to repent of having treated this darling's &ther 
too hard." 

" Oh, grandpapa!" cries <&e diild, with more 
caresses. 

"Yes, I XDOM too hard with him, dear; and 
that's why I spoil my little Lydkin so !" 

More kisses ensue between Lyddy and Gappy. 
The little creature flings the pretty polished arms 
round the old man's neck, presses the dark red 
lips on his withered cheek, surrounds the vener- 
able head with a halo of powder beaten out of 
his wig by her caresses ; and eyes Mr. George 
the while, as much as to say, There, Sir ! should 
you not like me to do as much for you? 

We confess — ^but do we confess all ? George 
certainly told the story of his interview with 
Lyddy and Gappy, and the old man's news re- 
garding his grand-daughter's wealth ; but I don't 
think he told every thing; else Theo would 
scarce have been so much interested, or so en- 
tirely amused and good-humored with Lyddy 
when next the two young ladies met. 

They met now pretty frequently, especially 
after the old American gentleman took up his 
residence in Bloomsbury. Mr. Van den Bosch 
was in the city for the most port of the day, at« 
tending to his affairs, and appearing at his pJace 
upon 'Change. During his absence Lyddy had 
the command of the house, and received her 
guests there like a lady, or rode abroad in a fine 
coach, which she ordeied her grandpapa to keep 
for her, and into which he could very seldom be 
indnced to set his foot. Before long Miss Lyddy 
was as easy in the coach as if she had ridden in 
one all her lifb. She ordered the domestics here 
and there; she drove to the mercer's and the 
jeweler's, and she called upon her friends with 
the utmost stateliness, or rode abroad with them 
to take the air. Theo and Hetty were both 
greatly diverted with her : but would the elder 
have been quite as well pleased had she known 
all Miss Lyddy's doings ? Not that Theo was 
of a jealous disposition — ^far otherwise ; but there 
are cases when a lady has a righ^ to a little jeal- 
ousy, as I maintain, whatever my fair readen 
may say to the contrary. 
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It was because she knew he was engaged, very 
likoly, that Miss Lyddy permitted herself to speak 
so frankly in Mr. George's praise. When they 
were alone — and this blessed chance occurred 
pretty often at Mr. Van den Bosch's house — ^for 
we have said he was constantly absent himself 
on one errand or the other — it was wonderful 
how artlessly the little creature would show her 
enthusiasm, asking him all sorts of simple ques- 
tions about himself, his genius, his way of life at 
home and in London, his projects of marriage, 
and so forth. 

'* I am glad you are going to be married, oh, 
so glad !'* she would say, heaving the most pite- 
ous sigh the while, *' for I oan talk to you frank- 
ly, quite frankly as a brother, and not be afraid 
of that odious politeness about which they were 
iilvrays scolding me at boarding-school. I may 
speak to you frankly ; and if I like you, I may 
say so, mayn't I, Mr. George?" « 

** Pray, say so," says George, with a bow and 
a smile. **That is a kind of talk which most 
men delight to hear, especially from such pretty 
lips as Miss Lydia's. " 

"What do you know about my lips?" says 
the girl, with a pout and an innocent look into 
his face. 

" What, indeed ?" asks George. ** Perhaps I 
should like to know a great deal more." 

"They don't tell nothin' but truth, any how!" 
Kays the girl — "that's why some people don't 
like them ! If I have any thing on my mind it 
must come out. I am a country-brod girl, I am 
— ^with my heart in my mouth — ^all honesty and 
simplicity — not like your English girls, who have 
learned I don't know what at their boarding- 
schools and from the men afterward." 

" Our girls are monstrous little hypocrites, in- 
deed!" cries George. 

"You are thinking of Miss Lamberts ? and I 
might have thought of them ; but I declare I did 
not then. They have been at boarding-school ; 
they have been in the world a great deal — so 
much the greater pity for them, for be certain 
they learned no good there. And now I have 
said so, of course you will go and tell Miss Theo, 
won't you. Sir?" 

" That she has learned no good in the world ? 
She has scarce spoken to men at all, except her 
father, her brother, and me. Which oC us would 
teach her any wrong, think you ?" 

" Oh, not you ! Though I can understand its 
being very dangerous to be with you!" says the 
girl, with a sigh. 

" Indeed there is no danger, sltid I don't bite! " 
says George, laughing. 

"I didn't say bite," says the girl, softly. 
"There's other things dangerous besides biting, 
I should think. Aren't you very witty ? Yes, 
and sarcastic, and clever, and always laughing 
at people. Haven't you a coaxing tongue? If 
you was to look at me in that kind of way I 
don't know what would come to roe. Was your 
brother like yon, a^ I was to have married? 
Was he as clever and witty as you? I have 
heard he was like you : but he hadn't yonr coax- 
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ing tongue. Heighol Tis well you are en- 
gaged. Master George, that is all. Do you think 
if you had seen me first you would have liked 
Miss Theo best?" 

"They say marriages were made in heaven, 
my dear, and let us tru^ that mine has been ar- 
ranged there," says G^eorge. 

"I suppose there was no such thing never 
known as a man having two sweet-hearts ?" asks 
the artless little maiden. "Guess it's a pity. 
Oh me ! What nonsense I'm a-talldng ; there 
now! I'm like the little girl who cried for the 
moon ; and I can't have it. Tis too high for 
me — ^too high, and splendid, and shining : can't 
reach up to it nohow. Well, what a foolish, 
wayward, little spoiled thing I am now ! But 
one thing you promise—on your word and your 
honor, now, Mr. Gfeorge?" 

"And what is that?" 

"That you won't tell Miss Theo, else she'll 
hate me." 

"Why should she hate you?" 

"Because I hate her, and wish she was dead!" 
breaks out the young lady. And the eyes that 
were looking so gentle and lachrympse but now, 
flame with sudden wrath, and her cheeks flush 
up. "For shame!" she adds^ after a pause. 
* * I'm a little fool to speak ! But whatever is in 
my heart must come out. I am a girl of the 
woods, I am. I was bred where the sun is hot- 
ter than in this foggy climate; and I am not 
like your cold EngUsh girls, who, before they 
speak, or think, or feel, must Wait for Mamma 
to give leave. There, there I I may be a little 
fool for saying what I have. I know you'll go 
and tell Miss Lambert. Well, do !" 

But, as we have said, George didn't tell Miss 
Lambert. Even from the beloved person there 
must be some things kept secret ; even to him- 
self, perhaps, he did not quite acknowledge what 
was the meaning of the little girl's confession ; 
or, if he acknowledged it,, did not act on it ; ex- 
cept in so far as this, perhaps, that my gentle- 
man, in Miss Lydia's presence, was particular- 
ly courteous i^nd tender, and in her absence 
thought of her very kindly, and always with 
a ceiltain pleasure. It were hard indeed if a 
man might not repay by a little kindness and 
gratitude the artless afiection of such a warm 
young hearts 

What was that story, meanwhile, which came 
round to our friends, of young Mr. Lutestring 
and young Mr. Dvabshaw, the Quaker, having a 
boxing-match at a tavern in the city, and all 
about this young lady?. They fell out over 
their eups, and fought, probably. Why did Mr. 
Draper, who- had praised her so at first, tell 
such stories now against bar grandfather ? "1 
suspect,." says' Madame de Bernstein, " that he 
wants the girl for some client or relation of his 
own; and that he tells these tales in order to 
frighten all suitors from her. When she and 
her grandfather came to me she behaved per- 
fectly well ; and I confess. Sir, I thought it wah 
a great pity that you should prefer yonder red- 
cheeked countryfied little chit, utithout a half-^ 
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penny, to this pretty, irild, ortleM ^rl, with soch 
n fortune as I hear she ha>." 

' ' Oh, she has beep with jroD, bas she, nnnt ?' 
aeks George of bia relative. 

" Of conrie she hsg been with m^" the other 
replies, cnrtlf. " Unless yonr brother haa been 
BO sillj as to bU in love with that other little 
Lambert girl — " 

" Indeed, raa'ain. I think I can say he has 
not," George rematiia. 

"Why, then,' when he comes bock with Hr. 
Wolfe, should he not take a foncy to this little 
pereoD, as hia Mamma wishee — only, K 
tice, we Esmonds care very little for what our 
MamniaB wish — and many her, and Bet up be- 
side yon in Virginia? She ig to ba' 
fortune, . which yon won't touch. Pray, why 
shoQld it go OQt of the family?" 

George now learned that Mr. Van den Boecb 
and his grand-daughter had been often at Madame 
de Bemetdn'a house. , Taking his farorite walk 
with his bvorite companion to Kensington Gai'- 
dens, he saw Mr. Van den Bosch's chariot tam- 
ing inlo Kensington Square. The Americans 
were going to risit Lady Castlewood then f 
fband, on some little inqniiy, that they had been 
more than once with her Utdyship. Ii 
haps, strange that they should hare said nothing 
of their visits to George ; but, bdng little cnrj. 
oos of other people's afTairs, and having no in- 
Irignes or mysteries of his own, George was qnite 
slow to imagine them in other people. What 
mattered to him how often Kensingtoii enter- 
lained Bloomsbnry, or Bloomsbniy made ita bow 
at Kensington ? 

A number of things were happening at both 
places, of which our Virginian had i 
slightest idea. Indeed, do not things' happen 
nnder our eyea, and vre not see them ? Are not 
comedies and tragedies daily performed before ns 
of which we nnderstand neither the fan nor the 
pathos 7 Very likely George goes home think- 
ing to himself, " I have made an impression on 
the heart of this yonng creature. She has almost 
confessed as much. Poor artless little maiden I 
I vraodcr what there is in me that sbe should 
like me ?" Can he be angry with her for 'this 
unlucky preference ? Was ever a man angry at 
soGh a reason ? He would not have been so well 
pleased, perhaps, had he known all ; and that 
he was only one of the perfbrmeis in the comedy, 
not the principal character by any means; Bo- 
senkrantK and Gildenstem in the tragedy, the 
part of Hamlet bj a gentleman unknown. How 
often are oar little vauilies shocked in this way, 
and subjected to wholesome humiliation '. Have 
you not fancied that Lucinda's eyes beamed on 
yon with a tpeciat tenQerness, and presently be- 
come aware that she ogles yonr neighbor with 
the very same killing glances r Have you not ex- 
changed exquisite whispers with Lalage at the 
dinner-table (sweet murmnti heard through the 
hum of the guests, and clatter of the banquet ! ), 
and then overheard her whispering the very same 
delicious phmses to old Surdos in the drawing- 
room 7 The sun shines for every body ; the Row- 



ers smell sweet for all noses; and the nightin. 
gale and Laloge warble for all ears — not your 
long ones only, good Brother I 



CHAPTER LXX. 

IH WHICB CITPtD PIATB A COSBtDESlBLE PABT. 

Wb must now, however, and before we pro- 
ceed with the history of Miss Lydia and her 
doings, perfbrm the dnty of explaining that 
sentence in Mr. Warrington's letter to his 
brother which refera to Lady Maria Esmond, 
and which, to some simple readeis, may be 
still mysterious. For how, indeed, could well- 
regulated pereoiu divine snch a secret? How 
could innocent and respectable young people sup- 
pose that a woman of noble birth, of ancient fam- 
ily, of mature experience — a woman whom we 
have seen exceedingly in love only a bcotc of 
months ago — shoald so far forget herself as (Oh, 
my very finger-tipa blush as I write the sen- 
tencel), as not only to fall in love with a person 
of low origin, and very many yean her jaidor, 
hut actually to many him in the face of the 
world? That is, not exactly in the &ce, but 
behind the back of^he world, so to speak; fbr 
Parson Sampson privily tied the indiasolable 
knot for the pair at his chapel in Hay Fair. 

Now stop beftre you condemn her utterly. 
Because Lsidy Maria had had, and overcome, a 
foolish partiality for her yoang cousin, was that 
eaion why she should never ^1 in love with 
any body else 7 Are men to have the sole priv- 
" _ of ehange, and are women to be rebuked 
for availing themselves now and again of th^ 
chance of consolation ? No invectives 
be more rude, gross, and nnphilosophical 
than, fbr instance, Hamlet's to his mother aboat 
her second marriage. The tmth, very likely, 

that thaf tender, parasitic crealoTB wanted a 
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something to cling to, and, Hamlet senior out of 
the way, twined herself round Claudius. Nay, 
we have known females so bent on attaching 
themselves that they can twine round two gen- 
tlemen at once. Why, forsooth, shall there not 
be marriage-tables after funeral baked-meats? 
If you said grace for your feast yesterday, is that 
any reason why you shall not be hungry to-day ? 
Your natural fine appetite and relish for this 
eyening*8 feast shows that to-morrow evening at 
eight o'clock you will most probaUy be in want 
of your dinner. I, for my part,' when Flirtilla 
or Jiltissa were partial to me (the kind reader 
will please to fancy that I am alhiding here to 
persons of the most ravishing beauty and lofty 
rank), always used to bear in mind that a time 
would come when they would be fond of some- 
body else. We are 8er\'ed a la Russe, and gob- 
bled up a dish at a time, like the folks in Poly- 
phemus's cave. Tfs hodie mihi, eras tiU : there 
are some Anthropophagi who devour dozens of 
us — the old, the young, the tender, the tough, 
the plump, the lean, the ugly, the beautiful: 
there's no escape, and one after adother, as our 
fate is, we disappear down their omnivorous 
maws. Look at Lady Ogresham ! We all re- 
member, last year, how she served poor Tom 
Kydd : seized upon him, devoured him, picked 
his bones, and flung them away. Now it is Ned 
Suckling she has got into her den. He lies un- 
der her great eyes, quivering and fascinated. 
Look at the poor little trepid creature, panting 
and helpless under the great eyes ! She trails 
toward him nearer and nearer ; he draws to her, 
closer and closer. Presently there will be one 
or two feeble squeaks for pity, and — ^hobblegob- 
ble — he will disappear ! Ah me ] it is pity, too. 
I knew, for instance, that Maria Esmond had 
lost her heart ever so many times before Harry 
Warrington found it ; but I liked to fancy that 
he was going to keep it ; that, bewailing mis- 
chance and times out of joint, she would yet 
h^ve preserved her love, and fondled it in deco- 
rous celibacy. If, in some paroxysm of senile 
folly, I should fall in love 40-morrow, I shall 
still try and think I have acquired the fee-simple 
of my charmer's heart, not that I am only a ten- 
ant, on a short lease, of an old battered furnish- 
ed apartment, where the dingy old wine-glasses 
have been clouded by scores of pairs of lips, and 
the tumbled old sofas are muddy with the last 
lodger's boots. Dear, dear nymph ! Being be- 
loved and beautiful! Suppose I had a little 
passing passion for Glycera (and her complexion 
really was as pure as splendent Parian marble) ; 
suppose you had a fancy for Telephus, and his 
low collars and absurd neck: those follies are 
all over now, aren't they ? We love each other 
for good now, don't we? Tes, forever; and 
Glycera may go to Bath, and Tdephus take his 
cervicem roaeam to Jack Ketch, n*est-ce pas f 

No. We never think of changing, my dear. 
However winds blow, or time flies, or spoons stir, 
our potage, which is now so piping hot, will 
never get cold. Passing fancies we may have 
allowed ourselves in former days; and really 



your infatuation for Telephus (don't frown so, 
my darling creature ! and make the wrinkles in 
your forehead worse) — I say, really it was the 
talk of the whole town ; and as for Glycera, she 
behaved confoundedly ill to me. Well, well, 
now that we understand each other, it is forever 
that our hearts are united, and we can look at 
Sir Cresswell CresBwdl, and snap our fingers 
at his wig. But this Maria of the last century 
was a woman of an ill-regulated mind. You, 
my love, who know the world, know that in the 
course of this lady's career a great deal must 
have passed that would not bear the. light, or 
edify in the telling. You know (not, my dear 
creature, that I mean you have any experience ; 
but you have heard people say — you have heard 
your mother say) that an old flirt, when she has 
done playing the fool with one passion, will play 
the fool with another ; that flirting is like drink- 
ing ; and the brandy being drunk up, you — ^no, 
not you — Glycera — the brandy being dirunk up, 
Glycera, who has taken to drinking, will fall 
upon the gin. So, if Maria Esmond has found 
a successor for Harry Warrington, and set up a 
new sultan in the precious empire of her heart, 
what, after all, could you expect from her? 
That territory was like the Low Countries, ac- 
customed to being conquered, and forever open 
to invasion. 

And Maria's present enslaver was no other 
that Mr. Geoghegan or Hagan, the young actor 
who had performed in George's Tragedy. His 
tones were so thrilling, his eye so bright, his 
mien so noble, he looked so beautiful in his gilt 
leather armor and large buckled periwig, giving 
utterance to the poet's glowing verses, that the 
lady's heart was yielded up to him, even aS' 
Ariadne's to Bacchus when her afifair with The- 
seus was over. The young Irishman was not a 
little touched and elated by the high-bom dam- 
sel's partiality for him. He might have preferred §^ 
a Lady Maria Hagan more tender in years, but 
one more tender in disposition it were difiRcult 
to discover. She clung to him closely, indeed. 
She retired to his humble lodgings in Westmin- 
ster with him, when it became necessaiy to dis- 
close their marriage, and when her furious rela- 
tive disowned her. 

General Lambert brought the news home firom 
his oflSce in Whitehall one day, and made meri^' 
over it with his family. In those homely times 
a joke was none the worse for being a little broad ; 
and a fine lady would laugh at a jolly page of 
Fielding, and weep over a letter of Clarissa, 
which would make your present ladyship's eyes 
start out of your head with horror. He uttered 
all sorts of waggeries, did the merry General, 
upon the subject of this marriage ; upon Greorge's 
share in bringing it about ; upon Harry's jealousy 
when he should hear of it. He yowed it was 
cruel that Cousin Hagan had not selected George 
as groomsman; that the first child should be 
called Carpezan or Sybilla, after the Tragedy, 
and so forth. They would not quite be able to 
keep a coach, but they might get a chariot and 
pasteboard dragons from Mr. Rich's theatre. 
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The baby might be christened in Macbeth's 
caldron : and Harry and Harlequin ought cer- 
tainly to be godfathers. 

*' Why shouldn't she marry him if she likes 
him ?" asked little Hetty. '* Why should he not 
love her because she is a little old ? Mamma is 
a little olSl, and you love her none the worse. 
When you married my Mamma, Sir, I have 
heard you say you were very poor ; and yet you 
were very happy, and nobody laughed at you!" 
Thus this impudent little person spoke by reason 
of her tender age, not being awan^of Lady Maria 
Esmond's previous follies. 

So her family has deserted her ? George de- 
scribed what wrath they were in; how Lady 
Castlewood had gone into mourning; how Mr. 
Will swore he would have the rascal's ears ; how 
furious Madame de Bernstein was, the most an- 
gry of all. ** It is an insult to the family," says 
haughty little Miss Hett ; '* and I can fancy how 
Ladies of that rank must be indignant at their rel- 
ative's marriage with a person of Mr. Hagan's 
conidition : but to desert her is a veiy different 
matter." 

'* Indeed, my dear child," cries Mamma, 
'^you are talking of what you don't understand. 
After my Lady Maria's conduct, no respectable 
])er8on can go to see her." 

'* What conduct, Mamma?" 

** Never mind," cries Mamma. '* Little girls 
can't be expected to know, and ought not to be 
too curious to inquire, what Lady Maria's con- 
duct has been! Suffice it, miss, that I am 
shocked her ladyship should ever have been 
here ; and I say again, no honest person should 
associate with her!" 

'^Then, Aunt Lambert, I must be whipped 
and sent to bed," says George, with mock grav- 
ity. *' I own to you (though I did not confess 
.sooner, seeing that the affair was not mine) that 
I have been to see my cousin the player, and her 
Uidyship his wife. I found them in very dirty 
lodgings in Westminster, where the wretch has 
the shabbiness to keep not only his wife, but his 
old mother, and a little brother, whom he puts 
to school. I found Mr. Hagan, and came away 
with a liking, and almost a respect for him, al- 
though I own he has made a very improvident 
marriage. But how improvident some folks are 
about marriage, aren't they, Theo?" 

** Improvident, if they many such spendthrifts 
as you," says the General. "Master George 
found his relations, and I'll be bound to say he 
left his purse behind him." 

*' No, not the purse. Sir," says Geor^ smil- 
ing ^-ery tenderly. " Theo made that. But I 
am bound to own it came empty away. Mr. 
Kich is in great dudgeon. He says he hardly 
dares have Hagan on his stage, and is afraid of 
a riot, such as Mr. Garrick had about the for- 
eign dancers. This is to be a fine gentleman's 
riot. The Macaronis are furious, and vow they 
will pelt Mr. Hagan, and have him cudgeled 
afterward. My cousin Will, at Arthur's, has 
taken his oath he will have the actor's ears. 
Meanwhile, as the poor man does not play, the/ 



have cut off his salary ; and without his salary, 
thb luckless pair of lovers have no means to buy 
bread and cheese." 

** And you took it to them, Sir? It was like 
you, George!" says Theo, worshiping him with 
her eyes. 

** It was your purse took it, dear Theo," re- 
plies George. 

*' Mamma, I hope you will go and see them 
to-morrow ! " prays Theo. 

**If she doesn't, I shall get a divorce, my 
dear!" cries Papa. *'Come and kiss me, you 
little wench — ^that is, ar«c la bonnie permission de ' 
Monsieur mon heav-fib,^* 

<* Monsieur mon beau fiddlestick, papa ! " says 
Miss Lambert, and I have no doubt complies 
with the paternal orders. And this was the first 
time George Esmond Warrington, Esquire, was 
ever called a fiddlestick. 

Any man, even in our time, who makes an 
imprudent marriage, knows how he has to run 
the gauiftlet of the family, and undergo the abuse, 
the scorn, the wrath, the pity of his relations. 
If your respectable fkmily cry out because you 
marry the curate's daughter, one in ten, let us 
say, of his charming children ; or because you 
engage yourself to the young barrister whose 
only present pecuniary resources come from the 
court which he reports, and who will have to pay 
his Oxford bills out of your slender little fortune; 
if your friends cry out for making such engage- 
ments as these, fancy the feelings of Lady Maria 
Hagan's friends, and even those of Mr. Hagan's, 
on the announcement of this marriage. 

There is old Mrs. Hagan, in the first instance. 
Her son has kept her dutifully and in tolerable 
comfort, ever since he left Trinity College at his 
father^s death, and appeared as Romeo at Crow 
Street Theatre. His salary has sufficed of late 
years to keep the brother at school, to help the 
sister who has gone out as companion, and to 
.provide fire, clothing, tea, dinner, and comfort 
for the old clergyman's widow. And now, for- 
sooth, a fine lady, with all sorts of extravagailt 
habits, must come and take possession of the 
humble home, ana share the scanty loaf and 
mutton I Were Hagan not a high-spirited fel- 
low, and the old mother very much afraid of 
him, I doubt Aether my lady's life at the West- 
minster lodgings would be very comfortable. It 
was very selfish perhaps to take a place at that 
small table, and in poor Hagan's narrow bed. 
But Love^ in some passionate and romantic dis- 
positions, never regards consequences or meas- 
ures accommodation. Who has not experienced 
that frame of mind ? what thrifty wife has not 
seen and lamented her husband in that condi- 
tion, when, with rather a heightened color and a 
deuce-may-care smile on his fiice, he comes home 
and announces that he has asked twenty people 
to dinner next Saturday? He doesn't know 
whom exactly ; and he does know the dining- 
room will only hold sixteen. Never mind I Two 
of the prettiest girls can sit upon young gentle- 
men's knees ; others won't come ; there's sure to 
be plenty ! In the intoxication of love people 
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venture upon this dangerous sort of house-keep- 
ing ; they don't calculate the resources of their 
dining-table, or those inevitable butchers' and 
fishmongers* bills, which will be brought to the 
ghastly housekeeper at the beginning of the 
month. 

Yes. It was rather selfish of my Lady Maria 
to seat herself at Hagan's table, and take the 
cream off the milk, and the wings of the chick- 
ens, and the best half of every thing where there 
was only enough before ; ahd no wonder the poor 
old mamma-in-law was disposed to grumble. 
But what was her outcry compared to the clam- 
or at Kensington among Laidy Maria's noble 
family? Think of the talk and- scandal all over 
the town! Think of the titters and whispers of 
the ladies in attendance at the Princess's court, 
where Lady Fanny had a place ; of the jokes of 
Mr. Will's brother officers at the usher's tables 
of the waggeries in the daily prints and maga- 
zines ; of the comments of outraged prudes ; of 
the laughter of the clubs, and the sneers of the 
ungodly ! At the receipt of the news Madame 
Bernstein had fits, and ran off to the solitude of 
her dear rocks at Tunbridge Wells, where she 
did not see above forty people of a night at 
cards. My lord refused to see his sister; and 
the Countess in mourning, as we have said, 
waited upon one of her patronesses, a gracious 
princess, who was pleased to condole with her 
upon the disgrace and calamity which had be- 
fallen her house. For one, t\vo, three whole 
days the town was excited and amused by the 
scandal ; then there came other news — a victory 
in Germany ; doubtful accounts from America ; 
a general officer coming home to take his trial ; 
an exquisite new soprano singer from Italy; and 
the public forgot Lady Maria in her garret, eat- 
ing the hard-earned meal of the actor's fiimily. 

This is a^ extract from Mr. George Warring- 
ton's letter to his brother, in which he describes 
other personal matters, as well a^ a yisit he had 
paid to the newly-married pair : 

"My dearest little Theo," he writes, "was 
eager to accompany her Mamma upon this er- 
rand of charity ; but I thought Aunt Lambert's 
visit would be best under the circumstances, and 
without the attendance of her little spinster aid- 
de-camp. Cousin Hagan was out when we 
called; we found her ladyship in a loose un- 
dress, and with her hair in not the neatest pa- 
pers, playing at cribbage with a neighbor from 
the second floor, while good Mrs. Hagan sate on 
the other side of the fire with a glass of punch, 
and the Whole Duty of Man, 

" Maria, your Maria once, cried a little when 
she saw us; and Aunt Lambert, you may be 
sure, was ready with her sympathy. While she 
bestowed it on Lady Maria, I paid the best com- 
pliments I could invent to the old lady. When 
the conversation between Aunt L. and the bride 
began to flag, I turned to the latter, and be- 
tween us we did our best to make a dreary 
interview pleasant. Our talk was about you, 
about Wolfe, about war; you must be en- 
gaged face to fiice with the Frenchmen by this 



time, and God send my dearest brother safe and 
victorious out of the battle ! Be sure we follow 
your steps anxiously — we fancy you at Cape 
Breton. We have plans of Quebec and charts 
of the St. Lawrence. Shall I ever forget your 
face of joy that day when you saw me return 
safe and sound from the little combat with the 
little Frenchman ? So will my Harry, I know, 
return from his battle. I feel quite assured of it ; 
elated somehow with the prospect of your certain 
success and safety. And I have made all here 
share my cheerfulness. We talk of the cam- 
pain as over, and Captain Warrington's promo- 
tion as secure. Pray Heaven, all our hopes may 
be fulfilled one day ere long ! 

"How strange it is that you who are the 
mettlesome fellow (you know you arc) should 
escape quarrels hitherto, and I, who am a peace- 
ful youth, wishing no harm to any body, should 
have battles thrust upon me! What do you 
think actually of my having had another affair 
upon my wicked hands, and with whom, think 
you ? With no less a personage than your old 
enemy our kinsman, Mr. Will. 

" What or who set him to quarrel with me, I 
can not think. Spencer (who acted as second 
for me, for matters actually have gone this length ; 
— don't be frightened ; it is all over, and nobody 
is a scratch the worse) thinks some one set Will 
on me ; but who, I say ? His conduct has been 
most singular; his behavior quite unbearable. 
We have met pretty frequently lately at the house 
,of good Mr. Van den Bosch, whose pretty grand- 
daughter was consigned to both of us by our good 
mother. Oh, dear mother ! did you know that 
the little thing was to be such a causa htUi, and 
to cause swords to be drawn, and precious lives 
to be menaced ? But so it has been. To show 
his own spirit, I suppose, or having some reason- 
able doubt about mine, whenever Will and 1 
have met at Mynheer's house — and he is forever 
going there — ^he has shown such downright rude- 
ness to me, that I have required more than ordi- 
nary patience to keep my temper. He has con- 
tradicted me once, twice, thrice, in the presence 
of the family, and out of sheer spite and rage, as 
it appeared to me. Is he payj|g his addresses 
to Miss Lydia and her father's ships, negroes, 
and forty thousand pounds ? I should guess so. 
The old gentleman is forever talking about his 
money, and adores his grand-daughter^ and as 
she is a beautiful little creature, numbers of folk 
here are ready to adore her too. Was Will 
rascal enough to fancy that I would give up my 
Theo for a million of guineas, and negroes, and 
Venus to boot? Could the thought of such 
baseness enter into the man's mind? I don't 
know that he has accused me of stealing Van den 
Bosch's spoons and tankards when we dine there, 
or of robbing on the highway. But for one rea- 
son or the other he has chosen to be jealous of 
me, and as I have parried his impertinences wit)^ 
little sarcastic speeches (though perfectly tivil 
before company), perhaps I have once or twice 
made him angry. Our little Miss Lydia has 
unwittingly added fuel to the fire on more than 
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one occaBion, capeciaUf jeaterdaf, when there 
was talk about joaT worship. 

*' 'Ah!' Baj» the heedless little Ihjng, as ire 
sat OTer our dessert, ' 'lis lucky for yoa, Mr. Es- 
mond, that Captain Harry is not here. ' 

" ■ Why, miasF' asks he, with one of his usual 
conrcrsntional omaiuents. He must have of- 
fended some failj in his youth, who has cansed 
him to drop cunes forever out of his mouth, as 
she did the girl to spit oat toads and serpcnta. 
(I know BomQ one from whoee gentle lips there 
only fall pure pearls and diamonds.) 'Why?' 
says Will, with a cannonade of oaths. 

" 'Oh tie!' say? she, pntting np the prettiest 



little linccrs to the prettiest little rosy can in 
the world. 'Oh Be, Sir! to nie each nanghtj- 
worda. Tis lucky ihe Coptain is not here, be- 
cause he might quarrel with you; wid Mr. 
George is so peaceable and quiet, tliat he 
won't. Have jou heard from chc Captain, Mr. 
George?' 

" 'From Cape Breton,' says I. ' He is rery 
well, thank yoii ; that is — ' I couldn't fini^ 
the Kcntcnce, for I ntu in Such a rage that 1 
scarce could contjiin myself. 

" ' From Ihe Captain, as yoa call him. Hiss 
Ljddy,' says Wilt. ' Hell distingnish himself 
OS he did at Saint Cast Ho, ho!' 
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" 'So I apprehend he did. Sir,' tttjt Will 
brothfer. 

"'Did he?' u}« onr do«r consin; 'tlwmjt 
thought he ran anaf ; took to hia legs ; got a 
docking, uid ran awaj aa if a bailiff waa after 

" 'Iio!' says miis, 'did the Captain ever haTs 
abBilitTaTter him?' 

'"Didn't he 1 Ho, hol'UnghsMr. Will. 

"I BapjxMe I mnit have looked very savage, 
for Spencer, who waa dining with ue, tmd on 
mj foot under the table. * Don't lau^ so load, 
cousin,' I said, very gently j 'you may wake 
good dd Hr. Tan den Boecb.' tte good old 
gentlemaD waa aaleep in his arm-chair, to which 
he commonly leUres for a nap after dinner. 

*"0h, indeedl conain,' lays Will, and 
tnmed and winka at a friend of hia, Capt^n 
Denceace, whose own and who«e wife'a reputa- 
tion I dare aay you beard of when yon frequent- 
ed the clulis, and whom Will h^ introdaced 
into thia simple bmily aa a man of the highest 
fashion. 'Don't be afraid, miss,' says Mr. Will, 
'nor my cousin needn't be,' 

"'Oh what a, comfortl' cries Miss Lyddy. 
'Keep quite quiet, gentlemen, and don't qoar- 
kI, and come up to me when I send to say the 
tea ia tendy.' And with this sbe makes a sweol 
little conrteay, and diBappears. 

" ' Hang it, Jack, pass the bottle, and don't 
wake the old gentlonanl' continues Mr. Will. 
'Won't jon help yourself, couain?' he contin- 
nea, being particnlarly facetiona in the lone of 
that word couain. 

" 'I am going to help myself,' I said, 'but I 
am not going to drink the glaaa; and 111 tell 
you what I am going to do with it if you will be 
qnit« quiet, conain!' (Desperate kicks from 
Spencer aH the tiote.) 

" ' And what the deuce do I care what yon 
are going to do with it?' aaka Will, looking 
rather white. 

" 'I am going to fling it into jour foce, cous- 
in,' aaya I, very rapidly performing that feat. 

" 'By Jove, and no mistake 1' cries Mr. Dence- 
ace ; and as he and William roared out an oath 
ti^elher, good old Van den Bosch woke Dp, and, 
taking the pockeuhaudkerchief off his face, ask- 
ed what was the matter. 

" I remarked it was only a glass of wine gone 
the wrong nay, and the old man said ; ' Well, 
well, there is more where that came from I Let 
the bntlcr bring yon what you please^ joung 
gentlemen 1 ' and he sank back in hia great chair, 
and began to sleep agtdn. 

" ' Trma the bock of Monlagn House Gar- 
dens there ia a beantifnl view of Hampslead at 
six o'clock in the morning; and the statue of 
the Eing on St. George's Church is reckoned 
elegant, couain I' aaya 1, reenming the conversa- 

"'D— the statnel' begins Will; hut I said, 
'Don't, cousin 1 or yoQ will wake up the old 
gentleman. Hod ve not best go up stairs lo 
Mita Lyddy 's tea-table 7' 

" We arranged a little meeting liv the nest 



morning; and a coroner might have been ait- 
tiog upon one or other, or both, of onr bodies 
tliia afternoon ; but, would yon believe it? just 
as onr engagement was about to take place, wc 
were interrupted by three of Sir John Fielding's 
men, and carried to Bow Street, and Ignomln- 
iously bound over to keep the peace. 

"Who gave the information? Not L or 
Spencer, I can tow. Though I owd 1 was 
pleased when the constables came running to 
us, bludgeon in iiand ; for 1 bad no wish to take 
Will's blood, or sacrifice my own to such a ras- 
cal. Now, Sir, have you such a battle as thia 
to describe to me ? — a battle of powder and no 
shot?— a battle of swords as bloody as any on 
the stage? I have tilled my paper, without fin- 
ishing the story of Maria and her Hagan. You 
must have it bj the next ship. You see, 'the 
quarrel with Will took place yesterday, very 
soon after I had written the first sentence or 
Iwoof my letter. I had been dawdling till dln- 
her-time (I looked at the paper last night, when 
I was grimly making certain little accounts up, 
and trondered shall I ever Gniah thia letter?), 
and now the qoarrel has been so much more in- 
teresting to me than poor Molly'a love adven- 
tures, that behold my paper is full to the brim! 
Wherever my dearest Harry reads it, I know 
there will be a heart full of loie for 

" His loving brother. 



CHAPTER LXXL 

The little qnarrel between George and hit 

usin caaeed the fonner to discontinue hia vis- 

to Bloomsbary In a great measure ; for Mr. 

Will was more than ever assiduous in bis atlen- 

; and, now that both were bound over to 

peace, so outrageous in hia behavior, that GeorgB 
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found the greatest difficulty in keeping his hands 
from his cousin. The artless little Lydia had 
certainly a queer way of receiving her friends. 
But SIX weeks before madly jealous of George's 
preference for another, she now took occasion re- 
peatedly to compliment Theo in her conversa- 
tion. Miss Theo was such a quiet, gentle creat- 
ure, Lyddy was sure George was just the hus- 
band for her. Qow fortunate that horrible 
quarrel had been prevented! The constables 
had come up just in time ; and it was quite ri- 
diculous to hear Mr. Esmond cursing and swear- 
ing, and the rage he was in at being disappoint- 
ed of his duef ! " But the arrival of the consta- 
bles saved your valuable life, dear Mr. George, 
and I am sure Miss Theo ought to bless them 
forever," says Lyddy, with a soft smile. " You 
won't stop and meet Mr. Esmond at dinner to- 
day? You don't like being in his company? 
He can't do you any harm ; and I am sure yon 
will do him none." Kind speeches like these, 
addressed by a little girl to a gentleman, and 
spoken by a strange inadvertency in company, 
and when other gentlemen and ladies were pres^ 
ent, were not likely to render Mr. Warrington 
very eager for the society of the young American 
lady. 

George's meeting with Mr. Will was not known 
for some days in Dean Street, for he did not wish 
to disturb those kind folks with his quarrel ; but 
when the ladies were made aware of it, you may 
be sure there was a great flurry and to do. * * You 
were actually going to take a fellow-creature's 
life, and you came to see us, and said not a 
word! Oh! George, it was shocking!" said 
Theo. 

*' My dear, he had insulted me and my broth- 
er," pleaded George. *' Could I let him Qill us 
both cowards, and sit by and say, * Thank 
vou?'" 

The General sate by, and looked very grave. 

** You know you think. Papa, it is a wicked 
and un-Christian practice ; and have often said 
you wished gentlemen would have the courage 
to refuse ! " 

*' To refuse ? Yes," says Mr. Lambert, still 
very glum. 

*^It must require a prodigious strength of 
mind to refuse," says Jack Lambert, looking as 
gloomy as his father ; ** and I think if any man 
were to call me a coward I should be apt to for- 
get my orders." 

**You see brother Jack is with me!" cries 
George. 

** I must not be against yon, Mr. Warring- 
ton," says Jack Lambert. 

"Mr. Warrington!" cries George, turning 
very red. 

"Would you, a clergyman, have George 
break the Commandments, and commit mur- 
der j John ?" asks Theo, aghast. 

" I am a soldier's son, sister," says the young 
divine, dryly. " Besides, Mr. Warrington has 
committed no murder at all. We must soon be 
hearing from Canada, father. The great ques- 
tion of the supremacy of the two races must be 



^tried there ere long !" He turned his back on 
George as he spoke, and the latter eyed him 
with ifonder. 

Hetty, looking rather pale at this original re- 
mark of brother Jack, is called out of the room 
by some artful pretext of her sister. George 
started up and followed the retreating girls to 
the door. 

• " Gl-eat powers, gentlemen !" says he, coming 
back, " I believe, on my honor, you are giving 
me the credit of shirking this affair with Mr. 
Esmond !" The clergyman and his father look- 
ed at one another. 

" A man's nearest and dearest are always the 
first to insult him," says George, flashing out. 

" You mean to say, ' Not guilty ?' God bless 
thee, my boy ! " cries the General. " I told thee 
so. Jack." And he rubbed his hand across his 
eyes, and blushed, and wrung George's hand with 
all his might. 

"Not guilty of what, in Heaven's name?" 
asks Mr. Warrington. 

"Nay," said the General, "Mr. Jack, here, 
brought the story. Let him tell it. I believe 
'tis a lie, with all my heart." And utter- 
ing this wicked expression, the General fairly 
walked out of the room. 

The Bev.> J. Lambert looked uncommonlv 
foolish. 

*'And what is this — ^this d — d lie. Sir, that 
somebody has been telling of me?" asked 
George, grinning at the young clergyman. 

" To question the courage of any man is al- 
ways an oflense to him," says Mr. Lambert, 
" and I rejoice that yours has been belied." 

" Who told the folsehood. Sir, which you re- 
peated ?" bawls out Mr. Warrington. " I insist 
on the man's name!" 

" You forget you are bound over to keep the 
peace," says Jack. 

" Curse 'the peace. Sir ! We can go and 
fight in Holland. Tell me the man's name, 1 
say!" 

" Fair and softly, Mr. Warrington !" cries the 
young parson ; " my hearing is perfectly good. 
It was not a man who told me the story which, 
I confess, I imparted to my father." 

"What?" asks George, the truth suddenly 
occurring. "Was it that artful, wicked little 
vixen in Bloomsbury Square ?" 

" Vixen is not the word to apply to any young 
lady, George Warrington!" exclaims Lambert, 
" much less to the charming Miss Lydia. She 
artful — ^the most innocent of Heaven's creatures I 
She wicked — that angel ! With unfeigned de- 
light that the quarrel should be over — ^with de- 
vout gratitude to think that blood consanguine- 
ous should not be shed — she spoke in terms of 
the highest praise of you for declining this quar- 
rel, and of the deepest sympathy with you for 
taking the painful but only method of averting 
it." 

" What method ?" demands George, stamping 
his foot. 

"Why, of laying an information, to be sure!" 
says Mr. Jack ; on which George burst forth into 
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language much too violent for us to repeat here, 
and highly uncomplimentary to Miss Lydia. 

** Don't utter such words, Sir I" cried the par- 
son, who, as it seemed, now took his turn to be 
angry. ''Do not insult, in my hearing, the 
most charming, the most innocent of her sex ! 
If she has been mistaken in her information re- 
garding you, and doubted your willingness to 
commit what, after all, is a crime — for a crime 
homicide is, and of the most awfuF description — 
yon, Sir, have no right to blacken that angeFs 
character with foul words : and, innocent your- 
self, should respect the most innocent as she is 
the most lovely of women! Oh, George, are 
you to be my brother ?" 

" I hope to have that honor, ** answered George, 
smiling. He began to perceive the other's drift. 

**What, then, what — though *tis too much 
bliss to be hoped for by sinful man — what, if she 
should one day be your sister ? Who could see 
her ch arms without being subjugated by them ? I 
own that I am a slave. I own that those Latin 
Sai^hics in the September number of the Gentle- 
man's Magazine, beginning Lydia quondam ceci" 
nit venustcB (with an English version by my friend 
Hickson of Corpus) were mine. I have told my 
mother what hath passed between us, and Mrs. 
Lambert also thinks that the most lovely of her 
sex has deigned to look favorably on me. I 
have composed a letter — she another. She pro- 
poses to wait on Miss Lydia's grandpapa this very 
day, and to bring me the answer, which shall 
make me the happiest or the most wretched of 
men I It was in the unrestrained intercourse of 
family conversation that I chanced to impart to 
my father the sentiments which my dear girl had 
uttered. Perhaps I spoke slightingly of your 
courage, which I don't doubt — ^by Heaven, I don't 
doubt : it may be she has erred too, regarding 
you. It may be that th6 fiend jealousy has been 
gnawing at my bosom and — horrible suspicion I 
— that I thought my sister's lover found too much 
favor with her I would have all my own. Ah, 
dear George, who knows his faults? I am as 
one distracted with passion. Confound it, Sir ! 
What right have you to laugh at me? I would 
have you to know that mu inepto., . . .'* 

"What, have you two boys made it up?" 
cries the General, entering at this moment, in 
the midst of a roar of laughter from George. 

" I was giving my opinion to Mr. Warrington 
upon laughter, and upon his laughter in partic- 
ular," says Jack Lambert, in a fume. 

" George is bound over to keep .the peace. 
Jack ! Thou canst not fight him for two years ; 
and between now and then, let us trust you will 
have made up your quarrel. Here is dinner, 
boys I We will drink absent friends, and an end 
to the war, and no fighting out of the profession !" 

George pleaded an engagement as a reason for 
running away early from his dinner ; and Jack 
must have speedily followed him, for when the 
former, after transacting some brief business at 
his own lodgings, came to Mr. Van den Bosch's 
door, in Bloomsbury Square, he found the young 
parson already in parley with a servant there. 



"His master and mistress had left town yester- 
day," the servant said. 

"Poor Jack I And you had the decisive let- 
ter in your pocket ?" George asked of his future 
brother-in-law. 

" Well, yes" — Jack owned he had the docu- 
ment — "and my mother has ordered a chair, 
and was coming to wait on Miss Lyddy," he 
whispered, piteously, as the young men lingered 
on the steps. 

George had a note, too, in his pocket for the 
young lady, which he had not cared to mention 
to Jack. In truth, his business at home had 
been to write a smart note to Miss Lyddy, with 
a message for the gentleman who had brought 
her that funny story of his giving infomukion 
regarding the duel ! The family being absent, 
George, too, did not choose to leave his note. 
"If Cousin Will has been the slander-bearer, I 
will go and make him recant," thought George. 
"Will the family soon be back?" he blandly 
asked. 

" They are gone to visit the quality," the serv- 
ant replied. " Here is the address on this pa- 
per;" and George read, in Miss Lydia's hand, 
" The box from Madam Hocquet's to be sent by 
the Famham Flying Coach ; addressed to Mistt 
Van den Bosch, at the Right Honorable the Earl 
of Castlewood's, Castlewood, Hants." 

" Where f" cried poor Jack, aghast. 

" His lordship and their ladyships have been 
here often," the servant said, with much import- 
ance. " The families is quite intimate." 

This was very strange ; for, in the course of 
their conversation, Lyddy had'owned but to one 
single visit from Lady Castlewood. 

" And they must be a-going to stay there some 
time, for Miss have took a power of boxes and 
gowns with her!" the man added. And the 
young men walked away, each cn^npling his 
letter in his pocket. 

"What was that remark you made?" a^ks 
George of Jack, at some exclamation of the lat- 
ter. " I think you said — " 

"Distraction! I am beside myself, George! 
I — ^I scarce know what I am saying," groans the 
clergyman. " She is gone to Hampshire, and 
Mr. Esmond is gone with her ! " 

"Othello could not have spoken better! and 
she has a pretty scoundrel in her company!" 
says Mr. George. "Ha! here is your mother's 
chair!" Indeed, at this moment poor Aunt 
Lambert came swinging down Great Russell 
Street, preceded ^ her footman. " 'TIS no use 
going farther. Aunt Lambert!" cries George. 
" Our little bird has fiown." 

"What litUe bird?" 

" The bird Jack wbhed to pair with — ^the Lyd- 
dy-bird. Aunt. Why, Jack, I protest you are 
swearing again ! This morning 'twas the Sixth 
Commandment you wanted to break; and 



now — 
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" Confound it ! leave me alone, Mr. Warring- 
ton, do yon hear ?" growls Jack, looking very 
savage ; and away he strides far out of the reach 
of l)is mother's bearers. 
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"What U the matier, George?" asks the lady. 

George, who has not been very well pleased 
>with brolher Jack's behavior all dav, mys ; 
"Brother Jack haa not a fine temper, Aunt 
LAtnbert. He informs yon all that I am a cow. 
nrd, and remonatniteB with me' for being angry. 
He finds his mistress gons to the countcy, and be 
bawls, and staoipe, and swears. Oh, fie 1 Oh, 
Annt Lambert, beware of jealousy! Did the 
General ever make jon jealons ?" 

"Yon will make mo very angry, if yon spe«k 
to me in this way," snjH poor Aunt I^mbert, 
from her chair. 

"1 am respectfully dumb. I make my bow. 
I withdraw," says George, with a Inw bow, and 



tama toward Holbbm. Hii tool was imth 
within him. He was bent on qnarreling wiili 
somebody. Had he met Cousin Will that night 
it had gone ill with his sureties. 

He sought Will at all his haunts, at Anhnr's, 
at his own house. There Lady Castlcwood's 
servants informed him that they believed Mr. 
Esmond had gone to join the fiunily in Hants. 
He wrote a letter to hb cousin : 

" My dear, kind cousin William," he said, 
"you know 1 am bound over, and would not qiur- 
rcl with any oik, mnch less with a dear, trath- 
celling, affectionate kinnnan, whom my brotber 
insulted by caning. But if you can find tinv 
one who says that I prevented a meeting tbe odi- 
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er dsjr by giving infonnation, will you tell yonr 
informant that I tliinlc it is not I but somebody 
else is the coward? And I write to Mt. Van 
den Boech by Ibe same post, to inform him and 
Hiss Lyddy that I find some rascal has been tell- 
ing tbem Uea to my dj|credit, and to beg them 
to have a care of such persons. " And, these 
neat letters being dispatched, Mr. Warrington 
dressed hiciself, ^owed himself at the play, and 
took supper cheerfully at the Bedford. 

In a few days George found a letter on his 
breakfast-table franked " Castlewood, " and, in- 
deed, written by that nobleman. 

"Dear Cousin," my lord wrote, "there has 
been so much annoyance in our family of late 
that I am sure 'lis time our quarrels should 
cease. Two days since roy brother William 
brought me a very angry letter, signed G. War- 
rington, and at [he same time, to my great grief 
and pain, acquainted me with a quarrel that had 
taken place between you, in which, to say the 
least, your conduct was violent, lis an ill ose 
to put good wine to — that to which you applied 
good Mr. Tan den Bosch's. Suie, before an 
old man young ones should be moro respectful. 
I do not deny that Wm.'s language and behav- 
ior are oficn irritating. I know he has often 
tried my temper, and Chat within the 24 hours. 

"Ah! Why should we not all live hajjpily 
together? You know, cousin, I have ever pro- 
fessed a sincere regard for jou-^that I am a sin- 
cere admirer of the admirable young ladj to 
whom yon arD cngog^, and to whom I offer my 
most cordial compliraents and remerabrancea. 
I would live in harmony with all my bmily 
whera 'lis possible — the more because I hope to 
introduce to it a Countess of Caattewood. 

"At my mature age, 'tis not uncommon for 
k man to choose a young wife. My Lydia (yon 
will divine that I am happy in lieing able to call 
mine the elegant Mus Van den Bosch) will uat- 
nrally survive mo. After soothing my declining 
years, I shall not be jealoua if at their close she 
should select some happy man to succeed me ; 
thoogh I shall envy bim the possession of so 
much perfection and beauty. Though of a no- 
ble Dutch family, her rank, the dear girl de- 
clares, is not equal to mine, which she confesses 
that she is pleased to share. I, on the other 
hand, shall not be sorry to see descendants to 
my house, and to have it, through my Lady Cas- 
tlewood's means, restored to something of the 
splendor which it knew before two or three im- 
provident predecessors impaired it. My Lydia, 
who is by mj side, sends you and the charming 
Lambert fhmily her wannest remembrances, 

"The marriage will take place very speedily 
here. May I hope Co see you at church ? My 
brother will not be present to quarrel with you. 
When I and dear Lydia annonnced the match 
to him yesterday, he took the intelligence in bad 
part, uttered langoage that I know he will one 
day regret, and is at present on a visit to some 
Iteighbors. The Dowager Lady Costlewood re- 
tains the boose at Kensington ; we having our 
own establishmenl, where you will ever be wcl- 



From the Zoiubn Magazine of November, 
1759: 

" Saturday, October 13th, married at his ee«t, 
Castlewood, Hants, the Right Honorable Eugene 
Earl of Castlewood to the beantifol Hiss Van 
den Bosch, of Virginia. XTO,000." 



CHAPTER LXXH. 

iS.) IK 



LooKiNQ acTOH the fire, toward her accus- 
tomed chair, who has been the beloved part- 
ner of m; hearth during the last half of my life, 
I odeu ask (for middle-aged genlleinen bavc 
the privilege of repeating thdr joke«, their qnea- 
Cions, their stories) whether two young people 
ever were moro foohsh and imprudent than wc 
were, when we married, as we did, in Che year 
of the old King's death? My son, who has 
taken some prodigious leaps in the heat of his 
fox-huniing, says he surveys the gaps and rivers 
which he crossed so safely over, with terror after- 
ward, and astonishment at his own fool-hardi- 
ness in making such desperate ventures ; and 
yet there is no more eager sportsman in the two 
counties than Miles. He loves his amusement so 
moch that be cares for no other. Ue has broken 
his collar-bone, and had a hundred tumbles (to 
his mother's terror) ; but so has his father (Chink- 
ing, perhaps, of a copy of verse, or his speech at 
Quarter Sessions) been thrown over his old mare's 
head, who has slipped on a stone, as they were 
both dreaming along a park road at [bur miles 
an hour ; and Miles's reckless sport has been the 
delight of his life, ni 
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blessing of mine ; and I never think of it but to 
thank Heaven. ' Mind, I don^t set up my wor- 
ship as an example : I don*t say to all young 
folks, ** Go and marry upon twopence a year ;" 
or people would look very black at me at our 
vestiy-meetings ; but my wife is known to be a 
desperate match-maker; and when Hodge and 
Susan appear in my justice-room with a talk of 
allowance, we urge them to spend their half- 
crown a week at home, add a little contribution 
of our own, and send for the \\c&t. 

Now, lyhen I ask a question of my dear oracle, 
I know what the answer will be ; and hence, no 
doubt, the reason why I so often consult her. I 
have but to wear a particular expression of face, 
and my Diana takes her reflection from it. Sup- 
]X)se I say, '* My dear, don't you think the moon 
wtLS made of cream-cheese to-night ?" She will 
say, ** W^ll, papa, it did look very like cream- 
cheese, indeed — there's nobody like you for droll 
similes.'* Or, suppose I say, "My love, Mr. 
Pitt's speech was very fine, but I don't think he 
is equal to what I remember his father." '* No- 
body was equal to my Lord Chatham," says my 
wife. And then one of the girls cries, * * Why, I 
have often heard our Papa say. Lord Chatham 
was a charlatan!" On which Mamma says, 
'* How like she is to her aunt Hetty !" 

As for Miles, TVos 1\friusve is all one to him. 
He only reads the sporting announcements in 
the Norwich paper. So long as there is good 
scent, he does not care about the state of the 
country. I believe the rascal has never read my 
poems, much more my tragedies (for I men- 
tioned Pocahontas to him the other day, and the 
dunce thought she was a river in Virginia) ; and 
with respect to my Latin verses, how can he un- 
derstand them, when I know he can't construe 
Corderius? Why this note-book lies publicly 
on the little table at my comer of the fireside, 
and any one may read in it who will take the 
trouble of lifting my spectacles off the cover ; but 
Miles never hath. I insert in the loose pages 
caricatures of Miles, jokes against him ; but he 
never knows nor heeds them. Only once, in 
place of a neat drawing of mine, in China-ink, 
representing Miles asleep after dinner, and which 
my friend Bunbury would not disown, I found a 
rude picture of myself going over my mare Sul- 
tana's head, and entitled '* The Squire on Horse- 
back, or Fish out of Water." And the fellow 
to roar with laughter, and all the girls to titter, 
when I came upon the page ! My wife said she 
never was in such a fright as when I went to my 
book ; but I can bear a joke against myself, and 
have heard many, though (strange to say for one 
who has lived among some of the chief wits of 
the age) I never heard a good one in my life. 
Never mind, Miles, though thou art not a wit, I 
love thee none the worse (there never was any 
love lost between two wits in a family) ; though 
thou hast no great beauty, thy mother thinks 
thee as handsome as Apollo, or His Royal High- 
ness the Prince of Wales, who was bom in the 
ver}' same year with thee. Indeed, she always 
thinks Coates's picture of the Prince is very like 



her eldest boy, and has the print in her dress- 
ing-room to this very day.* 

In that same year, 'with what different pros- 
pects my Lord Esmond, Lord Castlewood's son, 
likewise appeared to adorn the world ! My Lord 
C. and his humble sermnt had already come to 
a coolness at that time, and. Heaven knows! 
my honest Miles's godmother, at his entrance 
into life, brought no gold pap-boats to his chri^ 
tening ! Matters have mended since, Laus iMo 
— ^Laus Deo, indeed ! for I suspect neither Miles 
nor his father would ever have been able to do 
much for themselves, and by their own wits. 

Castlewood House has quite a different face 
now from that venerable one which it wore in 
the days of my youth, whc^ it was covered with 
the wrinkles of time, the scars of old wars, the 
cracks and blemishes which years had marked 
on its hoary features. I love best to remember 
it in its old shape, as I saw it when young Mr. 
George Warrington went down, at the owner's 
invitation, to be present at his lordship's mar- 
riage with Miss Lydia Van den Bosch — "an 
American lady of noble family of Holland," as 
the county paper announced her ladyship to be. 
Then the towers stood as Warrington's grand- 
father the Colonel (the Marquis, as Madam Es- 
mond would like to call her father) had seen 
them. The woods (thinned not a little to be 
sure) stood, nay, some of the self-same rooks 
may have cawed over them, which the Colonel 
had seen threescore years back. His picture 
hung in the hall, which might have been his, 
had he not preferred love and gratitude to wealth 
and worldly honor; and Mr. George Esmond 
Warrington (that is, Egomet Ipse who write this 
page down), as he walked the old place, pacing 
the long corridors, the smooth dew-spangled ter- 
races, and cool darkling avenues, felt a while as 
if he was one of Mr. Walpole's cavaliers with 
ruff, rapier, l\uff-coat, and gorget, and as if an 
Old Pretender, or a Jesuit emissary in disguise, 
might appear from behind any tall tree-trunk 
round about the mansion, or antique carved cup- 
board within it. I had the strangest, saddest, 
pleasantest, > old-world fancies as I M'alked the 
])lace; I imagined tragedies, intrigues, sere- 
nades, escaladoes, Oliver's Roundheads batter- 
ing the towers, or bluff Hal's Beef-eaters prick- 
ing over the plain before the castle. I was then 
courting a certain young lady (Madam, your 
ladyship's eyes had no need of spectacles then, 
and on the brow above them there was never a 
wrinkle or a silver hair), and I remember I wrote 
a ream of romantic description, under my Lord 
Castlewood's franks, to the ladv who never fired 
of reading my letters then. She says I only 
send her three lines now, when I am away in 

* Note, in a female hand : ^* My fl<m is not a tpendtkrift^ 

nor a breaker C\f ioomen*« hmrU^ as wvm genUeraen are; 

bat that he was exceeding like H.R.tI. when they were 

I both babieft, t« moat eertaitu, the Dachess of Ancaeter hat- 

I ing hereel/ remarked him In St. Jame«*« Park, where 

. Gumbo and my poor VLcHy used often to take him for an 

airing. Tli. W." 
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London or elucnberc. Tis that I may not fatigue 
vonr old eyes, my dear! 

Mr. Warrington thonght himself anthoriied 
to order a genteel new suit of clotheg'for mj 
lord's marriage, and icith Mona. Qnmbo in at- 



tendance made his appcaranco at Caaticwood a 
few day* before the ceremony. 1 may mention 
that it had been found expedient to lend my 
foithfal Sad; home on board a Virginia ^hip. 
A great inflammation alMcking the throat and 



318 



THE VIRGINIANS. 



langs, and proving faUl in very manj cases, in 
that year of Wolfe's expedition, had seized and 
well-nigh killed my poor lad, for whom his na- 
tive air was pronounced to be the best cure. We 
parted with an abundance of tears, and Gumbo 
shed as many when his master went to Quebec ; 
but he had attractions in this country and none 
for the military life, so he remained attached to 
my service. We found Castlewood House full 
of friends, relations, and visitors. Lady Fanny 
was there upon compulsion, a sulky bridesmaid. 
Some of the virgins of the neighborhood also at- 
tended the young Countess. A bishop's widow 
herself, the Baroness Beatrix brought a holy 
brother-in-law of the bench from London to tie 
the holy knot of matrimony between Eugene 
Karl of Castlewood and Lydia Van den Bosch, 
spinster ; and for some time before and after 
the nuptials the old house in Hampshire wore 
an appearance of gayety to which it had long 
been unaccustomed. The country families came 
gladly to pay their compliments to the newly- 
married couple. The lady's wealth was the sub- 
ject of every body's talk, and no doubt did not 
decrease in the telling. Those naughty stories 
which were rife in town, and spread by her di&. 
Appointed suitors there, took some little time to 
travel into Hampshire ; and when they reached 
the country found it disposed to treat Lord Cas- 
tlewood's wife with civility, and not inclined to 
be too curious about her behavior in town. Sup- 
pose she had jilted this man, and laughed at the 
other? It was her money they were anxious 
about, and she was no more mercenary than 
they. The Hampshire folks were determined 
that it was a great benefit to the country to have 
Castlewood House once more open, with beer in 
the cellars, horses in the stables, and spits turn- 
ing before the kitchen fires. The new lady took 
her place with great dignity, and ^twas certain 
she had uncommon accomplishments and wit. 
Was it not written in the marriage advertise- 
ments that her ladyship brought her noble hus- 
bajad seventy thousand pounds ? On a beaucoup 
(Tesprit with seventy thousand pounds. The 
Hampshire people said this was only a small 
portion of her wealth. When the grandfather 
should fall, ever so many plums would be found 
on that old tree. 

That quiet old man and keen reckoner began 
quickly to put the dilapidated Castlewood ac- 
counts in order, of which long ne^ect, poverty, 
and improvidence had hastened the ruin. The 
business of the old gentleman's life now, and for 
some time henceforth, was to advance, improve, 
mend my lord's finances ; to screw the rents up 
where practicable ; to pare the expenses of the 
establishment down. He could, somehow, look 
to every yard of worsted-lace on the footmen's 
coats, and every pound of beef that went to their 
dinner. A watchful old eye noted every flagon 
of beer which was fetched from the buttery, and 
marked that no waste occurred in the larder. 
The people were fewer, but more regularly paid; 
the liveries were not so ragged, and yet the tailor 
had no need to dun for his money ; the garden- 



ers and grooms grumbled, though their wages 
were no longer overdue ; but the horses fattened 
on less com, and the fruit and vegetables were 
ever so much more plentiful — so keenly did my 
lady's old grandfather keep a watch over the 
household affairs, from his lonely little chamber 
in the turret. 

These improvements, though here told in a 
paragraph or two, were the aflfurs of months 
and years at Castlewood ; where, with thrift, or- 
der, and judicious outlay of money (however, 
upon some pressing occasions, my lord might 
say he had none), the estate and household in- 
creased in pro6i>erity. That it was a flourish- 
ing and economical household no one could 
deny ; not even the dowager lady and her two 
children, who now seldom entered within Cas- 
tlewood gated, my lady considering them in the 
light of enemies — foe who, indeed, would like a 
step-mother-in-law ? The little reigning Count- 
ess gave the dowager battle, and routed lier nt- 
terly and speedily. Though educated in the coU 
oniee, and ignorant of polite life during her ear- 
ly years, the Countess Lydia had a power of lan- 
guage and a strength of will that all' had to ac- 
knowledge who quarreled with her. The dow- 
ager and my Lady Fanny were no match for the 
young American : they fled from before her to 
their jointure house in Kensington, and no won- 
der their absence was not regretted by my lord, 
who was in the habit of regretting no one whose 
back was turned. Could Cousin Warrington, 
whose hand his lordship pressed so aflectionately 
on coming and parting, with whom Cousin En> 
gene was so gay and ftank and pleasant when they 
were together, expect or hope that his lordship 
would grieve at his dqiarture, at his death, at 
any misfortune which could happen to him, or 
any souls alive ? Cousin Warrington knew bet- 
ter. Always of a skeptical turn, Mr. W. took a 
grim delight in watching the peculiarities of his 
neighbors, and could like this one even though 
he had no courage and no heart. Courage? 
Heart? What aro these to yon and me in the 
world ? A man may have private virtues as he 
may have half a million in the funds. What 
we du monda expect is, that he should be lively, 
agreeable, keep a decent figure, and pay his way. 
Colonel Esmond, Warrington's grandfather (in 
whose history and dwelling-place Mr. W. took 
an extraordinary interest), might once have been 
owner of this house of Castlewood, and of the ti- 
tles which belonged to its possessor. The gen- 
tleman often looked at the Colonel's grave pic- 
ture as it still hung in the saloon, a copy or re- 
plica of which piece Mr. Warrington fondly re- 
membered in Virginia. • 

'* He must have been a little touched here,** 
my lord said, tapping his own tall, placid fore^ 
head. 

There are certain actions simple and common 
with some men which others can not understand, 
and deny as utter lies, or deride as acts of mad- 
ness. 

" I do you the justice to think, cousin,*' says 
Mr. Warrington to his lordship, ** that you would 
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not give np anj mdvanMge Ibr any friend in the 

"Ehl I am wlfieh; but am I mors KlflBh 
Ihan the re«t of the world ?" uIcb my lord, with 
a French ihrag of hia shoolderB and a pinch oat 
uf hia box. Once, in thdr walks in the tieldi, 
hia lordship happening lo weac a line ecarlec cute, 
a cow ran toward him; and Ibe ordinarily lan- 
guid nobleman sprang orer a Btile with the apU 
ity of a ichool-boy. He did not conceal hi« 
tremor or his natural want of conrage. " 1 
dare say yon respect me no more than 1 respect 
myself, George," he would >ay, in his candid 
way, and begin a very pleasant sardonical dis- 
course upon the fall <d' nan, and his bulti and 
shortcomings ; and wonder why Heaven had not 
aiade ns all InvTe, and tall, and handsome, and 
rich ? Aa for Mr. Warrington, who very likely 
loved to be king of his company (as some people 
do), be could not help liking thin kinsman of hi^ I 
so witty, gracefid, polished, high-placed in the j 
world — «o utterly his inferior. Liltc the aniraal 
in Mr. Sterne's famous book, " Do not beat ma," 
his lordship's look seemed to say, " hut if yon 
will, yon may." No man, save a bully and 
coward himself, desb hardly with a creatuk so 
spiritless. 



CHAPTER LXXm. 

WE XBEP CBBISTV AB IT CASTLEWOOD, 1TG9. 

. We know, my dear children, fVom onr bvor- 
ile fairy story-books, how at all chrislenings and 
manriagei some one is invariably disappointed, 
and vowt vengeance ; and so need not wonder 
that good Cousin Will should curie and rage en- 
ergetically at the news of his brother's engage- 
ment with the colonial heiress. At first. Will 
fled the house, in his wrath, swearing he would 
never retom. Butqobody, including the iwear- 
or, believed much in Master Will's oaths; and 
this unrepentant prodigal, after a day or two, 
came back i« the paternal bouse. The fumet of 



the marriage-feast allured him ; he conld not af- 
ford to resign his knife and fork at Castlewood 
table. He returned, and drank and ate then 
in token of revenge. He pledged the yotmg 
bride in a hamper, and drank perdition to her 
under bis breath. He made responses of smoth- 
ered maledictions as her father gave her away in 
the chapel and my lord vowed to lore, honor, 
and cherish her. He was not the only gmm- 
bler respecting that marriage, as Mr. Warrington 
knew : be heard, then and afterward, no end of 
abuse of my lady and her grandbtber. The old 
gentleman's city friaids, his legal adviter, the 
Dissenting clerf^man at whose chapel they at. 
tended on their first arrival in England, and 
poor Jack Lambert, the orthodox young divine, 
whose eloquence be hod fondly hoped had been 
exerted over her in private, were bitter against 
the little lady's treachery, and each had a story 
to tell of bis having been enslaved, encouraged, 
jilted, by the young American. The lawyer, 
who had had such an accurate list of all her 
properties, estates, moneys, slaves, ships, expec- 
tations, was ready to vow and swear that he be- 
lieved the whole account was false ; that there 
was no such plac« as New York or Virginia ; or 
at any rate, that Mr. Van den Bosch had no 
land there ; that there was no sncb thing he a 
Gninea trade, and that the negroes were so 
many black falsehoods invented by the wily old 
planter. The Dissenting pastor moaned over 
his stray lambling — if such a little, wily, mia- 
chievoDB monster could be called a lamb at all. 
Poor Jack Lambert ruefully acknowledged to 
his mamma Ibe possession of a lock of black hair, 
which he bedewed with tears, and apostrof^ied 
in quite unclcrical language; and as for Mr. 
William Esmond, he, with the shrieks and corses 
in which he always finely indulged, even at Cas- 
tlewood, under his sister-in-law's own pretty lit- 
tle nose, when under any strong emotion, called 
Acheron to witness, that out of that r^on there 
did not exist such an artful yonng devil af Miss 
Lydia. He swore that she was an infernal fe- 
male Cerberus, and called down ell the wrath of 
this world and the next upon bis swindling raa- 
cal of a brother, who had cajoled him with fair 
words, and fikhed his prise from him. 

"Why," says Mr. Warrington (when Will 
expatiated on these matters with him), "if the 
girl is such a she-devil as you describe her, yon 
are all the better fbr losing her. If she intends 
to deceive her husband, and to give him a doae 
of poison, as yon say, how lucky for you you arc 
not the man 1 You ought to thank the gods, 
Will, instead of cuning them for robbing you 
of such a fury, and can't be belter revenged on 
Castlewood than by allowing him her sole pos- 

"All this was vety well," Witt Esmond said; 
but— not unjustly, perhaps — remarked that his 
brother was not the less a scoundrel for having 
cheated him out of the fortune which he expect- 
ed to get, and which he bad riskdS his life to 

George WarringtoD was at a loss to know how 
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his cousin had been made so to risk his precious 
existence (for which, perhaps, a rope's-end had 
been a fitting termination), on which Will Es- 
mond, with the utmost candor, told his kinsman 
how the little Cerhera had actually caused the 
meeting between them, which was interrupted 
somehow by Sir John Fielding's men ; how she 
was always saying that Greorge Warrington was 
a cowaM for ever sneering at Mr. Will, and the 
latter doubly a poltroon for not taking notice 
of his kinsman's taunts; how George had run 
away and nearly died of fright in Braddock's 
expedition; and *' Deuce take me," says Will, 
*' I never was more surprised, cousin, than when 
you stood to your ground so coolly in Tottenham- 
Court-Fields yonder, for me aiid my second of- 
fered to wager that you would never come !" 

Mr. Warrington laughed, and thanked Mr. 
Will for this opinion of him. 

" Though," says he, " cousin, 'twas lucky for 
me the constables came up, or you would have 
wliipped your sword through my body in anoth- 
er minute. Didn't you see how clumsy I was 
as I stood before you ? And you actually turn- 
ed white and sbook with anger !" 

** Yes, curse me!" says Mr. Will (who turned 
very red this time), " that's my way of showing 
my rage ; and I was confoutldedly angry with 
you, cousin I But now 'tis my brother I hate, 
and that little devil of a countess — a countess ! 
a pretty countess, indeed ! " And, with another 
rumbling cannonade of oaths, Will saluted the 
reigning member of his family. 

"Well, cousin," says Greoi^ge, looking him 
queerly ii\the face, *'you let me off.easily, and, 
I dare say, I owe my life to you, or at any rate 
A whole waistcoat, and I admire your forbearance 
and spirit. What a pity that a courage like yours 
should be wasted as a mere court usher ! You 
are a loss to hid Majesty's army. You positive- 
ly are I" 

*•*■ I never know whether yon are joking or se- 
rious, Mr. Warrington," growls Will. 

"I should think very few gentlemen would 
dare to joke with yo», cousin, if they had a re- 
gard for their own lives or ears I" cries Mr. 
Warrington, who loved this grave way of deal- 
ing with his noble kinsman, and u^ed to watch, 
with a droll interest, the other choking his 
curses, grinding his teeth because afraid to bite, 
and smothering his cowardly anger. 

" And you should moderate your expressions, 
cousin, regarding the dear countess and my lord, 
your brother," Mr. Warrington resumed. " Of 
you they always speak most tenderly. Her la- 
dyship has told me every thing." 

** What every thing f^ cries Will, aghast. 

*'As much as women ever do tell, cousin. 
She owned that she thought you had been a lit- 
tle eprii with her. What woman can help lik- 
ing a man who has admired her?" 

" Why she hates you, and says you were wild 
about her, Mr. Warrington ]" says Mr. Esmond. 

" Spretce ^juriaformccy cousin I" 

" For me — ^what's for me?" asks the other. 

' ^ I never did care for her, and hence, perhaps, 



she does not love me. Don't you remember that 
case of the'wife of the Captain of the Guard ?" 

"Which Guard?" asks Will. 

" My Lord Potiphar," says Mr. Warrington. 

" Lord who ? My Lord Falmouth is Captain 
of the Yeomen of the Guard^ and my Lord Sierke- 
ley of the Pensioners. My Lord Hobart had 'em 
before. Suppose you haven't been long enough 
in England to know who's who, cousin! " remarks 
Mr. William. 

But Mr. Warrington explained that he was 
speaking of a Captain of the Guard of the King 
of Egypt, whose wife had persecuted one Joseph 
for not returning her affection for him. On 
which Will said that, as for Egypt, he believed 
it was a confounded long way off, and that if 
Lord Whatdyecall's wife told lies about him, it 
was like her sex, who he supposed were the same 
every where. 

Now the truth is, that when he paid his mar- 
riage visit to Castlewood, Mr. Warrington had 
heitrd from the little countess her version of the 
story of differences between Will Esmond and 
herself. And this tale differed, in some respects, 
though he is far from saying it is more authentic 
than the ingenuous narrative of Mr. WiU. The 
lac^^ras grieved to think how she had been de- 
ceit in her brother-in-law. She feared that 
his life about the Court and town had injured 
those high principles which all the Esmonds arc 
known to be bom with ; that Mr. Will's words 
were not altogether to be trusted ; that a loose 
life and ))ecuniary difficulties had made him 
mercenary, blunted his honor, perhaps even im- 
pairefl the high chivalrous courage "which we 
Esmonds, cousin," the little lady said, tossing 
her head, "which we Esmonds most always 
possess — ^leastways, you and me, and my lord, 
and my cousin Harry have it, I know!" says 
the Countess. "Oh, Cousin GeorgcfSand must 
I confess that I was led to doubt of yours, with- 
out which a man of ancient and noble family 
like ours isn't worthv to be called a man ! I 
shall try, George, as a Christian lady, and the 
head of one of the first families in this kingdom 
and the whole world, to forgive my brother 
William for having spoke ill of a member of 
our family, though a younger branch and by 
the female side, and made me for a moment 
doubt of you. He did so. Perhaps he told me 
ever so many bad things you had said of me." 

" I, my dear lady !" cries Mr. Warrington. 

" Which he said you said of me, cousin, and 
I hope you didn't, and heartily pray you didn't ; 
and I can afford to despise 'em. And he paid 
me his court, that's a fact ; and so have others, 
and that I'm used to ; and he might have pros- 
pered better than he did, perhaps (for I did not 
know my dear lord, nor come to vally his great 
and eminent qualities, as I do out of the full- 
ness of this grateful heart now !), but, oh ! 1 
found William was deficient in courage, and no 
man as wants that can ever have the esteem of 
Lydia Countess of Castlewood, no more he can ! 
He said 'twas you that wanted for spirit, cousin, 
and angered me by telling me that you was al- 



THE ViaGOriANS. 



wmji abnfJDg of me. But I fbrgive fcm, George, 
that I do t And wtien I tell ^on that it wai he 
wu aftaid — the mena Bkonk I — uid actoally aent 
for them conatablei to prevent the match betweeo 
J'on and he, jon woaldn'l mmder I mnUdli't 
nUy a feller like tbsl — no, not that mncht" 



and her ladjship mapped her little fingen. " I 
say, BobUiMe obSge, and a man of onr fiuuily 
who hain't got cooragei I don't care not this 
pinch of anntr for him — there, now, I don't ! 
Look at our anceslora, George, round thece walli I 
Haven't the Gnnond* alwajn fought for thui 
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conntiy and king? Is there one of xu thut, 
when the moment arrives, ain*t ready to show 
that he's an Esmond and a nobleman ? If my 
eldest son was to show the white feather, ' My 
Lord Esmond!* I wonld say to him (for that's 
the second title in our family), ' I disown your 
lordship!*" And so saying, the intrepid little 
woman looked round at her ancestors, whose 
effigies, depicted by Lely and Kneller, figured 
round the walls of her drawing-room at Castle- 
wood. 

Over that apartment, and the whole house, 
domain, and village, the new countess speedily 
began to rule with an unlimited sway. It was 
surprising how quickly she learned the ways of 
command ; and if she did not adopt those meth- 
ods of precedence usual in England among great 
ladies, invented regulations for herself, and pro- 
mulgated them, and made others submit. Hav- 
ing been bred a Dissenter, and not being over- 
familiar with the Established Church service, 
Mr. Warrington remarked that she made a blun- 
der or two during the office (not knowing, for 
example, when she was to turn her face toward 
the east — a custom not adopted, I believe, in oth- 
er Reforming churches besides the English) ; but 
between Warrington's first bridal visit to Castle- 
wood and his second, my lady had got to be quite 
perfect in that part of her duty, and sailed into 
chapel on her cousin's arm, her two footmen 
bearing her ladyship's great prayer-book behind 
her, as demurely as that delightful old devotee 
with her lackey in Mr. Hogarth's fiunous picture 
of '* Morning," and as if my Lady Lydia had 
been accustomed to have a chaplain all her life. 
She seemed to patronize not only the new chap- 
lain, but the service and the church itself, as if 
she had never in her own country heard a Rant- 
er in a bam. She made the oldest established 
fEunilies in the country — grave baronets and 
their wives — ^worthy squires of twenty descents, 
who rode over to Castlewood to pay the bride 
and bridegroom honor-^know their distance, as 
the phrase is, and give her the pcu. She got an 
old heraldry book ; and a surprising old maiden 
lady from Winton, learned in politeness and ge- 
nealogies, from whom she learned the court eti- 
quette (as the old Winton lady had known it in 
Queen Anne's time), and ere long she jabbered 
gules and sables, bends and saltires, not with 
correctness always, but with a wonderful volu- 
bility and perseverance. She made little pro- 
gresses to the neighboring towns in her gilt coach 
and six, or to the village in her chair, and assert- 
ed a quasi-regal right of homage from her ten- 
ants and other clodpoles. She lectured the par- 
son on his divinity ; the baiHff on his farming ; 
instructed the astonished housekeeper how to 
preserve and pickle; would have taught the 
great London footmen to jump behind the ctur- 
riage, only it was too high for her little ladyship 
to mount ; gave the village gossips instructions 
how to nurse and take care of their children long 
before she had oiys herself; and as for physic, 
Madam Esmond in Virginia was not more reso- 
lute about her pills and draughts than Miss 



Lydia, the earl's new bride. Do you remember 
the story of the Fisherman and the Genie, in the 
Arabian Nights ? So one wondered with regard 
to this lady, how such a prodigious genius could 
have been corked down into such a little bottle 
as her body. When Mr. Warrington returned 
to London after his first nuptial visit, she brought 
him a little present for her young friends in Dean 
Street, as she called them (Theo being older, and 
Hetty scarce younger than herself), and sent a 
trinket to one and a book to the other — G. War- 
rington always vowing that Theo's present was 
a doll, while Hetty's share was a nursery-book 
with words of one syllable. As for Mr. Will, 
her younger brother-in-law, she treated him with 
a matenial gravity and tenderness, .and was in 
the habit of speaking of and to him with a pro- 
tecting air, which was infinitely diverting to 
Warrington, although Will's usual curses and 
blasphemies were sorely increased by her be- 
havior. 

As for old age, my lady Lydia had little re- 
spect for that accident in the Hie of some gentle- 
men and gentlewomen; and, once the settle- 
ments were made in her behalf, treated the an- 
cient Van den Bosch and his large periwig with 
no more ceremony than Dinah her black attend- 
ant, whose great ears she would pinch, and 
whose woolly pate she would pull without scruple, 
upon ofiense given — so at least Dinah told Gum- 
bo, who told his master. All the household 
tremble before my lady the countess : the house- 
keeper, of whom even my lord and the dowager 
had been in awe; the pampered London foot- 
men, who used to quarrel if they were disturbed 
at their cards, and grumbled as they swilled the 
endless beer, now stepped nimbly about their 
business when they heard her ladyship's call; 
even old Lockwood, who had been gate-porter 
for half a century or more, tried to rally his poor 
old wandering wits when she came into his lodge 
tb*open his window, inspect his wood-closet, and 
turn his old dogs out of doors. Lockwood bared 
his old bald head before his new mistress, turned 
an appealing look toward his niece, and vaguely 
trembled before her little ladyship's authority. 
Gumbo, dressing his master for dinner, talked 
about Elisha (of whom he had heard the chap- 
lain read in the morning), " and his bald head 
and de boys who call um names, and de bars 
eat em up, and serve um right," says Gumbo. 
But as for my lady, when discoursing with her 
cousin about the old porter, ** Pooh, pooh 1 Stu- 
pid old man I " says she ; ** past his work, he and 
his dirty old dogs I They are as old and ugly 
as those old fish in the pond!" (Here she 
pointed to two old monsters of carp that had 
been in a pond in Castlewood gardens for cen- 
turies, according to tradition, and had their 
backs all covered with a hideous gray mould.) 
*' Lockwood must pack off; the work-house is 
the place for him; and I shall have a smart, 
good-looking, tall fellow in the lodge that will do 
credit to our livery." 

^* He was my grandfather's man, and served 
him in the wars of Queen Anne," interposed Mr. 
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Warrington. On which my lady cried, petn- 
lantly, ''O Lord! Queen Anne's dead, I sup- 
pose, and we ain*t a going into monming for 
her." 

This matter of Lockwood was discussed at the 
family dinner, when her ladyship announced her 
intention of getting rid of the old man. 

*'I am told," demurely remarks Mr. Van 
den Bosch, 'Hhat, by the laws, poor servants 
and poor folks of all kinds are admirably pro- 
rided in their old age here in England. I am 
sure I wish we had such an asylum for our folks 
at home, and that we were eas^ of the expense 
of keeping our old hands." 

*' If a man c^'t work ho ought to go !" cries 
her ladyship. 

** Yes, indeed, and that's a fact 1" says grand- 
popa. 

^* What ! an old servant ?" asks my lord. 

''Mr. Van den Bosch possibly was independ- 
ent of servants when he was young," remarks 
Mr. Warrington. 

''Greased my own boots, opened my own 
shutters, sanded and watered my own — " 

" Sugar, Sir?" says my lord. 

"No; floor, son-in-law!" says the old man, 
with a laugh; "though there is such tricks in 
grocery-stores, saving your ladyship's presence." 

" La, pa ! what should / know about stores 
and groceries ?" cries her ladyship. 

"He! Remember stealing the sugar, and 
what came on it, my dear ladyship?" says 
grandpapa. 

" At any rate, a handsome well-grown man in 
our livery will look better than that shriveled old 
porter creature !" cries my lady. 

' ' No livery is so becoming as old age, madam, 
and no lace as handsome as silver hairs," says 
Mr. Warrington. " What will the cou^y say 
if you banish old Lockwood ?" 

" Oh ! if you plead for him, Sir, I suppose he 
must stay. Hadn't I better order a couch for 
him out Of my drawing-room, and send him 
some of the best wine from the cellar ?" 

"Indeed your ladyship couldn't do better," 
Mr. Warrington remarked, veiy gravely. 

And my lord said, yawning, " Cousin George 
is perfectly right, my dear. To turn away 
such an old servant as Lockwood would have an 
iU-look." 

"Yon see those mouldy old carps are, after 
all, a curiosity, and attract visitors," continues 
Mr. Warrington, grar^y^ "Your ladyship 
must allow this old wretch to renuuB. It wonx 
be for long. And you may then engage the 
tall porter. It is very hard on us, M. Van den 
Bosch, that we are obliged to keep our old ne- 
groes when they are past work. I shall sell 
that rascal Gumbo in eight or ten years." 

"Don't tink yon will, master!" says Gumbo, 
grinning. 

" Hold your tongue. Sir! He doesn't know 
English w^ys, you see, and perhaps thinks an 
old servant has a claim on his master's kind- 
ness," says Mr. Warrington. 

The next day, to Warrington's surprise, my 



lady absolutely did send a basket of good wine 
to Lockwood, and a cushion for his arm-chair. 

" I thought of what you said, yesterday, at 
night when I went to bed ; and guess you know 
the world better than I do, cousin ; and that it's 
best to keep the old man, as you say." 

And so this afiair of the Porter's lodge ended, 
Mr. Warrington wondering within himself ^ 
this strange little character out of the West, 
with her naivete and simplicities, and a heart- 
lessness would have done credit to the most bat- 
tered old dowager who ever turned trumps in 
St. James's. 

" You tell me to respect old people. Why ? 
I don't see nothin' to respect in the old people I 
know," she said to Warrington. " They ain't 
so funny, and I'm sure they ain't so handsome. 
Look at grand&ther ; look at Aunt Bernstein. 
They say she' was a beauty once ! That pic- 
ture painted from her! I don't believe it, no- 
how. No one shall teU me that I shall ever be 
as bad as that ! When they come to that, peo- 
ple oughtn't to live. No, that they oughtn't." 

Now, at Christmas, Aunt Bernstein came to 
pay her nephew and niece « visit, in company 
with Mr. Warrington. They traveled at their 
leisure in the Baroness's own landau; the old 
lady being in particular good health and spirits, 
the weather delightfully fresh and not too cold; 
and, as they approached her paternal home, Xunt 
Beatrice told her companion a hundred stories 
regarding it and old days. * Though often lethar- 
gic, and not seldom, it must be confessed, out 
of temper, the old lady would light up at times, 
when her conversation became wonderfully live- 
ly, her wit and malice were brilliant, and her 
memory supplied her with a hundred anecdotes 
of a by-gone age and society. Sure, 'tis hard 
with respect to Beauty that its possessor should 
not have even a life-eigoyment of it, but be com- 
pelled to resign it after, at the most, some forty 
years' lease. As the old woman prattled of her 
former lovers and admirers (her auditor having 
much more information regarding her past ca- 
reer than her ladyship knew of), I would look 
in her fiM», and, ou( of the ruins, try to build 
up in my fiincy a notion of her beauty in its 
prime. What a homily I read there! How 
the courts were grown with grass, the towers 
broken, the doors ajar, the fine gilt saloons tar- 
nished, and the tapestries oobwebbed and torn ! 
Yonder dilapidated palace was all alive once with 
splendor anM^usic, and those dim windows 
were dazzling and blazing with light! What 
balls and feasts were once here, what splendor 
and laughter! I could see lovers in waiting, 
crowds in admiration, rivals ftnrious. I could 
imagine twilight assignations, and detect in- 
trigues, though the curtains were close and 
drawn. I was often minded to say to the old 
woman as she talked, "Madam, I know the 
story was not as you tell it, but so and so" — (I 
had read at home the history of her life, as my 
dear old grandfather had wrote it) ; and my fan- 
cy wandered about in her, amused and solitary, 
as I had walked about our father's house at Cas- 
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tlewood, meditating on departed glories, and im- 
agining ancient times. 

When Amit Bernstein came to Castlewood, 
her relatiyes there, more I think on account of 
her own force of character, imperionsness, and 
sarcastic wit, than from their desire to possess 
her money, were accustomed to pay her a great 
(kal of respect and deference, which she accept- 
ed as her due. She expected the same treat- 
ment from the new countess, whom she was pre- 
pared to greet with special good hnmor. The 
match had been of her making. ''As you, you 
siUy creature, would not have the heiress," she 
said, *') was determined she should not go out 
of the family," and she laughingly told of many 
little schemes for bringing the marriage about. 
She had given the girl ajooronet and her nephew 
a hundred thousand pounds. Of course she 
should be welcome to both of them. She was 
delisted with the little Countess's courage and 
spirit in routing the Dowager and Lady Fanny. 
Almost alwa3rs pleased with pretty people on her 
first introduction to them, Madame Bernstein 
raffoUd of her niece Lydia*s bright eyes and 
)ovely little figure. • The marriage was idtogeth- 
er desirable. The old man was an obstacle, to 
be sure, and his talk and appearance somewhat 
too homely. But he will be got rid of. He is 
old and in delicate health. '* He will want to 
go to America, or perhaps farther," says the 
Baroness, with a shrug. '' As for the child, she 
had great fire and liveliness, and a Cherokee 
manner which is not without its charm," said 
the pleased old Baroness. '' Your brother had 
it — so have you. Master George! Nous la fir- 
merofM, ceife petite. Eugene wants character 
and vigor, but he is a finished gentleman, and 
between us we shall make the little savage per- 
fectly presentable." In this way we discoursed 
on' the second afternoon as we 'journeyed toward 
Castlewood. We lay at the King's Arms at 
Bagshot the first night, where the Baroness was 
always received with profound respect, and thence 
drove post to Hexton, where she had written to 
have my lord's horses in waiting for her ; but 
these were not forthcoming at the inn, and after 
a couple of hours we were obliged to proceed 
with our Bagshot horses to Castlewood. 

During this last stage of the journey I am 
bound to say the old aimt's testy humor return- 
ed, and she scarce spoke a single word for three 
hours. As for her companion, being prodig- 
iously in love at the time, no djk|>t he did not 
press hid aunt for conversation, out thought un- 
ceasingly about his Dnlcinea, until the coach 
actuaUy reached Castlewood Common, and roll- 
ed over the bridge before the house. 

The housekeeper was ready to conduct her 
ladyship to her apartments. My lord and lady 
were both absent. She did not know what had 
kept them, the housekeeper said, heading the 
way. 

* ' Not that door, my lady I " cries the woman, 
as Madame de Bernstein put her hand upon the 
door of the room which she had always occupied. 
'* That's her ladyship's room now. This way," 



and our aunt fbUowed, by no means in increased 
good humor. I do not envy her maids when 
their mistress was displeased. But she had 
cleared her brow before she joined the family, 
and appeared In the drawing-room before supper- 
time with a countenance of tolerable serenity. 

'*How d'jre do, Aunt?" was the Countess's 
salutation. **I declare, now, I was taking a 
nap when your lady^p arrived! Hope yon 
found your room fixed to your liking ! " 

Having addressed three brief sentences to the 
astonished old lady, t)ie Countess now turned to 
her other guests, and directed her conversation 
to them. Mr. Warrington was not a little di- 
verted by her behavior, and by the appearance 
of surprise and wrath which began to gather 
over Madame Bernstein's face. ''Za petite,^* 
whom the Baroness proposed to ''form," was 
rather a rebellious subject, apparently, and pro- 
posed to take a form of her own. Looking once 
or twice rather anxiously toward his wife, my 
lord tried to atone for her pertness toward his 
aunt by profuse civility on his own part ; indeed, 
when he so wished, no man could be more court- 
eous or pleasing. He found a score of agreeable 
things to say 'to Madame Bernstein. He warm- 
ly congratuhited Mr. Warrington on the glorious 
news which had come from America, and on his 
brother's safety. He drank a toast at supper to 
Captain Warrington. ''Our fanuly is distin- 
guishing itself, cousin," he said ; and added, look- 
ing with fond significance toward his Countess, 
" I hope the happiest da3rs are in store for us all." 

" Yes, George I" says the little hidy. " You'll 
write and tell Harry that we are all very much 
pleased with him. This action at Quebec is a 
most glorious' action ; and now we have turned 
the French king out of the country, shouldn't be 
at alL surprised if we set up for ourselves in 
Amenca." 

"My love, you are talking treason," cries 
Lord Castlewood. 

"I am talking reason, anyhow, my lord. 
I've no notion of folks being kept down and 
treated as children forever ! " 

George ! Harry ! I protest I was almost as 
much astonished as amused. ' ' When my broth- 
er hears that your ladyship is satisfied with his 
conduct, his happiness will be complete," I said, 
gravely. 

Next day, when talking beside her sofa, where 
she chose to lie in state, the little Countess no 
longer called her cousin " George," but " Mr. 
George," as before ; on which Mr. George laugh- 
ingly said she had changed her language since 
the previous day. 

" Guess I did it to tease old Madam Buswig," 
says her ladyship. " She wants to treat me as 
a child, and do the grandmother over me. I 
don't want no grandmothers, I don't. I'm the 
head of this house, and I intend to let her know 
it. And I've brought her all the way from Lon- 
don in order to tell it her, too ! La ! how she 
did look when I called you Greorge ! I might 
have called you George — only you had seen that 
little Theo first, and liked her best, I suppose. '* 
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''Yes, I suppose I like her best/' says Mr. 
George. 

*' Well, I like you because yon tell the truth. 
Because you was the only one of 'em in London 
who didn't seem to care for my money, though 
I was downright mad and angry with you once, 
and with myself too, and with that little sweet- 
heart of yours, who ain't to be compared to me, 
I know she ain't." 

** Don't let us make the comparison, then J " I 
said, laughing. 

** I suppose people must lie on their beds as 
they make 'em," says she, with a little sigh. 
'' Dare say Miss Theo is yery good, and you'll 
mieunry her and go to Virginia, and be as dull as 
we are here. We w^re talking of Miss Lam- 
bert, my lord, and I was wishing my cousin joy. 
How is old Goody to-day ? What a supper she 
did eat last night and drink ! — drink like a dra- 
goon ! No wonder she has got a headache, and 
keeps her room. Guess it takes her ever so long 
to dress herself." 

*' You, too, may be feeble when you are old, 
and require rest and wine to warm yon!" says 
Mr. Warrington. 

" Hope I sha'n't be like her when I'm old, 
anyhow ! " says the lady. ^ * Can't see why I am 
to respect an old woman, because she Jiobbles on 
a stick, and has shaky hands, and false teeth 1" 
And the little heathen sank back on her couch, 
and showed twenty-four pearls of her own. 

**Law!" she adds, after gazing at both her 
hearers through the curled lashes of her brilliant 
dark eyes. ''How frightened you both look I 
My lord has already given me ever so many ser- 
mons about old Goody. You are both afraid of 
her : and I ain't, that's all. Don't look so scared 
at one another ! I ain't a-going to bite her head 
off. We shall have a battle, and I intend to 
win. How did I serve the Dowager, if you 
please, and my Lady Fanny, with their high and 
mighty airs, when they tried to put down the 
Countess of Castlewood in her own hoose, and 
laugh at the poor American girl ? We had a 
fight, and which got the best of it, pray ? Me 
and Goody will have another, and when it is 
over, you will ^ that we shall both be perfect 
friends!" 

When at this point of our conversation, the 
door opened and Madam Beatrix, elaborately 
dressed according to her wont, actually made her 
appearance, I, for my part, am not ashamed to 
own that I felt as great a panic as ever coward 
experienced. My lord, with his profoundest 
bows and blandest courtesies, greeted his aunt 
and led her to the fire, by which my lady (who 
was already hoping for an heir to Castlewood) 
lay reclining on her so&. She did not attempt 
to rise, but smiled a greeting to her venerable 
guest. And then, after a brief talk, in which 
she showed a perfect self-possession, while the 
two gentlemen blundered and hesitated with the 
most dastardly tremor, my lord said : 

" If we are to look for those pheasants, cous- 
in, we had better go now." 

*' And I and aunt will have a cozy afternoon. 



And you will tell me about Castlewood in the 
old times? Won't yon. Baroness?" says the 
new mistress of the mansion. 

les Idches que lea hommea ! I was so fright- 
ened that I scarce saw any thing, but vaguely 
fe)t that Lady Castlewood's dark eyes were fol- 
lowing me. My lord gripped my arm in the 
corridor, we quickened our paces till our retreat 
became a disgraceful run. We did not breathe 
freely till we were in the open air in the court- 
yard, where the keepers and the dogs were wait- 
ing. 

And what happened ? I protest, children, I 
don't know. But this is certain ; if your mother 
had been a woman of the least spirit, or had 
known how to scold for five minutes during as 
many consecutive days pf her early married life, 
there would ha^e been no more humble, hen- 
pecked wretch in Christendom than your father. 
When Parson Blake comes to dinner, don't you 
see how, at a glance from his little wife, he puts 
his glass down and says, " No, thank you, Mr. 
Gumbo," when old Gum brings him wine? 
Blake wore a red coat before he took to black, 
and walked up Breeds HiU with a thousand bul- 
lets whistling round his ears, before ever he saw 
our Bunker Hill in Suffolk. And the fire-eater 
of the 48d now dare not face a glass of old port- 
wine 1 Tis his wife has subdued his courage. 
The women can master us, and did they know 
their own strength, were ipvincible. 

Well, then, what happened I know not on that 
disgraceful day of panic when your father^ fled 
the fieldj nor dared to see the heroines engage ; 
but when we returned from our shooting the 
battle was over. America had revolted, and 
conquered the mother country. 



CHAPTER LXXIV. 

NEWS rROM CANADA. 

Our Castlewood relatives kept us with them 
till the commencement of the new year, and aft- 
er a fortnight's absence (which seemed like an 
age to the absurd and infatuated young man) he 
returned to the side of his charmer. Madame 
de Bernstein was not sorry to leave the home of 
her father. She began to talk more freely as we 
got away from the place. What passed during 
that interview in which, the battle royal between 
her and her niece occurred, she never revealed. 
But the old lady talked no more of forming cette 
petite, and, indeed, when she alluded to her, 
spoke in a nervous, laughing way^j|||t without 
any hostility toward the young Cotmllks. Her 
nephew Eugene, she said, was doomed to be hen- 
pecked for the rest of his days : that she saw 
clearly. A little order Ibrought into the house 
would do it all the good possible. The little old 
vulgar American gentleman seemed to be a 
shrewd person, and would act advantageously as 
a steward. The Countess's mother was a con- 
vict, she had heard, sent out from England, 
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where, no donbt, ahe had beaten hemp in moat 
of the jails ; bat thia new» need not be carried 
to the towo^Her ; and, after all, in Te«pect to 
certain kipd of people, what mattered what their 
hirth was ? The yonng woman would be honeat 
for her own aake now : waa shrewd enoni^h, and 
wonld learn Engli^ pKaentl/; and the name to 
which ahe had a right waa great enongh to get 
her into an; eodelj. A grocer, a amnggler, a 
stftTe-dealer, what mattered Mr. Van den Bosch'a 
pnranit or prerioiu profesaion ? The Conntetm 
of Caatlewood could afford to be an; body's 
daughter, and as aoon aa m; nephew produced 
her, tajt the old lad)*, it ia our dnty to stand bj 
her. 

The tiei of rdatioiuhip binding Madame de 
Bemateii) strongly to her aepbsw, Mr. Warring- 
ton hoped that ahe wonld be disposed to be eqnal- 
Ij affectionate to her niece; and spoke of his 
Tiut to Mr. Hogan and hia wife, for whom he 
entreated her annt'a faror. But the old lady 
was obdurate regarding Lady Maria ; be^ed that 
her name might nercrbe mentioned, and imme- 
diatelj went on for twp honn talkiDg abont 
one elae. She related a series of anecdotes 
garding her niece, which, aa this boot lies open 
virginibutpMriique to all the yoting people of 
the faming shall not choose to record. Bat 
thia 1 iwrsay of the kind creature, that if ahe 
sinned, she was not the only ainner of the fam- 
ily ; and if she repented, that others will do well 
to follow her example. Ragan, 'tis known after 
he lefl the stage, 1^ an exempUry life, am 
reniorkable for elegance and eloquence ii 
pnl[rit. His lady adopted extreme Tiewa, hat was 
(Creatlyrespectcd in the sect which she joinedi and 
>rhen I saw ber htat, talked to n ' 



a peculiar apiritnal iUnmination, which I strong- 
ly suapected at the time to he occasioned by tbe 
too free tut of liquor ; hnt I reineniber,when she 
and her huaband were good to me and mine, at 
a period when aympathy was needfid, and many 
a Pharisee turned away. 

I bare told how easy it was to rise and fall tn 
my Sclde anni's bror, and how each of us broth- 
ers, by turns, waa embraced and neglected. Mj 
tarn of gloiy bad been after the snccesa of *mv 
play. I was introdnced to the town-wits ; held 
my place ia thdr company tolerahly well ; waa 
pronounced to he pretty well-bred by the Mnca- 
roois and people of bahioD, and might have run 
a career among them had my puiw been long 
enon^ ; had I chose to fbllow that life ; had I 
not lovel at that time a pair of kind eyes better 
than the brightest orbs of the Gunnings oi Chnd- 
leigfas, or all the painted beanties of the Rane- 
lagh ring. Because I was fond of yonr mother, 
will it be beliered, children, that my tastes were 
said to be low, and deplored by my genteel haa- 
ily ? So it was, and I know that my godly Lady 
Warrington and my worldly Madame Bernstein 
both laid their elderly heada together and la- 
mented my way of life. " Why, with hia name, 
he might many any body," says meek Religion, 
who had ever one eye on heaven, and one on the 
main chance. " I meddle with no man's aflkira, 
and admire geniua, says uncle ; hnt it ii a pity 
you consort with those, poets and authors, and 
that sort of people, and that, when you might 
have had a lovely creature, with a hundred thou- 
sand pounds, yott let her slip and make up to a 
conntrj-girl without a penny-piece." 

"But if Ihad promised her, uncle?" says I. 

" Promise, promise 1 these things are matters 
of arrangement and prudence, and demand a 
careful look-out. Wlien you fiist committed 
yourself with little Miss Lambert, you had not 
seen the lovely American lady whom your mo- 
ther wished yon to many, aa a good mother nat- 
urally, would. And your duly to your mother, 
nephew—yonr duty to the Fifth Comniandioent, 
would have warranted your breaking with Miss 
L., and fulfilling your excellent mother's inten- 
tions regarding Miaa What waa the Count- 
ess's Dutch name? Never mind. A name ia 
nothing; but a pliunb. Master George, is some- 
thing to look at 1 Why, I have roy dear little 
Miley at a dancing-school with Miss Harwell, 
nabob Barwell's daughter, and I don't disgniae 
my wish that the children may contract an at- 
tachment which may endnre tbroogh their lives ! 
1 tell the nabob so. We went from the House 
of Commons one dancing-day and saw them. 
Twaa beantifol to see tlia yonng things walking 
a minuet together I It brought tears into my 
eyes, for I have a feeling heart, <jeorge, and 1 
love my boy 1" 

"But if I prefer Hiss Lambert, nncle, wiiti 
two-pence to herfonnne, to the Coonteas, with 
her hundred thoni^nd ponnda t" 

" Why then. Sir, you have a singular taste, 
that'a all," says the old gentleman, turning on 
his heel end leaving me. And I could perfectly 
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onderstand his Texatdon at my not being able to 
see the world as he viewed it. 

Nor did my Aunt Bernstein mnch like the en- 
gagement which I had made, or the family with 
which I passed so much of my time. Their sim- 
ple ways wearied, and perhaps annoyed, the old 
woman of the world, and she no more relished 
their company than a certain person (who is not 
so black as he is painted) likes holy water. The 
old lady chafed at my forever dangling at my 
sweet-heart's lap. Having risen mightily in her 
favor, I began to fall again : and once more Har- 
ry was the favorite, and his brother, Heaven 
knows, not jealous. 

He was now our family hero. He wrote us 
brief letters from the seat of war, where he was 
engaged, Madame Bernstein caring little at first 
about the letters or the writer, for they were sim- 
ple, and the facts he narrated not over-interest- 
ing. We had early learned in London the news 
of the action on the glorious 1st of August at 
Minden, where Wolfed old regiment was one of 
the British six which helped to achieve the vic- 
tory on that fiimous day. At the same hour, 
the young General lay in his bed, in sight of 
Quebec, stricken down by fever, and perhaps rage 
and disappointment, at the check which his 
troops had just received. 

Arriving in the St. Lawrence in June, the 
fleet which brought Wolfe and his army had 
landed them on the last day of the month on the 
Island of Orleans, opposite which rises the great 
cliff of Quebec. After the great action in which 
his General fell, the dear brother who accom- 
panied the chief wrote home to me one of his 
simple letters, describing his modest share in 
that glorious day, but added nothing to the many 
descriptions already wrote of the action of the 
13th of September, save only I remember he 
wrote, from the testimony of a brother aid-de- 
camp who was by his side, that the General 
never spohe at ali after receiving his death-wound ; 
so that the phrase which has been put into the 
mouth of the dying hero may be considered as 
no more authentic than an otetion of Livy or 
Thucydides. 

From his position on the island, which lies in 
the great channel of the river to the north of the 
town, the General was ever hungrily on the look- 
out for a chance to meet and attack his enemy. 
Above the city and below it he landed — ^now 
here and now there; he was bent upon attack- 
ing wherever he saw an opening. Twas surely 
a prodigious &ult on the part of the Marquis of 
Montcalm to accept a battle from Wolfe on 
equal terms, for the British General had no ar- 
tillery, and when we had made our famous sca- 
lade of the heights, and were on the plains of 
Abraham, we were a little nearer the city, cer- 
tainly, but as fiu* off as ever from being within it. 

The game that was played between the brave 
chiefs of those two gallant little armies, and 
which lasted from July until Mr. Wolfe won the 
crowning hazard in September, must have been 
as interesting a match as ever eager players en- 
gaged in. On the very first night after the 



landing (as my brother has narrated it) the sport 
began. At midnight the French sent a flaming 
squadron of. fire-ships down upon the British 
ships which were discharging their stores at 
Orleans. Our seamen thought it was good sport 
to tow the fire-ships clear of the fleet, and ground 
them on the shore where they burned out. 

As soon as the French commander heard that 
our ships had entered the river, he marched to 
Beauport in advance of the city and there took 
up a strong position. When our stores and 
hospitals were established, our Greneral crossed 
over fh)m his island to the left shore, and drew 
nearer to his enemy. He had the ships in the 
river behind him, but the whole country in face 
of him was in arms. The Indians in the forest 
seized our advanced'parties as they strove to clear 
it, and muidered them in horrible tortures. The 
French were as savage as their Indian friends. 
The Montmorenci River rushed between Wolfe 
and the enemy. He could neither attack these 
nor the city behind them. 

Bent on seeing whether there was no other 
point at which his foe might be assailable, the 
General passed round the town of Quebec and 
skirted the left shore beyond. Every where it 
was guarded, as well as in his immediate front, 
and having run the gauntlet of the batteries up 
and down the river, he returned to his post at 
Montmorenci. On the right of the French po- 
sition, across the Montmorenci River, which was 
fordable at low tide, was a redoubt of the enemy. 
He would have that. Perhaps, to defend it, the 
French chief would be forced out from his lines, 
and a battle be brought on. Wolfe determined 
to play these odds. He woflUd fetch over the body 
of his army from the Island of Orleans, and at- 
tack from the St. Lawrence. He would time 
his attack, so that, at shallow water, his lieu- 
tenants, Murray and Townsend, might cross the 
Montmorenci, and, at the last day of July, he 
played this desperate game. 

He first, and General Monckton, his second in 
command (setting out from Point Levi, which he 
occupied), crossed over the St. Lawrence from 
their respective stations, being received with a 
storm of shot and artillery as they rowed to the 
shore. No sooner were the troops landed than 
they rushed at the French redoubt without order, 
were shot down before it in great numbers, and 
were obliged- to fall back. At the preconcerted 
signal the troops on the other side of the Mont- 
morenci advanced across the river in perfect or- 
der. The enemy even evacuated the redoubt, 
and fell back to their lines ; but from these the 
assailants were received with so severe a fire that 
an impression on them was hopeless, and the 
General had to retreat. 

That battle of Montmorenci (which my brother 
Harry and I have fought again many a time over 
our wine) formed the dismal burden of tfte first 
dispatch ftom Mr. Wolfo which reached England, 
and plunged us all in gloom. What more might 
one expect of a commander so rash ? What 
disasters might one not foretell? Was ever 
scheme so wild as to bring three great bodies of 
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men, acroes broad riyen, in the face of murder- I 
ona batteries, merelj on the chance of inducing 
an enemy strongly intrenched and guarded to 
leave his position and come out and engage us ? 
Twas the talk of the town. No wonder grave 
people shook their heads, and prophesied fresh 
disaster. The General, who took to his bed after 
this failure, shuddering with fever, was to live 
barely six weeks longer, and die immortal I How 
is it, and by what, and whom, that Greatness is 
achieved? Is Merit — ^is Madness the patron? 
Is it Frolic or Fortune ? Is it Fate that awards 
successes and defeats ? Is it the Just Cause that 
ever wins ? How did the French gain Canada 
from the savage, and we from the French, and 
aftep which of the conquestsi was the right time 
to sing Te Deum ? We are always for impli- 
cating Heaven in our quarrels, and causing the 
gods to intervene whatever the nodus may be. 
Does Broughton, after pommeling and bating 
Slack, lift up a black eye to Jove and thank him 
for the victory ? And if ten thousand boxers are 
to be so heard, why not one? And if Brough- 
ton is to be grateful, what is Slack to be? 

''By the list of disabled officers (many of 
whom are of rank) you may perceive. Sir, that 
the army is much weakened. By the nature of 
this river the most formidable part of the arma^ 
ment is deprived of the power of acting, yet we 
have almost the whole force of Canada to oppose. 
In this situation there is such a choice of diffi- 
culties, that I own myself at a loss how to de- 
termine. The affiiirs of Great Britain, I know, 
require the most vigorous measures; but then 
the courage of a handful of brave men should be 
exerted only where there is some hope of a fiivor- 
able event. The admirafand I have examined 
the town with a view to a general assault : and 
he would readily join in this or any other meas- 
ure for the public service ; but I can not propose 
to him an undertaking of so dangerous a nature, 

and promising so little success I found 

myself so ill, and am still so weak, that I begged 
the general officers to consult together for the 
public utility. They are of opinion that they 
should try by conveying up a corps of 4000 or 
5000 men (which is nearly the whole strength of 
the army, after the points of Levi and Orleans are 
put in a proper state of defense) to draw the ene- 
my from their present position, and bring them 
to an action. I have acquiesced in their proposal, 
and we are preparing to put it into execution." 

So wrote the Greneral (of whose noble letters 
it is clear our dear scribe was not the author or 
secretary) from his head-quarters at Montmo- 
renci Falls on the 2d day c^ September ; and on 
the 14th of October following, the Rodney cutter 
arrived with the sad news in England. The at- 
tack had failed, the chief was sick, the army 
dwin^ing, the menaced city so strong that as- 
sault was almost impossible ; '' the only chance 
was to fight the Marquis of Montcalm upon 
terms of less disadvantage than attacking his in- 
trenchments, and, if possible, to draw him from 
his present position. " Would the French ehief, 
whose great military genius was known in En- 



rope, fill! into such a snare? No wonder there 
were pale looks in the City at the news, and 
doubt and gloom wheresoever it was known. 

Three days after this first melancholy intelli- 
gence came the famous letters announcing that 
wonderful consummation of Fortune with which 
Mr. Wolfe's wonderful career ended. If no man 
is to be styled happy till his death, what shall we 
say of this one ? His end was so glorious that 
I protest not even his mother nor his mistress 
ought to have deplored it, or at any rate have 
wished him alive again. I know it is a hero we 
speak of; and yet I vow I scarce know whether 
in the last act of his life I admire the result of 
genius, invention, and daring, or the boldness 
of a gambler winning surprising odds. Suppose 
his ascent discovered a half hour sooner, and his 
people, as they would have been assuredly, beaten 
back ? Suppose the Marquis of Montcalm not 
to quit his intrenched lines to accept that strange 
chflJlenge ? Suppose these points — and none of 
them depend upon Mr. Wolfs at all — and what 
becomes of the gloiy of the young hero, of the 
great minister who discovered him, of the intoxi- 
cated nation which rose up frantic with self- 
gratulation at the victoiy ? I say, what fate is 
it that shapes our ends, or those of nations ? In 
the many hazardous games which my Lord Chat- 
ham played, he won this prodigious one. And 
as the greedy British hand seized the Canadaa, 
it let fall the United States out of its grasp. 

To be sure this wisdom daprks coup is easy. 
We wonder at this man's rashness now the deed 
is done, and marvel at the other's fault. What 
generals some of us are upon paper 1 what re- 
partees come to our mind when the talk is fin- 
ished ! and, the game over, how well we see how 
it should have been played I Writing of an 
event at a distance of thirty years, 'tis not diffi- 
cult now to criticise and find fault. But at the 
time when we first heard of Wolfe's glorious 
deeds upon the plains of Abraham— of that army 
marshaled in darkness and carried silently up 
the midnight river— of those rocks scaled by the 
intrepid leader and his troops — of that miracu- 
lous security of the enemy, of his present accept- 
ance of our challenge to battle, and of his del^ 
on the open plain by the sheer valor of his con- 
queror — ^we were all intoxicated in England by 
the news. The whole nation rose up and felt 
itself the stronger for Wolfe's victoiy. Not 
merely all men engaged in the battle, but those 
at home who had condemned its rashness, felt 
themselves heroes. Our spirit rose as that of 
our enemy faltered. Friends embraced each 
other when they met. Cofftse-honses and pub- 
lic places were thronged with people eager to 
talk the news. Courtiers rushed to the King 
and the great minister by whose wisdom the cam- 
paign had been decreed. • When he showed him- 
self, the people followed him with shouts and 
blessings. People did not deplore the dead war- 
rior, but admired his euihanasia. Should James 
Wolfe's friends weep and wear mourning, be- 
cause a chariot had come fh>m the skies to fetch 
him away? Let them watch with wonder, and 
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see him dapaiting, radianE ; rising atxiTe m la- 
perior. To have a frieod who bad beeo near or 
about him iras to be digtiDgaished. Ever? sol- 
dier who fought with him wag a hero. In our 
fond little circle r know 'twas a distinction to be 
Harry's brother. We shonld not in the leaat 
wonder hat that he, from his previous knowledge 
of the place, had fonnd the way np the heigbls 
which (he British arnij look, and poiuied it oat 
ta his General. His promotion would follow as 
a matter of course. Whj, even our uncle War- 
rington wrote letters to bless Heaien and con- 
gratulate me and himself upon the share Hany 
bad had in the glorious achievement. Onr Aunt 
Beatrix opened her house and recei*ed company 
apop the strength of the victory. I became a 
hero from my likeness to my brotber. As for 
Parson Sampson, he preached such a sermon 
that his andilon (some of whom bad been warned 
by his reverence of the coming discoone) were 
with difficnltj restrained from huaaing the ora- 
tor, and were mobbed as they left the chapel. 
"Don't talk to me, Rkadam, about grief," says 
General Lambert to his wife, who, dear sonl, 
was for allowing benelf some small indulgence 
rf her favorite sorrow on the day when Wolfe's- 
lemaina were gloriously buried at Greenwich. 
"If our boys could come by such deaths as 
James's, you know you wouldn't prevent them 
trma being shot, but would scale the Abraham 
heights to see the thing done I Wouldst Ihoa 
mind dying in the aims of victory, Charley?" 
he asks of the little bero (Wim the Chartrenx. 
"That I wouldn't," says the little man; "and 
the doctor gave ns a holiday, loo. " 

Our Harry's promotion was insured after his 
share in the famous battle, and our aunt an- 
nounced her intention of purchanng a ctnupany 
for him. 



CELAPTER LXST. 

Had your father, young folks, pysessed the 
commonest share of prudence, not only-wonid 
ibis chapter of bis history never have been wril- 
ten, but yon yourselves would never have ap- 
peund in the world to plague Mm in a hundred 
ways : to shout and laugh in the passagea when 
he wants to be quiet at his books ; to wake him 
when he is doiing after dinner, as a healthy 
country gentleman should; to roislay his specta- 
cles for him, and steal away his newspaper when 
he wants to read it ; to ruin him with tailors' 
IhIIs, mantna-makers' bills, tutors' bills, as you 
all of you do ; to break hia rest of nights when 
yon have the impudence to fall ill, and when he 
would Bleep undisturhed, but that your silly mo- 
ther will never be quiet for half an hour ; and 
when Joan can't sleep, what use, pray, is ^lere 
in Darby patting oa his nighi-cap? Every 
trifling ailment that any one of yon has had, 
has scared ber so that I proleat I have never 
been tranquil ; and, were I not the most long- 
Bufiering creature in the world, would have liked 
to be rid of (he whole pock of yoo. And now, 



forsooth, that you have grown out of childhood, 
long petticoats, chicken-pox, small-pox, hooping- 
cough, scarlet fever, and the other delectable ac- 
cidents of puerile life, what must that uncon- 
scionable woman propose but (o arrange tbe 
south rooms as a nursery for possible grand- 
children, and set up the Captain with a wife, 
and make him many early because we did I He 
is too fond, she says, of Brookes's and Goose- 
tree's when he ia in London. She has the per- 
versity to hint that, though an entree to Carlton 
House may be very pleasant, 'tis very dangerous 
for a young gentlernan : and she would have 
Miles live away tmm temptation, and sow his 
wild oats, and many, as we did. Many I my 
dear creature, we had no buuneas to many at 
all I By the laws of common prudence and 
duty, I ought (o have backed ont of my little en- 
gagement with Miss Tbeo (who would have mar- 
ried somebody else), and (akcn a rich wife. Tour 
Uncle John was a parson and couldn't fight, 
poor Charley was a boy at school, and your 
grand&ther was too old a man to call me to ac- 
count with sword and [hsIoI. I repeat, there 
never was a more foolish match in the world 
than ours, and our relations were perfectly right 
in being angry with us. -What are rdations 
made for, indeed, but to be angry and find fault ? 
When Hester marries, do you mind. Master 
George, to quarrel with her if she does not lake 
a hosband oifyour selecting. When George has 
got his living, after being senior wnmgler and 
fellow of bis college, Miss Hester, do you toss up 
your little noae at the young lady be shall fancy. 
As for yon, my bttle Theo, 1 can't 3>ait witb 
goH.* Ton most not quit your old father ; for 
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he likes yoa to play Hajdn to him, and peel his 
walnuts after dinner. 

While they had the blessing (forsooth!) of 
meeting, and 'billing and cooing every day, the 
two young people, your parents, went on in a 
foob* paradise, little heeding the world round 
about them, and all its tattle and middling. Ri- 
naldo waf as brave a warrior as ever slew Turk, 
but you know he loved dangling in Armida's 
garden. Pray, my Lady Armida, what did 
you mean by flinging your spells over me in 
youth, so that not gloiy, not fashion, not gam- 
ing-tables, not the society of men of wit in whose 
way I fell, could keep me long from your apron- 
strings, or out of ireach of your dear simple prat- 
tle? Pray, my dear, what used we to say to 
each other during those endless hours of meet- 
ing? I never went to sleep after dinner then. 
AfVnich of us was so witty? Was it I or you? 
And how came it our conversations were so de- 
lightful ? I remember that year I did not even 
care to go and see my Lord Ferrers tried and 
hung, when all the world was running after his 
lordship. SThe King of Prussia's capital was 
taken ; had the Austrians and Russians been en- 
camped round the Tower there could scarce have 
been more stir in London : yet Miss Theo and 
her young gentleman felt no inordinate emotion 
of pity or indignation. What to us was the fate 
of Leipzig or Berlin ? The truth is, that dear 
old house in Dean Street was an enchanted gar- 
den of delights. I have been as idle since, but 
never as happy. Shall we order the post-chaise, 
my dear, leave the children to keep house, and 
drive up to London and see if the old lodgings 
are still to be let ? And you shall sit at your old 
place in the window, and wave a little handker- 
chief as I walk up the street. Say what we did 
was imprudent. Would we not do it over again ? 
My good folks, if Venus had walked into the 
room and challenged the apple, I was so infatu- 
ated, I would have given it to your mother. And 
had she had the choice, she would have preferred 
her humble servant in a threadbare coat to my 
Lord Clive with all his diamonds. 

Once, to^be siue, and for a brief time in Ihat 
year, I had a notion of going on thQ highway in 
order to be caught and hung as my Lord Ferrers ; 
or of joining the King of Prussia, and requesting 
some of his Majesty's enemies to knock my brains 
out ; or of enlisting for the India service, and 
performing some desperate exploit which should 
end in my bodily destruction. Ah, me ! that 
was indeed a dreadful time ! Your mother scarce 
dares speak of it now, save in a whisper of ter- 
ror ; or think of it — ^it was such cruel pain. She 
was unhappy years after on the anniversaiy of 
the day, until on^ of you was bom on it. Sup- 
pose we had been parted: what had come to us? 
What had my lot been without her? As I 
think of that possibility the whole world is a 

They both nuuried, as I see by the note in the Family 
DIble— Miss Theodoflia Warrington to Joeeph Clinton, son 
of the Key. Joeeph Blake, and hims^ subeeqaently Mas- 
ter of Bodirell Begis Grammar School; and Miss Hester 
Maxy, In laOi, to Oaptaln F. Handyman. B.N.— Em 



blank. I do not say were we parted now. It 
has pleased (xod to give us thirty years of union. 
We have reached the autumn season. Our sac- 
cessors are appointed and ready ; and that one 
of us who is first called away knows the sur- 
vivor will follow ere long. But we were actual- 
ly parted in our youth : and I tremble to think 
what migkt have been, had not a dearest friend 
brought us together. 

Unknown to myself, and veiy likely meaning 
only my advantage, my relatives in England had 
chosen to write to Madam Esmond in Virginia, 
and represent what they were pleased to call the 
folly of the engagement I had contracted. Ev- 
ery one of them sang the same song : and I saw 
the letters, and burned the whole cursed pack 
of them years afterward when my mother show- 
ed them to me at home in Virginia. Aunt 
Bernstein was forward with her advice. A 
young person, with no wonderful good looks, 
of no family, with no money — ^was ever such 
an imprudent connection, and ought it not for 
dear George's sake to be broken off? She had 
several eligible matches in view for me. With 
my name and prospects, 'twas a shame I should 
I throw myself away on this young lady ; her sis- 
ter ought to interpose — and so forth. 

My Lady Warrington migst write, too, and in 
her peculiar manner. Her ladyship's letter was 
garnished with Scripture texts. She dressed 
her WorldUness out in phylacteries. She point- 
ed out how I was living in an unworthy society 
of player-folks, and the like people, who she 
could not say wer^ absolutely witJiout religion 
(Heaven forbid !), but who were deplorably 
worldly. She would not say an artful woman 
had inveigled me for her daugiiter^ having in vain 
tried to captivate my younger brother. She was 
far from saying any harm of the young woman 
I had selected; but at least this was certain, 
Miss L. had no fortune or expectations, and her 
parents might naturally be anxious to compro- 
mise me. She had taken counsel, etc., etc. 
She had sQught for guidance where it was, etc. 
Feeling what her duty was, she had determined 
to speak. Sir Miles, a man of excellent judg- 
ment in the ^affairs of this world (though he 
knew and sought a better), fully agreed with 
her in opinion, nay, desired her to write, and 
entreat her sister to interfere, that the ill-advised 
match should not take place. 

And who besides must put a little finger into 
the pie but the new Countess of Castlewood? 
She wrote a majestic letter to Madam Esmond, 
and stated, that having been placed by Provi- 
dence at the head of the Esmond family, it was 
her duty to communicate with her kinswoman, 
and warn her to break off this marriage. I be- 
lieve the three women laid their heads together 
previously; and, packet after packet, sent off 
their warnings to the Virginian lady. 

One raw April morning, as Ck)rydon goes to 
pay his usual duty to Phillis, he finds, not his 
charmer with her dear smile as usual ready to 
welcome him, but Mrs. Lambert, with very red 
eyes, and the General as pale as death. * ^ Read 
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thiS| GeorgQ Warrington !** sajs he, as his ¥rife*8 
head drops between her hands ; and he puts a | 
letter before me, of which I recognized the hand- 
writing. I can hear now the sobs of the good 
Aunt Lambert, and to this day the noise of fire, 
irons stirring a fire in a room overhead gives me 
a tremor. I heard such a noise that day in the 
girls' room where the sisters were together. 
Poor gentle child I Poor Theo I 

** What can I do after this, George, my poor 
boy?" asks the General, pacing the room with 
desperation in his face. 

I did not quite read the whole of Madam Es- 
mond's letter, for a kind of sickness and faint- 
ness came over me ; but I fear I could say some 
of it now by heart. Its style was good, and its 
actual words temperate enough, though they only 
implied that Mr. and Mrs.' Lambert had invei- 
gled me into the marriage ; that they knew such 
a union was unworthy of me ; that (as Madam 
E. understood) they had desired a similar union 
for her younger son, which project, unluckily for 
him, perhaps, was given up when it was found 
that Mr. Henry Warrington was not the inher- 
itor of the Virginian property. If Mr. Lambert 
was a man of spirit and honor, as he was repre- 
sented to be, Madkm Esmond scarcely supposed 
that, after her representations, he would persist 
in desiring this match. She would not lay com- 
mands upon her son, whose temper she knew ; 
but for the sake of Miss Lambert's own reputa- 
tion and comfort, she urged that the dissolution 
of the engagement should come from her family, 
and not from the just unwillingness of Bachel 
Esmond Warrington of Virginia. 

*'God help us, George 1" the General said, 
" and give us all strength to bear this grief, and 
these charges which it has pleased your mother 
to bring ! They are hard, but they don't matter 
now. What is of most importance, is to spare 
as much sorrow as we can to my poor girl. I 
know you love her so well, that you will help me 
and her mother to make the blow as tolerable as 
we may to that poor gentle heait. Since she 
was bom she has never given pain to a soul 
alive, and 'tis cruel that she should be made to 
suffer." And as he spoke he passed his hand 
across his dry eyes. 

''It was my fault, Martin! It was my fault!" 
weeps the poor mother. 

*' Your mother spoke us fair, and g»ve her 
promise," said the father. 

'' And do yon think I wiU withdraw mine ?" 

' cried I ; and protested, with a thousand frantic 

vows, what they knew full well, ''that I was 

bound to Theo before Heaven, and that nothing 

should part me from her." 

" She herself wiU demand the parting. She 
is a \p^ girl) God help me! and a ^dutiful. 
She will not have her father and mother called 
schemers, and treated with scorn. Tour mother 
knew not, very likely, what she was doing, but 
'tis done. Ton may see the child, and she will 
tell you as much. Is Theo dressed, Molly ? I 
brought the letter home from my oflSce last even- 
ing after yon were gone. The women have had 



a bad night. She knew at once by my face that 
there was bad news from America. She read 
the letter quite firmly. She said she would like 
to see you and say Good-by. Of course, George, 
you will give me your word of honor not to tiy 
and see her afterward. As soon as my business 
will let me we will get away from this, but mo- 
ther and I think we are best all together. Tis 
you, perhaps, had best go. But give me your 
word, at any rate, that yqn will not try and see 
her. We must spare her pain. Sir ! We must 
spare her pain ! " And the good man sate down 
in such deep anguish himself that I, who was 
not yet under the full pressure of my own grief, 
actually felt his, and pitied it. It could not be 
that the dear lips I had kissed yesterday were to 
speak to me only once more. We were all here 
together ; loting each other, sitting in the room 
where we met every day ; my drawing on the ta- 
ble by her little work-lx>x ; she was in the cham- 
ber up stairs ; she must come down presently. 

Who is this opens the door ? I see her sweet 
fiice. It was like our little Maiy's when we 
thought she would die of the fever. There was 
even a smile upon her lips. She comes up and 
kisses me. " Good-by, dear Greorge !" she says. 
Great Heaven! An old man sitting in this 
room — ^with my wife^s work-box opposite, and 
she but five minutes away, my eyes grow so dim 
and full that I can't see the book befo^ me. I 
am three-and-twenty years old again. I go 
through eveiy stage of that agony. I once had 
it sitting in my otirn post-chaise, with my wife 
actually by my side. Who dared to sully her 
sweet love with suspicion ? Who had a right to 
stab such a soft bosom ? Don't you see my la- 
dies getting their knives ready, and the poor 
child baring it ? My wife comes in. She has 
been serving out tea or tobacco to some of her 
pensioners. "What is it makes you look so 
angiy, papa?" she says. "My love!" I say, 
" it is die thirteenth of April. " A pang of pain 
shoots across her face, followed by a tender smile. 
She has undergone the martyrdom, and in the 
midst of the pang comes a halo of forgiveness. 
I can't forgive; not until my days of dotage 
come, and I cease remembering any thing. 
" Hal will be home for Easter ; he will bring 
two or three of his friends with him from Cam- 
bridge," she says. And straightway she falls to 
devising schemes for amusing the boys. When 
is she ever occupied but with plans for making 
others happy? 

A gentleman sitting in spectacles before an 
old ledger, and writing down pitiful remem- 
brances of his own condition, is a quaint and 
ridiculous object. My corns hurt me, I know, 
but I suspect my neighbor's shoes pinch him 
too. I am not going to howl much over my own 
grief, or enlarge at any great length on this one. 
Many another man, I dare say, has had the light 
of his day suddenly put out, the joy of his life 
extinguished, and has been left to darkness and 
vague tortnre. I have a book I tried to read at 
this time of grief— Howel's Letters — and when I 
come to the part about i'rince Charles in Spain, 
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up starts the whole tragedy alire again. I went 
to Brighthelmstone, and there, at the inn, had a 
room facing the east, and saw the sun get up 
ever so many mornings, after hlank nights of 
wakefulness, and smoked my pipe of Virginia in 
his face. When I am in that place hy chance, 
and see the sun rising now, I shake my fist at 
him, thinking, O orient Phosbus, what horrible 
grief and savage wrath have you not seen me 
sufierl Though my tfvife is jnine ever so long, 
I say I am angry just the same. Who dared, I 
want to know, to make us suffer so ? I was for- 
bidden to see her. I kept my promise, and re- 
mained away from the house : that is, after that 
horrible meeting and parting. But at night I 
would go and look at her window, and watch 
the lamp burning there; I would go to the 
Chartreux (where I knew another boy), and call 
for her broker, and gorge him with cakes and 
half-crowns. I would meanly have her elder 
brother to dine, and almost kiss him when he 
went away. I used to breakfast at a coffee- 
house in Whitehall, in order to see Lambert go 
to his office: and we would salute each other 
sadly, and pass on without speaking. Why did 
not the women come out? They never did. 
They were practicing on her, and persuading 
her to try and forget me. Oh! the weary, 
weaiy days! Oh! the maddening time! At 
last a d6ctor's chariot used to draw up before 
the General's house every day. Was she ill? 
I fear I was rather glad she was ill. My own 
suffering was so infernal that I greedily wanted 
her to share my pain. And would she not? 
What grief of mine has it not felt, that gentlest 
and most compassionate of hearts ? What pain 
would it not suffer to spare mine a pang ? 

I sought that doctor out. I had an inter- 
view with him. I told my story, and laid bare 
my heart to him, with an outburst of passionate 
sincerity which won his sympathy. My con- 
fession enabled him to understand his young pa- 
tient's malady ; for which his drugs had no rem- 
edy or anodyne. I had promised not to see her, 
or go to her : I had kept my promise. I had 
promised to leave London: I had gone away. 
Twice, thrice I went back and told my suffer- 
ings to him. He would take my fee now and 
again, and always receive me kindly, and let me 
speak. Ah, how I clung to him ! I suspect he 
must have been unhappy once in hiiB own life, 
he knew so well and gently how to succor the 
miserable. 

,He did not tell me how dangerously, though 
he did not disguise from me how gravely and 
seriously, my dearest girl had been ill. I told 
him every thing — ^that I would marry her, and 
brave every chance and danger; that, without 
her, I was a man utterly wrecked and mined, 
and cared not what became of me. My mother 
had once consented, and had now chosen to with- 
draw her consent, when the tie between us had 
been, as I held, drawn so closely together, as to 
be paramount to all filial duty. 

*' I think. Sir, if your mother heard yon, and 
saw Miss Lambert, ^he would relent,'* said the 



doctor. Who was my mother to hold roe in 
bondage ; to claim a right of misery over me ; 
and to take this angel out of my arms ? 

'* He could not," he said, *' be a message-car- 
rier between young ladies who were pining and 
young lovers on whom the sweet-heart's gates 
were shut ; but so much he would venture to say 
that he had seen me, and was prescribing for 
me, too." Tes, he must have been unhappy 
once himself. I saw him, you may be sure, on 
the very day when he had kept his promise to 
me. He said she seemed to be comforted by 
hearing news of me. 

'* She bears her suffering with an angelical 
sweetness. I prescribe Jesuit's bark which she 
takes ; but I am- not sure the hearing of you has 
not done more good than the medicine." The 
women owned afterward that they had never 
told the General of the doctor's new patient. 

I know not what wild expresiiions of gratitude 
I poured out to the good doctor for the comfort 
he brought me. His treatment was curing two 
unhappy sick persons. Twas but a drop of 
water, to be sure ; but then a drop of water to a 
man raging in torment. I loved the ground he 
trod upon, blessed the hand that took mine, and 
had fdt her pulse. I had a ring with a pretty 
cameo head of Hercules on it. 'Twas too small 
for his finger, nor did the good old man wear 
such ornaments. I made him hang it to his 
watch-chain, in hopes that she might see it, and 
recognize that the token came from me. How I 
fastened upon Spencer at this time (my friend 
of the Temple who also had an unfortunate love- 
matoh), and walked with him from my apart- 
ments to the Temple, and he back with me to 
Bedford Gardens, and our talk was forever about 
our women I I dare say I told every body my 
grief. My good landlady and Betty the house- 
maid pitied me. My son Miles, who, for a 
wonder, has been reading in my MS., says, '* By 
Jove, Sir, I didn't know yotf and my mother 
Were took in this kind of way. The year I 
joined I wa^hit very bad myself. An infernal 
little jilt that threw me over for Sir Craven Oaks 
of our r^;iment. I thought I should have gone 
crazy." And he gives a melancholy whistle, 
and walks away. 

The General h^d to leave London presently 
on one of his mili&ry inspections, as the doctor 
casually told me; but, having given my word 
that I would not seek to present myself at his 
house, I kept it, availing myself, however, as 
you may be sure, of the good physician's leave to 
visit him, and have news of his dear patient. 
His accounts of her were fiir from encouraging. 
" She does not rally," he said. '* We must get 
her back to Kent again, or to the sea." I did 
not know then that the poor child had (egged 
and prayed so piteously not to be moved, that 
her parents, divining, perhaps, the reason of her 
desire to linger in liondon, and feeling that it 
might be dangerous not to humor her, had yield- 
ed to her entreaty, and consented to remain in 
town. '' 

At last one morning I came, pretty mnch as 
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lumil, uld took toj plkM in -mj doctor'a front- 
parlor, whence hia paiienls vera called in tbeir 
torn to Ua coniuliiag-roDtQ. Here I ramaiaed, 
looking heedleMi; over the books on the table 
and taking no notice of any perwin in 
which Bpeedilj emptied itself of all, saTe me and 
one lady who sate with her Tail down, I osed 
to stay till the last, for Oabom, the doctor's man, 
knew mj bosinssa, and that it WM not my own 
iUnees I came for. 

When the room wm empty of all save me and 
the lady, she pata out two little bands, criee in a 
voice which made me start, "Don't jou know 
' me, George ?" And the next minute I hava my 
arms ronnd her, and kissed her as heartily as 
ever I kissed in my life, and gave way to a paa- 
sionale onlgnsh of emotion tbs moat refreshing, 
lor mj pKTcbed aool bad been in rage and torture 
for six weekj past, and tbis was a glimpae of 

Who was it, children? Ton think U wae 
yonr mother whom the doctor bad bron^t to 
me ? No. It waa Hetty. 
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INTO A LAHDAC. 

Tbe emoHon at the tirat anrprise and greeting 
aver, the little maiden began at once. 

"So you are come at last to ask after Theo, 
and yon feel sorry that yonr neglect baa made 
ber BD ill ? For six weeks sbe baa been nnwell, 
and you bare never asked a word about ber ] 
Very kiod of yon, Mr. George, I'm anlel" 

"Kind["gaspa OQt Mr. Warrington. 

"I suppose yoa call it kind to be with ber 
ereij day and all day for a year, and then to 
leave her witboot a word." 

"Hy dear, yon know my promise la yonr 
father?" I reply. 

"Promiaet" eays Miss Hetty, shmgging ber 



shoulders. "A very flne promise, indeed, to 
make my darling ill, and then anddenly, one fine 
day, to say, ' Oood-by, Theo, ' and walk away 
forever. I aappose geotlemeQ make these prom- 
( ises, because they wish to keep 'em. / wouldn't 
' trifle with a poor child's heart, and leave her 
afterward, if I were a man. What baa she ever 
done to yon, but be a fool and too fond of you ? 
Pray, Sir, by what ri^t do yon take her away 
from all of ns, and tben desert ber, because an 
old woman in America don't approve of her? 
She waa happy with ns before yon came. She 
loved her sister — there never was each a sister — 
until sbe saw yon. And now, becanse your 
Mamma thinks her young gentleman mi^t do 
better, jon most leave ber forsooth ! " 

"Great Powers, child!" I cried, exasperated 
at this wrong-headedness. " Was it I that drew 
back ? Is it not 1 that am forbidden your house ; 
and did not yonr fktber require, on my honor, 
that I sbonld not see her ?" 

" Honor 1 And yon are the men who pretend 
to be our superiors ; and it is we who are to.re> 
spect yon and admire yon I I declare, George 
Warrington, you ought to go b«ck to yonr school- 
room in Virginia again ; have yonr black nurse 
to tuck you up in bed, and ask leave from yonr 
Mamma when you might walk out. Ob, George! 
I little thought that my sister was giving her 
heart away to a man who badn't the spirit to 
stand by her, but at the first difflcalty left ber I 
When Doctor Heberden said be was attending^ 
you, I determined to come and see you, and yon 
do look very ill, that I am glad to see ; and I 
suppose it's yonr mother yon are fri^lened of. 
Bat I sba'n't tell Tbeo that yon are unwell. She 
hasn't left off caring for you. S*« can't walk 
out of a room, break her solemn engagements, 
and go into the world the next day aa if nothing 
had happened I That is left for men, oar sup^ 
riora in eoorage and wisdom ', and to desert an 
angel — yes, an angel ten thoosand times too good 
for yon ; an angel who nsed to love me till sbe 
saw yon, and who was the blessing of life and of 
all of us — is what you call honor ? Don't tell 
me, Sirl I despise yon all 1 Yon are our bet- 
ters, are yon ? We are to worship and wait on 
you, I suppose ? / don't care about yonr wit, 
and your tragedies, and your verses; andltbink 
they are often very stupid. / won't set up of 
nights copying yonr manuscripts, nor iratcb bonr 
after hour at a window wasting my time and 
ne(^ecting ever; body because I want to see your 
worship walk down the street with yonr hat 
cocked t If yon are going away, and welcome, 
give me bock my sister, I say '. Give me back 
my darling of old days, who loved every one of 
ns, till she saw yon. And yoa leave ber be- 
canse yonr Mamma thinks she can find some* 
body richer fbr you t Ob, you brave gentleman I 
Go and marry the penon yonr mother choose*, 
and let my dear die bere deserted i " 

"Great Heavens, Hettyl" I cry, amazed at 
the logic of the little woman. " la it I who wiib 
to leave yonr aiater? Kd I not o^r to keep 
my promise, and waa it not yonr father who re- 
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fused me, and made me promise never to tij and 
see her again ? What haTe I hut my word, and 
my honor?" 

"Honor, indeed! You keep your word to 
him, and you hreak it to her 1 pretty honor! If 
I were a man, I would soon let you know what 
I thought of your honor ! Only I forgot — ^you 
are bound to keep the peace and mustn't .... 
Oh, George, George ! Don't you see the grief I 
am in ? I am distracted,' and scarce know what 
I say. Ton must not leave tny darling. They 
don't know it at home. They don't think so : 
but I know her best of all, and she will die if 
you leave her. Say you won't? Have pity 
upon me, Mr. Warrington, and give me my 
dearest back!" Thus the warm-hearted, dis- 
tracted creature ran from anger to entreaty, from 
scorn to tears. Was my little Doctor right in 
thus speaking of the case of her dear patient ? 

^ Was there no other remedy than that which 
Hetty cried for ? Have not others felt the same 
cruel pain of amputation, undergone the same 
exhaustion and fever afterward, lain hopeless of 
any thing save death, and yet recovered after all, 
and limped through life subsequently? Why, 
but that love is selfish, and does not heed other 
people's griefs and passions, or that ours was so 
intense and special that we deemed no other 
lovers could suffer like ourselves: here in the 
passionate young pleader for her sister, we might 
have shown an. instance, that a fond heart could 
be stricken with the love malady and silently 
suffer it, live under it, recover from it. What 
had happened in Hetty's own case? Her sister 
and I, in our easy triumph and fond confidential 
prattle, had many a time talked over that mat- 
,ter, and, egotists as we were, perhaps drawn a se- 
cret zest and security out of her less unfortunate 
attachment. 'Twas like sitting by the fireside, 
and hearing the winter howling without ; 'twas 
like walking by the mart magnoy and seeing the 
ship tossing at sea. We clung to each other 
only the more closely, and, wrapped in our own 

' happiness, viewed others* misfortunes with com- 
placent pity. Be the truth as it may. Grant 
that we might have been sundered, and after a 
while survived the separation, so much my skep- 
tical old age may be disused to admit. Yet, at 
that time, I was eager enough to share my ardent 
little Hetty's terrors and apprehensions, and will- 
ingly chose to believe that the life dearest to me 
in the world would be sacrificed if separated from 
mine. Was I wrong? I would not say as 
much now. I may doubt about myself (or not 
doubt, I know), but of her never ; and Hetty 
found in her quite a willing sharer in her alarms 
and terrors. I was for imparting some of these 
to our Doctor; but the good gentleman shut my 
mouth. " Hush," says he, with a comical look 
of fright. *' I must hear none of this. If two 
people who happen to know each other, chance 
to meet and talk in my patient's room, I can not 
help myself; but as for niatch-making and love- 
making, I am your humble servant I What will 
the General do when he comes back to town? 
He will have me behind Montague House, as 



sure as I am a live Doctor, and alive I wish 
to remain, my good Sir!" And he skips into 
his carriage, and leaves me there meditating. 
'^ And you and Miss Hetty must have no meet- 
ings here again, mind you that," he had said 
previously. 

Oh no ! Of course we would have none I We 
are gentlemen of honor, and so forth, and our 
word is our word. Besides, to have seen Hetty, 
was not that an inestimable boon, and would we 
not be forever grateful ? I am so refreshed with 
that drop of water I have had, that I think I 
can hold out for ever so long a time now. I 
walk away with Hetty to Soho, and never once 
thought of arranging a new meeting with her. 
But the little emissary was more thoughtful, and 
she asks me whether I go to the Museum now to 
read? And I say, **0h yes, sometimes, my 
dear ; but I am too ¥rretched for reading now ; I 
can not see what is on the paper. I do not care 
about my books. Even Pocahontas is wearisome 
to me. I . . . ." I might have continued ever 
so much farther, when, ''Nonsense!" she says, 
stamping her little foot. *'Why, I declare, 
George, you are more stupid than Hany !" 

" How do you mean, my dear child ?" I ask. 

" When do you go ? You go away at three 
o'clock. You strike across on the road to To^ 
tenham Court. You walk through the village, 
and return by the Green Lane that leads back 
toward the new hospital. You know you do ! 
If you walk for a week there, it can't do you any 
harm. Good-morning, Sir I You'll please not 
follow me any further." And she drops me a 
courtesy, and walks away with a vail over her 
face. 

That Green Lane, which lay to the north of 
the new hospital, is built all over with houses 
now. In my time, when good old George 11. 
was yet king, 'twas a shabby rural outlet of Lon* 
don ; so dangerous, that the city folks who went 
to their villas and junketing houses at Hamp- 
stead and the outlying villages, would return in 
parties of nights, and escorted by waitens with 
lanterns, to defend them from the footpads who 
prowled about the town outskirts. Hampstead 
and Highgate churches, each crowning its hill, 
filled up the back-ground of the view which you 
saw as you turned your back to London ; and 
one, two, three days Mr. George Warrington 
had the pleasure of looking upon this landscape, 
and walking back in the direction of the new 
hospital. Along the lane were sundiy small 
houses of entertainment ; and I remember at one 
place, where they sold cakes and beer, at the sign 
of the *' Protestant Hero," a decent woman smil- 
ing at me on the third or fourth day,. and conrte- 
sying in her clean apron, as she says, '' It ap- 
pears the lady don't come, Sir! Your honor 
had best step in, and take a can of my cool beer." 

At length, as I am coming back through Tot- 
tenham Road, on the 25th of May — Oh day to 
be marked with the whitest stone! — a little way 
beyond Mr. Whitfield's Tabernacle, I see a lan- 
dau before me, and on the box-seat by the driver 
is my young friend Charley, who wavbs his hat 
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to me, and calls out, ** George 1 George I" I ran 
up to the carriage, my knees knocking together 
80 that I thought I should fiiU by the wheel ; and 
inside I see Hetty, and by her my dearest Theo, 
propped with 'a pillow. How thin the little hand 
had become since hist it was laid in mine ! The 
cheeks were flushed and wasted, the eyes strange- 
ly bright, and the thrill of the voice when she 
spoke a word or two, smote me with a pang, I 
know not of grief or joy was it, so intimately 
were they blended. 

'*I am taking her an liiring to Hampstead,** 
says Hetty, demurely. ** The Doctor says the 
air 'will do her good." 

* ' I have been ill, but I am better now, George, '* 
says Theo. There came a great burst of music 
from the people in the chapel hard by as she 
was speaking. I held her hand in mine. Her 
eyes were looking into mine once more. It seem- 
ed as if we had never been parted. 

I can never forget the tune of that psalm. I 
have heard it all through my life. My wife has 
touched it on her harpsichord, and her little 
ones have warbled it. Now, do you understand, 
young people, why I love it so ? Because 'twas 
the music played at our amoris redintegroHo. 
Because it sang hope to me, at the period of my 
existence the most miserable. Yes, the most 
miserable : for that dreary confinement of Du- 
quesne had its tendernesses and kindly associa^ 
tions connected with it ; and many a time in after 
days I have thought with fondness of the poor 
Biche and my tipsy jailer ; and the reveill^ of 
the forest birds and the military music of my 
prison. 

Master Charley looks down from his box-seat 
upon his sister and me engaged in beatific con- 
templation, and Hetty listening too, to the mu- 
sic. '' I think I should like to go and hear it. 
And that famous Mr. Whitfield, perhaps he is 
going to preach this very day ! Come in with 
me, Charley — and George can drive for half an 
hour witli dear Theo toward Hampstead and 
back." 

Charley did not seem to have any very strong 
desire for witnessing the devotional exercises 
of good Mr. Whitfield and his congregation, 
and proposed that George Warrington should 
take Hetty in ; but Het was not to be denied. 
**I will never help you in another exercise as 
long as you live. Sir," cries Miss Hetty, "if you 
don't come on" — while the youth clambered 
down from his box-seat, and they entered the 
temple together. 

Can any moralist, bearing my previous prom- 
ises in mind, excuse me for jumping into the 
carriage and sitting down once more by my 
dearest Theo? Suppose I did break 'em ? Will 
he blame me much? Reverend Sir, you are 
welcome. I broke my promise; and if you 
would not do as much, good friend, you are 
welcome to your virtue. Not that I for a mo- 
ment suspect my own children will ever be so 
bold as to think of having hearts of their own, 
and bestowing them according to their liking. 
No, my young people, you will let Papa choose 



for you; be hungry when he tells you; be thirsty 
when he orders ; and settle your children's mar- 
riages afterward. 

And now of course you are anxious to hear 
what took place when Papa jumped into the 
landau by the side of poor little Mamma, propped 
up by her pillows. " I am come to your part of 
the story, my dear," says I, looking over to my 
wife as she is plying her needles. 

"To what, pray?" says my lady. "You 
should skip all that part, and come to the grand 
battles, and your heroic defense of—" 

"Of Fort Fiddlededee in the year 1778, when 
I pulled off Mr. Washington's epaulet, gouged 
Geaeral Gates's eye, cut off Charles Lee's head, 
and pasted it on again ! " 

"Let us hear all about the fighting," say the 
bo3r8. Even the Captain condescends to own 
he will listen to any military details, though only 
from a militia officer. • 

* ^ Fair and softly, young people ! Every thing 
in its turn. I am not yet arrived at the war. 
I am only a young gentleman, just stepping into 
a landau, by the side of a young lady whom I 
promised to avoid. I am taking her hand, 
which, after a little ado, she leaves in mine. 
Do you remember how hot it was, the little 
thing, how it trembled, and how it throbbed 
and jumped a hundred and twenty in a minute ? 
And as we trot on toward Hampstead I address 
Miss Lambert in* the following terms — " 

"Ah, ah, ah !" say the girls in a chorus with 
Mademoiselle, their French governess, who cries, 
"iVbtM €cauton8 nuiintencmt. La parole est d 
VOU8, Monsieur le Cheva&erl^ 

Here we have them all in a circle. Mamma 
is at her side of the fire, Pa|)a at his ; Made- 
moiselle El^nore, at whom the Captain looks 
rather sweetly (eyes off, Captain!); the two 
girls, listening like — ^like nymphas cUscentes to 
Apollo, let us say; and John and Tnmm&^ 
(with obtuse ears), who are bringing in the tea- 
trays and urns. 

" Very good, "says the Squire, pulling out tr*? 
MS., and waving it before him. " We are go- 
ing to tell your mother's secrets and mine." 

" I am sure you may, Papa," cnes the house 
matron. "There's nothing to be ashamed of." 
And a blush rises over her kind &ce. 

"But before I begin, young folks, permit me 
two or three questions.'* 

*^AflonSf toujour s des questions T says Made- 
moiselle, with a shrug of her pretty shoulders. 
(Florae has recommended her to us, and I sus- 
pect the little Chevalier has himself an eye upon 
this preftty Mademoiselle de Blois.) 

To the questions, then. 



CHAPTER LXXVn. 

AND BOW EYBRT BODY GOT OUT AGAIN. 

"Ip you. Captain Miles Warrington, have 
the honor of winning the good graces of a lady 
—of ever so many ladies— of the Duchess of 
Devonshire, let us say, of Mrs. Crew, of Mrs. 
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Fidlierbert, oT the Queen of Prnuia, of the 
Qoddess VenoB, of M&demoiaelle Hillisberg of 
the Opera — neTer mind of whom, in fine. If 
yon win a Isdy'i good gracei, do joa always go 

to the mew aod tell what bapp«n^ ?" 

" Not aach a fool, Sqoiie 1" «aja the Captain, 
■nrrejing hii side-cnrl in the glass. 

" Hare jou, Misa Theo, told yoor mother er- 
eiy word joa said to Mr. Joe Blake, Junior, in 
the slinibberj this morning?" 

"Joe Blake, indeed!" cries Theo, Junior. 

"And jwi, Mademoiselle? That scented 
billet which cwne to yon under Sir Thomas's 
frank, have yon told ns all the letter containa 7 
liodi how slia blnshest As red as the curtain, 
on my word I No, Mademoiselle, we all have 
OUT secrets" (aays the Squire, here making bis 
best French bow), " No, Theo, there was no- 
thing in the ihrnbbery-- only nnts, my child I 
No, Miles, m J son, we don't tell all, eren to the 
most indulgent of fathers — and if I tell what 
happened in a landau on the Hampsteed Boad, 
on the 26tb of May, 1760, may the Cberalier 
RoBpini puU oat every tootli in ay bead !" 

" Pray tell. Papa t " criea Hbiddu ; "or, as 
Jobson, who drove as, is in your service now, 
perhaps jon will have him in from the stables ! 
I insist upon your telling 1" 

"What is, then, this mystery?" asks Mad- 
emoiselle, in her pi«tty French accent, of my 

"Eh, ma jKfc.'" whispers the lady. "Thon 
wouldetasli me what I said? I said 'Test' — 
heboid all I said." And so 'tis my wife has 
peached, and not I ; and this was the sum of our 
conTeraation, as the carriage, all too swiftly, as 
I thought, galloped toward Hampstead, and flew 
back again. Theo bod not agreed to fly in the 
&ce of her honored parents — no such thing. 
Bnt we woold marry no other person ; no, not 



if we lived to be tu old Bs Methnseli^ ; no, not 
the Prince of Wales himself would she take. 
Her heart she had given awaj with her Papa*! 
consent — nay, order — it was not hers to resume. 
So kind a father must relent one of these days ; 
and if George would keep his promise — were it 
now, or were it in twenty years, or were it in 
another world, she knew she should never bredi 

Hetty's f^ be«med with delight when, my 
Uttle interview over, she saw Iheo's conntenance 
wearing a sweet tranquillity. All the Doctor's 
Qtedicine has not done her so much good, the 
fond sister said. The girls went home aAer 
th«r act of disobedience. I gave up the jdace 
which I had held during a brief period of happi- 
nest by my dear invalid's side. Hetty Bki[^ied 
back into her seat, and Charley on to bis box. 
He told me, in after-dajs, that it was a very 
Xlull, stupid eennon be had beard. The little 
cbap was loo orthodox to love dissendng preach- 
ers' sermons. 

Hetty was not the only one of the family who 
remarked her sister's altered countenance and 
improved spirits. I am told that on the girls' 
return home their mother embraced both .of 
them, espedally the invalid, with more than 
common ardor of affection. "There was Kk 
thing like a country ride," Annt Lambert said, 
"fordoing her dear Theo good. She bad been 
on the road to Hempstead, had she? Sbe must 
have anotber ride t^-morrow. Heaven be bless- 
ed, my Lord Wrolham's boraes were at their or- 
der* three or four limes a week, and tbe gweel 
child might have tbe advantage of them I " As 
for the idea that Mr. Warrington might have 
happened to meet the children on their driv^ 
Annt Lambert never once entertained it — at 
least, spoke of it. I leave any body who is in- 
terested in the matter to guess whether Hn. 
Lambert could by any poesibilitj have suppoeed 
that her daughter and her sweet-beart could ever 
have come together aguu. Do women help each 
other in love perplexities? Do women scheme, 
intrigue, make little plans, tell little flhs, pro- 
vide little amorous opportunities, hang up tbe 
rope-ladder, coax, wheedle, mystify the guardian 
or Abigail, and turn their attention away while 
StrephoQ and Cbloe are billing and cooing in 
the twilight, or whisking off in the post-chaise 
to Gretna Green ? Mj dear young folks, some 
people there are of this nature ; and some kind 
sools, who have loved tenderly and truly in their 
own time, continue ever after to be kindly and 
tenderly disposed toward their young successors, 
when tfaey begin to play the same pretty game. 

"Miss Prim doesn't. If iht hears of two 
young persona attached to each other, it is to 
anarl at them for fbola, or to imagine of them 
all conceivable evil. Becauae ahe has a hump- 
back herself, she is for biting every body else's. 
I believe if she saw a p<ur of turtles cooing in s 
wood, she would turn her eyes down, or fling ■ 
to IVighteti them ; but I am speaking, yo« 
see, young ladies, of your grandWotber, Annt 
Lambert, who was one great syllabub of human 
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kindness ; and, besides, about the affair at.pres- 
ent under discussion, how am I ever to tell 
whether she knew anj thing regarding it or 
not?" 

So, all she says to Theo on her return home, 
is, '* My child, the country air has done you all 
the good in the world, and I hope you will take 
another drive to-morrow, and another, and an- 
other, and so on." 

* 'Don't you think. Papa, the ride has done 
the child most wonderful good, and must not 
she be made to go out in the air?" Aunt Lam- 
bert asks of the General, when he comes in for 
supper. 

*' Yes, sure, if a coach and six will do his 
little Theo good, she shall have it," Lambert 
says, '* or he will drag the landau up Hampstead 
Hill himself, if there are no horses ;" and so the 
good man would have spent freely his guineas, 
or his breath, or his blood, to give his child 
pleasure. He was charmed at his girFs altered 
countenance ; she picked a bit of chicken with 
appetite: she drank a little negus, which he 
made for her : indeed it did seem to be better than 
the kind Doctor's best medicine, which hitherto, 
God wot, had been of little benefit. Mamma 
was gracious and happy. Hetty was radiant 
and rident. It was quite like an evening at 
home at Oakhurst. Never for months past, 
never since that fatal, cruel day, that no one 
spoke of, had they spent an evening so delightful. 

But if the other women chose to coax and 
cajole the good, simple father, Theo herself was 
too honest to continue for long even that sweet 
and fond delusion. When, for the third or fourth 
time, he comes back to the delightful theme of 
his daughter's improved health, and asks " What 
has done it ? Is it the country air ? Is it the 
Jesuit's bark? is it the new medicine?" 

''Can't you think, dear, what it is?" she 
says, laying a hand upon her father's, with a 
tremor in her voice, perhaps, but eyes that are 
quite open and bright. 

"And what is it, my child?" asks the GeneiUl., 

" It is because I have seen him again, Papa !" 
she says. 

The other two women turned pale, and Theo's 
heart too begins to palpitate, and her cheek to 
whiten, as she continues to look in her father's 
scared face. 

" It was not wrong to see him," she continues, 
more quickly ; " it would have been wrong not 
to tell you." 

" Great God !" groans the father, drawing his 
hand back, and with such a dreadful grief in 
his countenance that Hetty runs to her almost 
swooning sister, clasps her to her heart, and 
cries 'x>ut, rapidly, *'Theo knew notliing of it, 
Sir ! It was my doing — ^it was all my doing !" 

Theo lies on her sister's neck, and kisses it 
twenty, fifty times. 

" Women, women ! are yon plajring with my 
honor?** cries the fiither, bursting out with a 
fierce exclanuition. 

Aunt Lambert sobs, wildly, *' Martin I Mar- 
tin !" "Don't say a word to her I" again calls 
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out Hetty, and falls back herself staggering 
toward the wall, for Theo has £Eiinted on her 
shoulder. 

I was taking my breakfast next morning, with 
what appetite I might, when my door opens, and 
my faithful black announces "General Lam- 
bert." At once I saw, by the General's face, 
that the yesterday's transaction was known to 
him. "Your accomplices did not confess," the 
General said, as soon as my servant had left 
us, " but sided with yon against their father — a 
proof how desirable clandestine meetings are. 
It was from Theo herself I heard that she had 
seen you." 

"Accomplices, Sir!" I said (perhaps not un- 
willing to turn the conversation from the real 
point at issue). " You know how fondly and 
dutifully your young people regard their &ther. 
If they side against you in this instance, it must 
be because justice is against you. A man like 
you is not gmng to set up «yc voio ticjubeo as the 
sole law in his family !" 

* ' Pshaw I George, " cries the General. " For 
though we are parted, God forbid I should de- 
sire that we should cease to love each other. I 
had your promise that you would not seek to see 
her." 

"Nor did I go to her. Sir," I said, turning 
red, no doubt ; for though this was truth, I own 
it was untrue. 

" You mean she was brought to you?" says 
Theo's father, in great agitation. " Is it behind 
Hester's petticoat that you will shelter yourself? 
What a fine defense for a gentleman !" 

" Well, I won't screen myself behind the poor 
child," I replied., "To speak as I did was to 
make an attempt at evasion, and I am ill-accus- 
tomed to dissemble. I did not infringe the let- 
ter of my agreement, but I acted against the 
spirit of it. From this moment I annul it alto- 
gether." 

"Yon break your word given to me!" cries 
Mr. Xiambert. 

"I recall a hasty promise made on a sudden 
at a moment of extreme excitement and pertur- 
bation. No man can be forever bound by words 
uttered at such a time \ and, what is more, no 
man of honor or humanity, Mr. Lambert, would 
try to bind him." 

" Dishonor to me I Sir," exclaims the General. 

" Yes, if the phrase is to be shuttle-cocked be- 
tween us ! " I answered, hotly. '^ There can be 
no question about love, or mutual regard, or dif- 
ference of age, when that word is used : and 
were yon my own father — ^and I love you better 
than a father. Uncle Lambert — I would not bear 
it I What have I done ? I have seen the wo- 
man whom I consider my wife before God and 
man, and if she calls me I will see her again. 
If she comes to me, here is my home for her, 
and the half of the little I have. 'Tis you, who 
have no right, having made me th^ gift, to re- 
sume it. Because my mother taunts yon un- 
justly, are you to visit Mrs. Esmond's wrong 
upon this tender, innocent creature ? You pro* 
fess to love your daughter, and you can't bear a 
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little wounded pride for her sake. Better she 
should perish away in misery, than an old woman 
in Virginia should say that Mr. Lambert had 
schemed to many one of his daughters. Say 
that, to satisfy what you call honor and I call 
selfishness, we part, we break our hearts weU- 
nigh, we rally, we try to forget each other, we 
marry elsewhere ? Can any man be to my dear 
as I have been ? God forbid I Can any woman 
be to me what she is ? , You shall marry her to 
the Prince of Wales to-morrow, and it is a cow- 
ardice and treason. How can we, how can you, 
undo the promises we have made to each other 
before Heaven? You may part us: and she 
will die as surely as if she were Jephthah's daugh- 
ter. Have you made any vow to Heaven to 
compass her murder ? KUl her if you conceive 
your promise so binds you; but this I swear, 
that I am glad you have come, so that I may 
here formally recall a hasty pledge which I gave, 
and that, adl me when she will, I will come to 
her!" 

No doubt this speech was made with the flur- 
ry and agitation belonging to Mr. Warrington's 
youth, and with the firm conviction that death 
would infallibly cany oif one or both of the par- 
ties, in case their worldly separation was inevi- 
tably decreed. Who does not believe his first 
passion eternal? Having watched the world 
since, and seen the rise, progress, and — alas, that 
I must say it ! — decay of other amoiirs, I may 
smile now as I think of my own youthful errors 
and ardors ; but, if it be a superstition, I had 
rather hold it ; I had rather think that neither 
of us could have lived with any other mate, and 
that, of all its innumerable creatures. Heaven de- 
creed these special two should be joined together. 

*'We must come, then, to what I had fain 
have spared myself," says the General, in reply 
to my outbreak; **to an unfriendly separation. 
When I meet you, Mr. Warrington, I must know 
you no more. I must order — and they will not 
do other than obey me — my family and children 
not to recognize you when they see you, since 
you will not recognize in your intercourse with 
me the respect due to my age, the courtesy of 
gentlemen. I had hoped so far from your sense 
of honor, and the idea I had formed of you, that, 
in my present great grief and perplexity, I should 
have found you willing to soothe and help me as 
far as you might — ^for, God knows, I have need 
of every body's sympathy. But, instead of help, 
you fling obstacles in my way. Instead of a 
friend — a gracious Heaven pardon mel — ^I find 
.in you an enemy! An enemy to the peace of 
my home and the honor of my children, Sir! 
And as such I shall treat you, and know how to 
*deal with you when you molest me !** 

And, waving his hand to me, and putting on 
his hat, Mr. Lambert hastily quitted my apart- 
ment. 

I was confounded, and believed, indeed, there 
was war between us. The brief happiness of 
yesterday was clouded over and gone, and I 
thought that never since the day of the first sep- 
aration had I felt so exquisitely unhappy as now, 



when the bitterness of quarrel was added to the 
pangs of parting, and I stood not only alone but 
friendless. In the course of one year's constant 
intimacy I had come to regard Lambert with a 
revereiice and afiection which I had never before 
felt for any mortal man except my dearest Har- 
ry. That his face should be turned from me 
in anger was as if the sun had gone out of my 
sphere, and all was dark around me. And yet 
I felt sure that in withdrawing the hasty promise 
I had made not to see Theo, I was acting rightly 
— that my fidelity to her, as hers now to me, was 
paramount to all other ties of duty or obedience, 
and that, ceremony or none, I was hers, first and 
before all. Promises were passed between us 
from which no parent could absolve either ; and 
all the priests in Christendom could no more 
than attest and confirm the sacred contract which 
had tacitly been ratified between us. 

I saw Jack Lambert by chance that day, as I 
went mechanically to my not unusual haunt — 
the library of the new Museum ; and with the 
impetnousness of youth, and eager to impart my 
sorrow to some one, I took him out of the room 
and led him about the gardens, and poured out 
my grief to him. I did not much care for Jack 
(who, in truth, was somewhat of a prig, and not 
a little pompous and wearisome with his Latin 
quotations) except in the time of my own sorrow, 
when I would fasten upon him or any one ; and 
having suffered himself in his afikir with the lit- 
tle American, being hixud ignarus malt (as I knew 
he would say), I found the college gentleman 
ready to compassionate another's misery. I told 
him, what has here been represented at greater 
length, of my yesterday's meeting with his sis- 
ter ; of my interview with his father in the morn- 
ing; of my determination, at all hazards, nev- 
er to part with Theo. When I found, from the 
various quotations from the Greek and Latin au- 
thors which he uttered, that he leaned to my side 
in the dispute, I thought him a man of great 
sense, clung eagerly to his elbow, and bestowed 
upon him much more afiection than he was ac- 
customed at other times to have from me. I 
walked with him up to his father's lodgings in 
Dean Street ; saw him enter at the dear door ; 
surveyed the house from without with a sicken- 
ing desire to know, from its exterior appearance, 
how my beloved fared within ; and called for a 
bottle at the coflbe-house where I waited Jack's 
return. I called him Brother when I sent him 
away. I fondled him as the condemned wreteh 
at Newgate hangs about the jailer or the parson, 
or any one who is kind to him in his misery. I 
drank a whole bottle of wine at the coffee-house 
— ^by-the.way. Jack's Cofiee-House was its name 
— called another. I thought Jack would never 
come back. 

He appeared at length, with rather a scared 
face; and, coining to my box, poure^ out for 
himself two or three bumpers from my second 
bottle, and then fell to his story, which, to me 
at least, was not a little interesting. My poor 
Theo was keeping her room, it appeared, being 
much agitated by the occurrences of yesterday ; 
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and Jack had come home in time to find dinner 
on table ; after which his good father held forth 
upon the occurrences of the morning, being anx- 
ious and able to speak more freely, he said, be- 
cause his eldest son was present and Theodosia 
was not in the room. The General stated what 
had happened at my lodgings between me and 
him. He bade Hester be silent, who, indeed, 
was as dumb as a mouse, poor thing! he told 
Aunt Lambert (who was indulging in that mad- 
efaction of pocket-handkerchieis which I haye 
before described), and with something like an 
imprecation, that the women were all against 
him, and pimps (he called them) for one anoth- 
er ; and frantically turning round to Jack, asked 
what was his Tiew in the matter? 

To his father^s surprise and his mother*s and 
sister's delight. Jack made a speech on my side. 
He ruled with me (citing what ancient author- 
ities I don't know), that the matter had gone 
out of the hands of the parents on either side ; 
that having given their consent, some months 
previously, the elders had put themselves out of 
court. Though he did not hold with a great, a 
respectable, he might say a host of divines, those 
sacramental views of the marriage ceremony — 
for which there was a great deal to be said — ^yet 
he held it, if possible, even more sacredly than 
they; conceiving that though marriages were 
made before the civil magistrate, and without 
the priest, yet they were, before Heaven, bind- 
ing and indissoluble. 

*'It is not merely. Sir," says Jack, turning 
to his father, " those whom I, John Lambert, 
Priest, have joined, let no man put asunder ; it 
is those whom God has joined, let no man sep- 
arate." (Here he took off his hat, as he told 
the story to me.) " My views are clear upon 
the point, and surely these young people were 
joined, or permitted to plight themselves to each 
other by the consent of you, the priest of your 
own family. My views, I say, are clear, and I 
will lay them down at length in a series of two 
or three discourses which, no doubt, will satisfy 
you. Upon which, " says Jack, *• * my father said, 
'I am satisfied already, my dear boy,' and my 
lively little Het (who has much harshness) whis- 
pers to me, ' Jack, mother and I will make you 
a dozen shirts, as sure as eggs is eggs.' 

"While we were talking," Mr. Lambert re- 
sumed, "my sister, Theodosia, made her appear- 
ance, I must say very much agitated and pale, 
kissed our father, and sate down at his side," and 
took a sippet of toast — "my dear Greorge, this 
port is excellent, and I drink your health" — 
and took a sippet of toast and dipped it in his 
negus. 

" *Tou should have been here to hear Jack's 
sermon I' says Hester. ' He has been preaching 
most beautifully.' 

" ' Has he?' asks Th^osia, who is too lan- 
guid and weak, poor thing, much to care for 
the exercises of eloquence, or the display of au- 
thorities, such as I must own," says Jack, 
" it was given to me this afternoon to bring for- 
ward. 



" * He has talked for three quarters of an hour 
by Shrewsbury clock,' says my father, though I 
certainly had not talked so long or half so long 
by my own watch. ' And his discourse has been 
you, my dear,' says Papa, playing with Theo- 
dosia's hand. 

" * Me, Papa ?' 

"*You and — and Mr. Warrington — and — 
and George, my love,' says Papa. Upon which" 
(says Mr. Jack) "my sister came closer to the 
Greneral, and laid her head upon him, and wept 
upon his shoulder. 

" * This is different. Sir,' says I, ' to a passage 
I remember in Pausanias.' 

" ^ In Pausanias ? Indeed I ' says the Gener- 
al. ' And pray who was he ?' 

"I smiled at my father's simplicity in expos- 
ing his ignorance before his children. *■ When 
Ulysses was taking away Penelope from her fa^ 
ther, the king hastened after his daughter and 
bridegroom, and besought his darling to return. 
Whereupon, it is r^ted, Ulysses offered her her 
choice — ^whether she would return or go on with 
him ? Upon which the daughter of Icarius cov- 
ered her face with her vail. For want of a vail 
my sister has taken refuge in your waistcoat. 
Sir,' I said, and we all laughed; though my 
mother vowed that if such a proposal had been 
made to Aer, or Penelope had been a girl of 
spirit, she would have gone home with her fa- 
ther that instant. 

" * But I am not a girl of any spirit, dear 
mother!' says Theodosia, still in gremio patris. 
I do not remember that this habit of caressing 
was frequent in my own youth, "continues Jack. 
" But after some more discourse. Brother War- 
rington bethought me of you, and left my par- 
ents insisting upon Theodosia returning to bed. 
The late transactions have, it appears, weakened 
and agitated her much. I myself have experi- 
enced, in my own case, how full of soUiciti tint' 
oris is a certain passion ; how it racks the spir- 
its ; and I make no doubt, if carried far enough, 
or indulged to the extent to which women who 
have little philosophy will permit it to go — I make 
no doubt, I say, is ultimately injurious to the 
health. My service to you, brother I " 

Prom grief to hope, how rapid the change 
was! What a flood of happiness poured into 
my soul, and glowed in my whole being ! Land- 
lord, more port I Would honest Jack have drunk 
a binful I would have treated him ; and, to say 
truth. Jack's sympathy was large in this case, 
and it had been generous all day. I decline to 
score the bottles of port, and place to the fabu- 
lous computations of interested waiters the amount 
scored against me in the reckoning. Jack was my 
dearest, best of brothers. My friendship for him 
I swore should be eternal. If I could do him any 
service, were it a bishopric, by George ! he should 
have it. He says I was interrupted by the watch- 
man rhapsodizing verses beneath the loved one's 
window. I know not. I know I awoke jo3rful- 
ly and rapturously, in spite of a racking head- 
ache the next morning. 
Nor did I know the extent of my happiness 



THE TIRGINIAHS. 



quite, or the entire convetsion of my dear, noble 
eneinj of tbe prerioui moming. It miut have 
been galling to the pride of an elder man to 
hare to yield to representations and objections 
coDcbed in language so little dutiful as that I 
had used toward Mr. Lambert. But tbe tme 
Christian gentleman, retiring from his talk with 
me, mortified and wounded by my asperity of 
remonstrance, as well as by the pun which he 
saw his beloved daughter suffer, went thooght- 
foUy and sadly to his business, as he subsequent- 
ly told me, and tn the Bftcmoon (as his custom 
not unfrequently was} into a church which was 
open for prayers, dud it was here, on his knees, 
submitting his case in the qoarter whither he 
frequcnclj, though privately, came for guidance 
and comfort, that tt seemed to him that his child 
was right in her persistent GdeLity to me, and 
himself wrong in demanding her utter submiS' 
siOD. Hence Jack's caiue was won almost be- 
fore he began to plead it ; and the brare, gentlo 
heart, which could bear no lancor, which bled 
at inflicting pain on those it loved, which even 
shrank from asserting ftuthority or demanding 
BubmiEBion, was only too gtod to retom to its 
nutoral pulses of love and aSection. 



CHAPTER LXXVm. 



In examining the old papers at home, years 
afterward, I found, docketed and kbeled with my 
mother's well-known neat handwriting, " From 
London, April, 1760. My son's dreadful letter." 
When it came to bo mine I burned the document, 
not choosing that that story of domestic grief and 
liisnnioa should remain among our family ao- 
nnls for future Warringtons to gaze on, mayhap, 
and disobedient sons to hold up as examples of 
fortune domestic rebellions. For similar tea- 



sons, I have destroyed the paper which my mo- 
ther dispatched to me at this time of tyrumj, 
revolt, annoyance, and irritation. 

Maddened by the pangs of separation from m j 
mistress, and not unrightly considering that Mrs. 
Esmond was the prime cause of the greatest grief 
and misery which had ever befallen me in tbe 
world, I wrote homo to Virginia a letter, which 
might have been more temperate, it is true, bat 
in which I endeavored to maintun the extremest 
respect and reticence. I said I dTd not know hy 
what motives she had been influenced, but that 
I held her answerable for the miseiy of my fu- 
ture life, which sbe had chosen willfnllj to mar 
and render wretched. Sbe bad occasioned a sep- 
aration between me and a virtnoos and innocent 
young creatuTEi whose own hopes, health, and 
happiness were cast down forever by Mrs. Es- 
mond's interference. The deed was done, a« I 
feared, and I would o^r no comment upon tbe 
condoct of the perpettB.tor, who was answerable 
to God alone ; but I did not disguise from my 
mother that tbe injury which she had done me 
was so dreadful and mortal that her life or mine 
could never repair it ; that the tie of my allegi- 
ance was broken toward her, and that I never 
could be, 08 hetctofore, her dutiful and respect- 
ful son. 

Madam Esmond replied to me in a letter of 
very great dignity (her style and correspondence 
were extraordinaiily el^:ant and line). She ut- 
tered not a ungle reproach or hard word, bnt 
coldly gave me to nnderstand that it was before 
that awful tribnnal of God she had referred the 
esse between us and asked (or counsel ; that in 
respect of her own conduct, as a mother, she wm 
ready, in all bnmilii;, to face it. Might I, as a 
son, be equally able to answer for myself, and to 
show, when the Great Judge demanded the ques- 
tion of me, whether I hod done my own duty and 
honored my father and mother 1 O popoi, my 
grandfotbcr has qnoted in his memoir a line of 
Homer, showing how, in our troubles and griefe, 
the gods are always called in question. When 
onr pride, our avarice, our interest, our desire to 
domineer, are worked upon, ore we not forever 
pestering Heaven to decide in their favor? In 
our great American quarrel, did we not, on both 
sides, appeal to the skies as to the justice of our 
causes, sing Te Deum for victoiy, and boldly ex- 
press our confidence that the right should pre- 
vail ? Was America right because she was vic- 
torious ? Then 1 suppose Poland was wrong ha- 
caase she was defeated ? — How am I wandering 
into this digression about Poland, America, and 
what not, and all the while thinking of a little 
wotnan now no more, who appealed to Heaven 
and confronted it with a thousand texts out of 
its own book, bccauso her son wanted to make a 
marriage not of her liking I We appeal, we im- 
precate, we go down on our knees, we demand 
blessings, we shriek out for sentence according 
to law ; the great course of the great world moves , 
on; we pant, and stride, and struggle; we hate,' 
we rage, we weep passionate tears j we reconcile ; 
we race and win; we race and lose; we pass 
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away, and other little stragglers sncceed; our 
days are spent; our night comes and another 
morning rises which shines on mb no more. 

My letter to Madam Esmond, announcing my 
revolt and disobedience (perhaps I myself was a 
little proud of the composition of that document), 
I showed in duplicate to Mr. Lambert, because 
I wished him to understand what my relations 
to my mother were, and how I was determined, 
whatever of threats or quarrels the future might 
bring, never, for my own part, to consider my sep- 
aration from Theo as other than a forced one. 
Whenever I could see her again I would. My 
word given to her was in secula secuhrum, or 
binding at least as long as my life should endure. 
I implied that the girl was similarly bound to 
me, and her poor father knew indeed as much. 
He might separate us, as he might give her a 
dose of poison, and the gentle, obedient creature 
would take it and die ; but the death or separa- 
tion would be his doing ; let him answer them. 
Now he was tender about his children to weak- 
ness, and could not have the heart to submit any 
one of them — this one especially — to torture. 
We had tried to part : we could not. He had 
endeavored to separate us : it was more than was 
in his power. The bars were up, but the young 
couple — the maid within and the knight without 
— ^were loving each other all the same. The wall 
was built, but Fyramus and Thisbe were whisper- 
ing on either side. In the midst of all his grief 
and perplexity Uncle Lambert had plenty of hu- 
mor, and could not but see that his rdle was rath- 
er a sorry one. Light was beginning to show 
through that lime and rough plaster of the wall : 
the lovers were getting their hands through, then 
their heads through — ^indeed, it was wall's best 
business to retire. 

• I forget what happened stage by stage, and day 
by day ; nor, for the instruction of future ages, 
does it much matter. When my descendants 
have love scrapes of their own, they will find 
their own means of getting out of them. I believe 
I did not go back to Dean Street, but that prac- 
tice of driving in the open air was considered 
most healthful for Miss Lambert. I got a fine 
horse, and rode by the side of her carriage. The 
old woman at Tottenham Court came to know 
both of us quite well, and nod and wink in the 
most friendly manner when we passed by. I 
&ncy the old goody was not unaccustomed to in- 
terest herself in young couples, and has dispensed 
the hospitality of her roadside cottage to more 
than one pair. 

The Doctor and the country air effected a pro- 
digious cure upon Miss Lambert. Hetty always 
attended as duenna, and sometimes of his holi- 
day. Master Charley rode my horse when I got 
into the carriage. What a deal of love-making 
Miss Hetty heard! with what exemplary pa- 
tience she listened to it ! I do not say she went 
to hear the Methodist sermons any more ; but *tis 
certain that when we had a closed carriage she 
would very kindly and considerately look out of 
the window. Then, what heaps of letters there 
were I — what running to and fro! Gumbo's 



bandy legs were fbrever on the trot from my quar- 
ters to Dean Street, and on my account or lier 
own, Mrs. Molly, the girl's maid, was forever 
bringing back answers to Bloomsbury. By the 
time when the autumn leaves began to turn pale 
Miss Theo's roses were in full bloom again, and 
my good Doctor Heberden's cure was pronounced 
to be complete. What else happened during this 
blessed period ? Mr. Warrington completed his 
great tragedy of Pocahontas, which was not only 
accepted by Mr. Garrick this time (his friend. 
Dr. Johnson, having spoken not unfavorably of 
the work), but my friend and cousin, Hagan, was 
engaged by the manager to perform the part of 
the hero, Captain Smith. Hagan's engagement 
was not made before it was wanted. I had 
helped him and his family with means dispropor- 
tioned, perhaps, to my power, especially consid- 
ering my feud with Madam Esmond, whose an- 
swer to my angry missive of April came to mo 
toward autumn, and who wrote back from Vir- 
ginia with war,for war, controlment for control- 
ment. These menaces, however, frightened me 
little : my poor mother's thunder could not reach 
me; and my conscience, or casuistiy, supplied 
me with other interpretations for her texts of 
Scripture, so that her oracles had not the least 
weight with me in frightening me from my pur- 
pose. How my new loves speeded I neither in- 
formed her nor any other members of my mater- 
nal or paternal family, who, on both sides, had 
been bitter against my marriage. Of what use 
wrangling with them ? It was better to carpere 
diem and its sweet loves and pleasures, and to 
leave the railers to grumble, or the seniors to ad- 
vise, at their ease. 

Besides Madam Esmond, I had, it must be 
owned, in the frantic rage of my temporary sep- 
aration, addressed notes of wondrous sarcasm to 
my Uncle Warrington, to my Aunt Madame dc 
Bernstein, and to my Lord or Lady of Castle- 
wood (I forget to which individually), thanking 
them for the trouble which they had taken in 
preventing the dearest happiness of my life, and 
promising them a corresponding gratitude from 
their obliged relative. Business brought the jo- 
vial Baronet and his family to London some* 
what earlier than usual, and Madame de Bern- 
stein was never sony to get back to Clarges 
Street and her cards. I saw them. They found 
me perfectly well. They concluded the match 
was broken off, and I did not choose to unde- 
ceive them. The Baroness took heart at seeing 
how cheerful I was, and made many sly jokes 
about my philosophy, and my prudent behavior 
as a man of the world. She was, as ever, bent 
upon finding a rich match for me : and I fear I 
paid many compliments at her house to a rich 
young soap-boiler's daughter from Mile End, 
whom the worthy Baroness wished to place in 
my arms. 

*< You court her with infinite wit and esprit , 
my dear," says my pleased kinswoman ; ** but 
she does not understand half you say, and the 
other half, I think, frightens her. lliis ton de 
persiflage is very well in our society, but you 
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must be sparing of it, my dear nephew, among 
these roturiers.** 

Miss Badge married a young gentleman of 
royal dignity, though shattered fortunes, from a 
neighboring island ; and I trust Mrs. Mackshane 
has ere this pardoned my lerity. There was an- 
other person besides Miss at my aunt's house who 
did not understand my peraiflage much better 
than Miss henelf ; and that was a lady who had 
seen James the Second's reign, and who was 
alive and as worldly as erer in King George's. 
I loved to be with her ; but that my little folks 
have access to this yolume, I could put down a 
hundred stories of the great old folks whom she 
had known in the great old days — of George the 
First and his ladies, of St. John and Marlbor- 
ough, of his rdgning Majesty and the late Prince 
of Wales, and the causes of the quarrel between 
them — but my modest muse pipes for boys and 
virgins. Son Miles does not care about court 
stories, or if he doth, hath a fresh budget ftom 
Carlton House, quite as bad as the worst of our 
old Baroness. No, my dear wife, thou hast no 
need to shake thy powdered locks at me I Papa 
is not going to scandalize his nursery with Old 
World gossip, nor bring a blush over our chaste 
bread and butter. 

But this piece of scandal I can not help. My 
aunt used to tell it with infinite gusto ; for, to 
do her justice, she hated your would-be good 
people, and sniggered over the fiinlts of the self- 
styled righteous with uncommon satisfiiction. 
In her later days she had no hypocrisy, at least ; 
and in so far was better than some white-washed 
.... Well, to the story. My Lady Warring- 
ton, one of the tallest and the most virtuous of 
her sex, who had goodness forever on her lips 
and *' heaven in her eye," like the woman in 
Mr. Addison's tedious tragedy (which has kept 
the stage, from which some others, which shall 
be nameless, have disappeared), had the world 
in her other eye, and an exceedingly shrewd de- 
sire of pushing hers^f in it. What does she do, 
when my marriage with your ladyship yonder 
was supposed to be broken off, but attempt to 
play off on me those arts which she had tried on 
my poor Harry with such signal ill-success, and 
which fiuled with me likewise I It was not the 
Beauty — Miss Flora was for my master (and 
what a master ! I protest I take off my hat at 
the idea of such an illustrious connection !) — ^it 
was Dora, the Muse, was set upon me to lan- 
guish at me and to pity me, and to read even 
my godless tragedy, and applaud me and con- 
sole me. MeanwhUe, how was the Beauty oc- 
cupied? Will it be believed that my severe 
aunt gave a great entertainment to my Lady 
Yarmouth, presented her boy to him, and placed 
poor little Miles under her ladyship's august pro- 
tection ? That, so far, is certain ; but can it be 
that she sent her daughter to stay at my lady's 
house, which our gracious lord and master daily 
visited^ and with the views which old Aunt Bern- 
stein attributed to her? ** But for that fit of 
apoplexy, my dear," Bernstein said, *' that aunt 
of yours intended there should have been a 



Ommtesa in her own right in the Warrington 
family!"* My neighbor and kinswoman, my 
Lady Claypole, is dead and buried. Grow 
white, ye daisies upon Flora's tomb ! I can see 
my pretty Afiles, in a gay little uniform of the 
Norfolk Militia, led up by his parent to the lady 
whom the king delighted to honor, and the good- 
natured old Jezebel laying her hand upon the 
boy's curly pate. I am accused of being but a 
lukewarm royalist ; but sure I can contrast thoae 
times with ours, and acknowledge the difference 
between the late Sovereign and the present, who, 
bom aBriton, has given to every family in the em- 
pire an example of decorum and virtuous lifcf 

Thus my life sped in the pleasantest of all oc- 
cupation ; and, being so happy myself, I could 
afford to be reconciled to those who, after all, 
had done me no injury, but rather added to the 
zest of my happiness by the brief obstacle which 
they had placed in my way. No specific plans 
were formed, but Theo and I knew that a day 
would come when we need say Farewell no more. 
Should the day befiill a year hence — ten years 
hence — ^we were ready to wait. Day after day 
we discussed our little plans, with Hetty for our 
confidante. On our drives we spied out pretty 
cottages that we thought might suit young peo- 
ple of small means ; we devised all sorts of de- 
lightful schemes and childish economies. We 
were Strephon and Chloe to be sure. A cot 
and a brown loaf should content us ! Gumbo 
and Molly should wait upon us, as indeed they 
had done from that day until this. At twenty 
who is afraid of being poor ? Our trials would 
only confirm our attachment. The ** sweet sor- 
row" of every day's parting but made the mor- 
row's meeting more delightful; and when we 
separated we ran home and wrote eadi other 
those precious letters which we and other young 
gentlemen and ladies write under such cirenm- 
stances ; but though my wife has them all in a 
great tin sugar-box in the closet in her bedroom, 
and, I own, I myself have looked at them once, 
and even thought some of them pretty, I here- 
by desire my heirs and executors to bum them 
all, unread, at our demise ; specially desiring 
my son the Captain (to whom I know the pe- 
rusal of MSS. is not pleasant) to perform this 
duty. Those secrets whispered to the penny- 
post, or delivered between Molly and Gumbo, 
were intended for us alone, and no ears of our 
descendants shall overhear them. 

We heard in successive brief letters how our 
dear Hany continued with the army, as Mr. 
General Amherst's aid-de-camp, after th|e death 
of his own glorious general. By the middle of 
October there came news of the Capitulation of 
Montreal and the whole of Canada, and a brief 
postscript in which Hal said he would ask for 
leave now, and must go and see the old lady at 

* Oompaxe WalpQl6*B letten in Mr. Caimingh«in*i «x. 
eeUent new edition. See the story of the sapper at N. 
Uoose, to show what great noblemen would do for a 
king's mistress, and the pleasant accoant of the waiting 
for the Prlnoe of Wales before Holland Houseu — ^Sditqk. 

t The Warrington Ma is dated 179S.— Eix 
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home, who wrote as sulky as a hare, Captain 
Warrington remarked. I could gness why, 
tbongh the claws conld not reach me. I had 
Mrritten pretty fully to my brother how afiairs 
were standing with me in England. 

Then, on the 26th October, comes the news 
that his Biajesty has fallen down dead at Ken- 
sington, and that George III. reigned oyer us. 
I fear we grieved but little. What do those care 
for the AtridflB, whose hearts are strong only to 
erota mounonf A modest, handsome, brare, 
new Prince, we gladly accept the common re- 
port that he is endowed with every virtue ; and 
we cry hnzzay with the loyal crowd Uiat hails 
his accession : it could make little difference to 
us, as we thought, simple young sweet-hearts, 
whispering our little love-stories'in our comer. 

But who can say how great events affect him? 
Did not our little Charley, at the Chartreuz, 
wish impiously for a new king immediately, be- 
cause on his gracious Majesty's accession Doctor 
Crusitts gave his boys a holiday ? He and I, 
and Hetty and Theo (Miss llieo was strong 
enough to walk many a delightful mile now), 
heard the Heralds proclaim his new Majesty be- 
fore Savile House in Leicester Fields, and a 
pickpocket got the watch and chain of a gentle- 
man hard by us, and was caught and carried to 
Bridewell, all on account of his Majesty's acces- 
sion. Had the King not died, the gentleman 
would not have been in the crowd, the chain 
would not have been seized, the thief would not 
have been caught and soundly whipped : in this 
way many of us, more or less remotely, were im- 
plicated in the great change which ensued, and 
even we humble folks wereaffected by it presently. 

As thus : My Lord Wrotham was a great 
friend of the august family of Savile House^ who 
knew and esteemed his many virtues. Now, of 
all living men, my Lord Wrotham knew and 
loved best his neighbor and old fellow-soldier, 
Martin Lambert, declaring that the world con- 
tained few better gentlemen. And my Lord 
Bute being all-potent, at first, with his Majesty, 
and a nobleman, as I believe, very eager at the 
commencement of his brief and luckless tenure 
of power, to patronize merit wherever he could 
find it, was strongly prejudiced in Mr. Lambert's 
favor by the latter's old and constant friend. 

My (and Harry's) old friend Parson Sampson, 
who had been in and out of jail I don't know how 
many times of late years, and retained an ever- 
enduring hatred for the Esmonds of Castlewood, 
and as lasting a regard for me and my brother, 
was occupying poor Hal's vacant bed at my lodg- 
ings at this time (being, in truth, hunted out of 
his own by the bailiffs). I liked to have Samp> 
son near me, for a more amusing Jack-friar nev- 
er walked in cassock ; and, besides, he entered 
into all my rhapsodies about Miss Theo; was 
never tired(so hevowed)of hearingmetalkof her ; 
admired Pocahontas and Carpezan with, I do 
believe, an honest enthusiasm, and could repeat 
whole passages of those tragediea with an emphasis 
and effect that Barry or Cousin Hagan himself 
could not surpass. Sampson was the go-between 



between Lady Biaria and such of her relations 
as had not disowned her; and, illways in debt 
himself, was never more happy than in drinking 
a pot, or mingling his tears with his friends in 
similar poverty. His acquaintance with pawn- 
brokers' shops was prodigious. He could pro- 
cure more money, he boasted, on^an article than 
any gentleman of his cloth. He never paid his 
own debts, to be sure, bdt he was ready to for- 
give his debtors. Poor as he was, he always 
found means to love and help his needy litde 
sister, and a more prodigal, kindly, amiable 
rogue never probably grinned behind biurs. They 
say that I love to have parasites about me. I 
own to have had a great liking for Sampson, and 
to have esteemed him much better thlm probably 
much better men. 

When he heard how my Lord Bute was ad- 
mitted into the cabinet, Sampson vowed and de- 
clared that his lordship--a great lover of the 
drama, who had been to see Caipezan, who had 
admired it, and who would act the part of the 
King very finely in it — ^he vowed, by George 1 
that my lord must give me a place worthy of my 
birth and merits. He insisted upon it that I 
should attend his lordship's levee. I wouldn't. 
The Esmonds were all as proud as Lucifer; and, 
to be sure, my birth was as good as that of any 
man in Europ)s. Demmyl Where was my 
lord himself when the Esmonds were lords of 
great counties, warriors, and Crusaders ? Where 
were they? Beggarly Scotchmen, without a 
rag to their backs — by George! tearing raw 
fish in their islands. But now the times were 
changed. The Scotchmen were in luck. Mum*8 
the word I " I don't envy him, " says Sampson, 
*'but he shall provide for you and my dearest, 
noblest, heroic Captain ! He shall, by George I ** 
would my worthy parson roar out. And when, 
in the month after his accession, his Majesty or- 
dered the play of Bichard III. at Drury Lane, 
my chaplain cuned, vowed, swore, but he would 
have him to Covent Garden to see Carpezan, too. 
And now, one morning, he bursts into my apart- 
ment, where I happened to lie rather late, wav- 
ing the newspaper in his hand, and singing 
'* Huzza !" with all his might. 

** What is it, Sampson ?" says I. «* Has my 
brother got his promotion ?'* 

'* No, in truth : but some one else has. Hnz- 
zay I huzzay I His Mi^esty has appointed Mijor- 
General Martin Lambert to be Governor and 
Commander-in-Chief of the Island of Jamaica.*' 

I started up. Here was news, indeed ! Mr. 
Lambert would go to his government : and who 
would go with him? I had been supping with 
some genteel young fellows at the "Coooa Tree.*' 
The rascal Gumbo had a note for me from my 
dear mistress on the night previous, conveying 
the same news to me, and had delayed to deliver 
it. Theo begged me to see her at the old place 
at mid-day the next day without fail.* 

* In the Warrington MS. there ia not ft word to uy 
what the '^ old place** waa. Perhapa aome obliging read, 
er of ^^Notea and Qnerlea** trOl be able to Infonn me, and 
irho Mn. Qoodlion wm.— >Edi. 
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There was no little trepidation in onr little 
council when we reached our place of meeting. 
Papa had announced his acceptance of the ap- 
pointment, and his speedy departure. He would 
have a frigate given him, and tcJce his Jamibf 
with him. Merciful Powers I and were we to he 
parted? My Theo*B old deathly paleness re- 
turned to her. Aunt Lamhert thought she would 
have swooned ; one of Mrs. Goodison's girls had 
a hottle of salts, and ran up with it from the 
work-room. "Going away? Going away in 
a frigate, Aunt Lamhert? Going to tear her 
away from me ? Great God ! Aunt Lamhert, I 
shall die 1 " She was better when Mamma came 
up from the work-room with the young lady*8 
bottle of salts. Ton see the women used to meet 
me: knowing dear Theo's delicate state, how 
could they refrain from compassionating her? 
But the General was so busy with his levees and 
his waiting on ministers, and his outfit, and the 
settlement of his aflidrs at home, that they never 
happened to tell him about our little walks and 
meetings; and even when orders for the outfit 
of the ladies were given, Mrs. Goodison, who 
had known and worked for Miss Molly Benson 
as a school-girl (she remembered Miss Esmond 
of Virginia perfectly, the worthy lady told me, 
and a dress she made for the young lady to be 
presented at her Majesty's Ball) — "even when 
the outfit was ordered for the thnse ladies,*' says 
Mrs. Goodison, demurely, "why I thought I 
could do no harm in completing the order." 

Now I need not say in what perturbation of 
mind Mr. Warrington went home in the even- 
ing to his lodgings, after the discussion with the 
ladies of the above news. No, or at least a 
very few, more walks ; no more rides to dear, dear 
Hampstead or beloved Islington ; no more fetch- 
ing and carrying of letters for Gumbo and Molly. 
The former blubbered so, that Mr. Warrington 
was quite touched by his fidelity, and gave him 
a crown piece to go to supper with the poor girl, 
who turned out to be his sweet-heart. What, 
yon too, unhappy Gumbo, and torn from the 
maid you love? I was ready to mingle with 
him tear for tear. 

What a solemn conference I had with Samp* 
son that evening I He knew my affairs, my ex- 
pectations, my mother's anger. Pshaw I that was 
far off, and he knew some excellent liberal peo- 
ple (of the order of Melehisedec) who would dis- 
count the other. The General would not give 
his consent ; Sampson shrugged his broad shoul- 
ders and swore a great roaring oath. My mo- 
ther would not relent ? What then ? A man 
was a man, and to mcke his own way in the 
world ? he supposed. He is only a churl who 
won't play for such a stake as that, and lose or 
win, by George ! shouts the Chaplain over a bot- 
tle of Burgundy at the Bedford Head, where we 
dined. I need not put down our conversation. 
We were two of us, and I think there was only 
one mind between us. Our talk was of a Satur- 
day night 

I did not tell Theo, nor any relative of hers, 



what was being done. But when the dear child 
faltered and talked, trembling, of the coming 
departure, I bade her bear up, and vowed all 
would be well, so confidently, that she, who ever 
has taken her alarms and joys from my fiice 
(I wish, my dear, it were sometimes not so 
gloomy), could not but feel confidence, and 
placed (with many fond words that ne^ not 
here be repeated) her entire trust in me — mur- 
muring those sweet words of Ruth that must 
have comforted myriads of tender hearts in my. 
dearest maiden's plight: that whither I would 
go she would go, and that my people should be 
hers. At last, one day, the General's prepara- 
tions being made, the trunks encumbering the 
passages of the dear old Dean Street lodging, 
which I shall love as long as I shall remember 
at all— one day, almost the last of his stay, when 
the good man (His Excellency we called him 
now) came home to his dinner — a comfortless 
meal enough it was in the present condition of 
the family — ^he looked round the table at the place 
where I had used to sit in happy old days, and 
sighed out: "I wish, Molly, George was here." 

"Do you, Martin?" says Aunt Lambert, 
fiinging into his arms. 

"Yes, I do; but I don't wish yon to choke 
me, Molly," he says. " I love him dearly. I 
may go away and never see him again, and 
take his foolish little sweet-heart along with me. 
I suppose you will write to each other, children? 
I can't prevent that, you know; and until he 
changes his mind, I suppose Miss Theo won't 
obey Papa's orders, and get him out of her fool- 
ish little head. Wilt thou, Theo?" 

" No, dearest, dearest, best Papa!" 

'* What ! more embraces and kisses I What 
does all this mean?" 

" It means that — ^that Geoiige is in the draw- 
ing-room," says Mamma. 

" Is he ? My dearest boy ! " cries the General . 
' * Come to me — come in ! " And when I entered 
he held me to his heart and kissed me. 

I confess at this I was so overcome that I fell 
down on my knees before the dear, good man, 
and sobbed on his own. 

"God bless you, my dearest boy!" he mut- 
ters, hurriedly. " Always loved you as a son — 
haven't I, Molly ? Broke my heart nearly when 
I quarreled, with you about this little — What ! 
— odds marrowbones I — all down on your knees ! 
Mrs. Lambert, pray what is the meaning of all 
this?" 

" Dearest, dearest Papa I I will go with you 
all the same!" whimpers one of the kneeling 
party. " And I will wait — oh ! as long as ever 
my dearest father wants me !" 

" In Heaven's name ! " roars the General, " tell 
me what has happened ?" 

What had happened was, that George Esmond 
Warrington and Theodosia Lambert had been 
married in Southwark that morning, their bans 
having been duly called in the chttrch of a cer- 
tain friend of the Reverend Mr. Sampson. 
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CHAPTER LXXIX. 

CONTAINIHO BOTH COKEDV AND 

We, who hod been active in the gailtj acene 
of ihe morning, fell trcblj guilt; wben we saw 
the effect which our conduct had produced upon 
Jiim, whom, of all othen, we loved and respected. 
The shock to the good man was strange, and 
pitiful to OS to witness who bad administered it. 
The child of his heart had deceived and disobey- 
ed him. I declare I think, m)* dear, now, we 
would not or conid not do it orer again : his 
whole familj had entered into a leagne against 
bim. Dear, kind friend and fatherl We know 
thou hast pardoned our wFoug— in the heaven 
where thou dwelleat among purified spirits who 
learned on earth how to love and pardon 1 To 
lore and forgive were eosj duties with that man. 
Beneficence waa natural to him, and a sweet, 
smiling humility ; and to wound either was to 
be savage and brutal, as to torture a child, or 
strike blows at a nonjiug woman. The deed 
done, alt we guiltj ones groveled in the earth, 
before the man we had injured. I pus over the 
tcenes of forgiveness, of reconciliation, of com- 
mon worship together, of final separation, when 
the good man departed to his government, and the 
ship sailed away before us, leaving me and Theo on 
Che shore. We stood there, hand in hand, hor- 
ribly abashed, silent, and guilty. My wife did not 
come to me till her father went : in the iuterml 
between the ceremony of odt marriage and his de- 
parture she had remained at home, occupying her 
old place by her father and bed by her 
side : he as kind as ever, but the women almost 
speechless among themselves. Aunt Lambert, 
for once, nnkind and fitful in her temper, and 
little Hetty leverish and Btrange, and saying, " I 
wish we were gone. I wish we were gone." 
Though admitted to the hoase, and forgiven, I 
slunk away during those last days, and oiJy saw 



my wife for a minnl« or two in the street, or with 
her family. She was not mine till they were 
gone. We went to Winchester and Hampton 
for what may be called our wedding. It was bat 
a dismal business. For a while we felt utterly 
lonely ; and of our dear father, as if we had bur- 
ied him, or drove him to the grave by our nndo- 
tifolness. 

I made Sampson announce onr marriage in the 
papers. (My wife used to hang down ber head be- 
fore the poor fellow afterward.) ItookUrs. War- 
rington bock to my old lodgings in Bloomsbnry, 
where there was plenty of room for us, and our 
modest married life began, I wrote home a let- 
ter to my mother in Virginia, infoimiug her of 
no particulan, but only that Mr. Lambert being 
about to depart for his government, I considered 
myself bound in honor to fulfill my promise Co- 
ward his dearest daughter ; and sCaCed that I in- 
tended Co cany oat my intention of completing 
my studies for the Bar, and qualifying myself 
for employment aC home, or in our own or any 
other colony. My good Mrs. Mountain an- 
swered this letter by desire of Madam Esmond, 
she said, who thought that, for the sake of peace, 
my communications had best be conducted that 
way. I found rn; relatives in a fury which wai 
perfectly amusing to witnea. The butler's face, 
as he said "Not at home," at my uncle's house 
in Hill Street, was a blank tragedy might have 
been studied by Garrick when he sees Banquo. 
Mj poor little wife was on my arm, and we were 
tripping away, laughing at the fellow's accutil, 
when we came upon my lady in a street stoppage 
in her chair. I took off my hat and made her 
the lowest possible bow. I afFeelionalely asked 
after my dear cousins. " I — I wonder you dare 
n the face!" Lady Warrington gasped 
out. "Nay, don't deprive me of that precious 
privilege," says I. "Move on, Peter," she 
to her chairman. "Your ladyship 
would not impale your husband's own flesh and 
blood, " says I. She rattles up the glass of her 
chur in a fury. I kiss my hand, take off my 
hat, and pa^rm another of my very fin«t bows. 
Walking shortly afterward in Hyde Park with 
my dearest companion, I met my little cousin ex- 
ercising on horseback with a groom behind him. 
as he sees us, he gallops up to us, the 
groom powdering afterward and bawling out, 
"Stop, Master Miles, stop!" "I am not to 
(peak to my cousin," says Miles, "but telling 
you to send my love to Harry is not speaking to 
you. Is it ? Is that my new cousin ? I'm not 
to speak to her. I'm Miles, cousin. 
Sir George Warrington Baronet's son, and you 
are very pretty!" "Now, dure now. Master 
Mites," says the groom, touching bis hat to as ; 
and the boy trots away laughing and looking at 
us over his sboulder. "You see how my rela- 
tions bave determined to treat me," I say to my 
partner. "As if I married you for your rela- 
tions!" says Theo, her eyes beaming yyf and 
love into mine. Ah, how happy we were! how 
brisk and pleasant the winter ! How snug the 
kottle by the fire (where the abashed Sampson 
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sometimes came and made the punch) ; how de- Temple, who admired omr Arcadian felicitj, and 
lightful the night at the theatre, for which our gentlj asked our sympathy for his less fortunate 



friends brought us tickets of admission, and 
where we daily expected our new play of Poca- 
hontas would rival the successes of aU former 
tragedies. 

The fickle old aunt of Clarges Street, who re- 
ceived me on my first coming to London with 
my wife with a burst of scorn, mollified present- 
ly, and as soon as she came to know Theo (whom 
she had pronounced to be an insignificant little 
country-faced chit), fell utterly in love with her, 
and would have her to tea and supper every day 
when there was no other company. " As for 
company, my dears, " she would say, * ^ I don't ask 
you. You are no longer ckt monde. Your mar- 
riage has put .that entirely out of the question." 
So she would have had us come to amuse her, 
and go in and out by the back-«tairs. My wife 
was fine lady enough to feel only amused at this 
reception ; and I must do the Baroness's domes- 
tics the justice to say that had we been duke and 
duchess we could not have been received with 
more respect. Madame de Bernstein wa& very 
much tickled and amused with my story of Lady 
Warrington and the chair. I acted it for her, 
and gave her anecdotes of the pious Baronet's 
lady and her daughters, which pleased the mis- 
chievous, lively old woman. 

The Dowager Countess of Castlewood, now 
established in her house at Kensington, gave us 
that kind of welcome which genteel ladies extend 
to their poorer relatives. We went once or twice 
to her ladyship's drums at Kensington; but 
losing more money at cards, and spending more 
money in coach-hire than I liked to afibrd, we 
speedily gave up those entertainments, and, I 
diEure say^ were no move missed or regretted than 
other people in the fashionable world, who are 
carried by death, debt, or other accident, out of 
the polite sphere. My Theo did not in the least 
regret this exclusion. She had made her ap- 
pearance at one of these drums, attired in some 
little ornaments which her mother left behind 
her, and by which the good lady set some store ; 
but I thought her own white neck was a great 
deal prettier than these poor twinkling stones ; 
and there were dowagers, whose wrinkled old 
bones blazed with rubies and diamonds, which, 
I am sure, they would gladly have exchanged 
for her modest parvre of beauty and freshness. 
Not a soul spoke to her— except, to be sure, 
Beau Lothair, a friend of Mr. Will's, who prowl- 
ed about Bloomsbury afterward, and even sent 
my wife a billet. I met him in Covent Garden 
shortly after, and promised to break his ugly 
face if ever I saw it in the neighborhood of my 
lodgings, and Madam Theo was molested no 
farther. 

The only one of our relatives who came to see 
ns (Madame de Bernstein never came ; she sent 
her coach for us sometimes, or made inquiries 
regarding us by her woman or her major-domo) 
was our poor Maria, who, with her husband, 
Mr. Hagan, often took a share of our homely 
dinner. Then we had friend Spencer, from the 



loves; and twice or thrice the fiunous Doctor 
Johnson came in for a dish of Theo's tea — ^a dish, 
a pailful ! ** And a pail the best thing to feed 
him, Sar!" says Mr. Gumbo, indignantly; for 
the Doctor's appearance was not pleasant, nor 
his linen particular^ white. He snorted, he 
grew red, and sputtered in feeding; he flung his 
meat about, and bawled out in contradicting peo- 
ple : and annoyed my Theo, whom he professed 
to admire greatly, by saying, eveiy time he saw 
her, ** Madam, you do not love me; I see by 
your manner you do not love me : thou^ I ad- 
mire you, and come here for 3rour sake. Here 
is my friend, Mr. Reynolds, that shall paint yon : 
he has no ceruse in his paint-box that is a« brill- 
iant as your complexion." And so Mr. Rey- 
nolds, a most perfect and agreeable gentleman, 
would have painted my wife ; but I knew what 
his price was, and did not choose incur that ex- 
pense. I wish I had now, for the sake of the 
children, that they might see what yonder face 
was like some five-and-thirty years ago. To 
me, madam, 'tis the same now as ever ; and your 
ladyship is always young !" 
< What annoyed Mrs. Warrington with Dr. 
Johnson more than his contradictions, his sput- 
terings, and his dirty nails, was, I think, an 
imfavorable opinion which he formed of my new 
tragedy. Hagan once proposed that he should 
read some scenes fh>m it after tea. 

"Nay, Sir, conversation is better,*' says the 
Doctor. '' I can read for myself, or hear you at 
the theatre. • I had rather hear Mrs. Warring- 
ton's artless prattle than your declamation of 
Mr. Warrington's decasyllabics. Tell us about 
your household afiairs, madam, and whether His 
Ebccellency your father is well, and whether you 
made the pudden and the butter sauce. The 
butter sauce was delicious!" (He loved it so 
well that he had kept a large quantity in the 
bosom of a very dingy shirt.) ** You made it as 
though you loved me — you helped me as though 
you loved me, 'though you don't," 

** Faith, Sir, you are taking some of the pres- 
ent away with you in your waistcoat," says Ha- 
gan, with much spirit. 

"Sir, you are rude!" bawls theDoctor. " You 
are unacquainted with the first principles of po- 
liteness, which is courtesy before ladies. Hav- 
ing received a University education, I am sur- 
prised that you have not learned the rudiments 
of politeness. I respect Mrs. Warrington. I 
should never think of making personal remarks 
abput her guests before her !" 

**Then, Sir," says Hagan, fiercely, "why did 
yon speak of my theatre ?" 

" Sir, you are saucy I" roars the Doctor. 

" De tefabuhj" says the actor. " I think it 
is your waistcoat that is saucy ! Madam, shall 
I make some punch in the way we make it in 
Ireland?" 

The Doctor, pufiing, and purple in the face, 
was wiping the dingy shirt with a still more du- 
bious pocket-handkerchief, which he then applied 
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to hifl forehead. After this exercise, he blew a 
hyperborean whistle, as if to blow his wrath 
awajr. ** It m die me. Sir ; though, as a young 
man, perhaps yon need not have told me so." 

"I drop my point, Sir! If yon have been 
wrong, I am sure I am bound to ask yoor par- 
don for setting you so!" sajrs Mr. Hagan, with 
a fine bow. 

'^Doesn't he look like a god?" says Maria, 
clntching my wife's hand : and indeed Mr. Ha- 
gan did look like a handsome yonng gentleman. 
His color had risen ; he had put his hand to his 
breast with a noble air; Chamont or Castalio 
conld not present himself better. 

** Let me make yon some lemonade. Sir ; my 
Papa has sent ns a box of fresh limes. May we 
send you some to the Temple ?" 

" Madam, if they stay in your house they will 
lose their quality and turn sweet, " says the Doc- 
tor. *'Mr. Hagan, you are a young saucebox, 
that's what you are! Hoi hoi It is I have 
been wrong." 

**0h! my lord, my Polydore!" bleats Lady 
Maria, when she was alone in my wife's drawing- 
room: 

^'^Oh! I eoald hear thee tall; forerer thna! 
EtenuUy admiring; fix and gaze 
On thoee dear ejes! for every glance they send 
Darts throqgh my aonl, and fills my heart with rap- 
ture!' 

Thon knowest not, my Theo, what a pearl and 
paragon of a man my Castalio is I My Chamont 
— ^my — Oh! dear me, child, what a pity it is 
that, in your husband's tragedy, he should hare 

^ to take the horrid name of Captain Smith!" 
Upon this tragedy not only my literary hopes 
but much of my financial prospects were found- 
ed. My brother's debts discharged, my mother's 
drafts from home duly honored, my own expenses 
paid (which, though moderate, were not incon- 
siderable), pretty nearly the whole of my patri- 
mony had been spent ; and this auspicious mo- 
ment I must choose for my marriage I I could 
raise money on my inheritance: that was not 
impossible, though certainly costly. My mother 
could not leave her eldest son without a mainte- 
nance, whaterer our quarrels might be. I had 
health, strength, good wits, some friends, and 
reputation — above all, my famous tragedy, which 
the manager had promised to perform ; and upon 
the proceeds of this I counted for my present 
support. What becomes of the arithmetic of 
youth ? How do we then calculate that a hun- 
dred pounds is a maintenance, and a thousand a 
fortune ? How did I dare to play against For- 
tune with such odds ? I succeeded, I remember, 
in convincing my dear General; and he left 
home convinced that his son-in-law had for the 
present necessity at least a score of hundred 
pounds at his command. He and his dear Molly 
had begun life with less, and the ravens had some- 
how always fed them. As for the women, the 
question of poverty was one of pleasure to those 
sentimental souls ; and Aunt Lambert, for her 
part, declared it would be wicked and irreligious 

, to doubt of a provision being made for her chil- 



dren. Was the righteous ever forsaken ? did the 
just man ever have to beg his bread ? She knew 
better than that. **No, no, my dears! I am not 
going to be afraid on thcU account, I warrant 
you. Look at me and my General ! " 

Theo believed all I said, and wished to believe 
myself. So we actually began life upon a cap- 
ital of five acts and about three hundred pounds 
of ready money in hand ! 

Well, the time of the appearance of the famous 
tragedy drew near, and my friends canvassed the 
town to get a body of supporters for the open- 
ing night. I am ill at asking favors from the 
great ; but when my Lord Wrotham came to 
London, I went, with Theo in my hand, to wait 
on his lordship, who received us kindly, out of 
regard for his old friend her father ; though he 
good-naturedly shook a finger at me (at which 
my little wife hung down her head) for having 
stole a march on the good General. However, 
he would do his best for her father's daughter ; 
hoped for a success ; said he had heard great 
things of the piece ; and engaged a number of 
places for himself and his friends. But this pa- 
tron secured, I had no other. '* Mon cher, at 
my age, " says the Baroness, '* I should bore my- 
self to death at a tragedy : but I will do my best, 
and I will certainly send my people to the boxes. 
Yes ; Case, in his best black, looks like a noble- 
man ; and Brett, in one of my gowns, has Afanx 
air de moi which is quite distinguished. Put 
down my name for two in the front boxes! 
Good-by, my dear! Bonne chance!" The 
Dowager Countess presented compliments (on 
the back of the nine of clubs), had a card-party 
that night, and was quite sorry she and Fanny 
could not go to my tragedy. As for my Uncle 
and Lady Warrington, they were out of the ques- 
tion. After the affair of the sedan-chair I might 
as well have asked Queen Elizabeth to go to Dm- 
ry Lane. These were all my friends — that host of 
aristocratic connections about whom poor Samp- 
son had bragged, and on the strength of whom 
the manager, as he said, had given Mr. Hagan 
his engagement ! Where was my Lord Bute ? 
Had I not promised his lordship should come? 
he asks, snappishly taking snuff (how different 
from the brisk and engaging and obsequious lit- 
tle manager of six months ago !). ' ' I promised 
Lord Bute should come?" '*Yes," says Mr. 
Garrick ; '* and her Royal Highness the Princess 
of Wales, and his Majesty too!" Poor Samp- 
son owned that he, buoyed up by vain hopes, 
had promised the appearance of these august 
personages. 

The next day, at rehearsal, matters were 
worse still, and the manager in a fury. *' Great 
Heavens! Sir," says he, 'Mnto what a pretty 
guet-a-pent have you led me! Look at that 
letter. Sir! Bead that letter I" and he hands 
me one: 

** Mt niAB Sib [said the 1ettef],~I have seen his Lord- 
ship, and eonveyed to him Mr. Warrington's request 
that he would honor the tragedy of ^Pocahontas* by his 
presence. His Lordship la a patron at the drama, and a 
magnificent friend of all the liberal arts; but he desires 
me to say that he can not think of attending himself, 



THE VIRGIHIANS. 



maeh Ie« of ukli^ hk Onclou HuMr lo wlUua the 

parDmniuies of m pl>)'i ■ priiKlpil purt 1b which It glTcn 

dughlcr of OM at tdi lliietlfi DobDltTl 1 am 7«ir 
wvU-vlsher, fUimma U'Dnrr. 

"Urn. D, Oiftufv, M ik> T^dm Vojsf 1b Dntf Lu*,'' 

My poor Theo had a nice dinner w&itiiig for 
me after the reheaistil. I pleaded fadgne 'as the 
reawn for looking M pale. I did not dare to 
coavej to her this dre«dfnl newa. 



CHAPTER LXXX- 



Thb English public not beiag so vel 
qntunied with the histoiy oT Focaboniaa aj we 
of Virginia, who still lore the memory of that 
simple and kindlj creature, Mr. Warrington, at 
the enggeation of his friends, made a little hallad 
about this Indian priDcesa, which was printed in 
the msgaiinca a few days before the appearance 
of the tragedy. This proceeding Sampaon and 
1 considered to be very artful and ingenions. 
''It is like ground-bait. Sir," says the enthnain*- 
ticparson, "and yon will seetheflsh riseininul- 
titndea on the great day ! " Hs and Spencer de- 
clared that the poem was diacusaed and admired 
at sereral coffee-houses in tbrir hearing, and that 
it had been attributed to Mr. Mason, Mr.' Cow- 
per of the Temple, and even to the fkmoas Mr. 
Gray. I believe poor Sam had himself set abroad 
tbeae reports; and, if Shakapeare had been 
named as (be author of the tragedy, would hare 
declated Pocahontaa to be one of the poet's best 
perlbrmances. I made acqnainlance with bn 
Captain Smith, as a boy in my grandfathi 
library nt home, where I remember how I would 
sit at the good old man's knees, with my faTor- 



ilume on my own, apdling out the exploits 
r Virginian hero. I laied lo read of Smith's 
traTela, auflerings, captivities, escapes, not only 
America but Europe. I become a child again 
almost as I lake from the shelf before me in En- 
gland the familiar volume, and all sorts of rec- 
ollections of my early home come crowding over 
my mind. The old grandfather would make 
pictures for me of Smith doing battle with the 
Turks on the Danube, or led out by our Indian 
savage* to death. Ah, what a terrific fight was 
that iit which he was engaged with the three 
Tut^h champions, and how I used to delist 
over the story of his combat with Bonny Holgiv, 
the laat and most dreadful of the three I What 
a name Bonny Molgro was, and with what a pro- 
digious turbaii, cimeter, and whiskers we i«pt»- 
sented him! Having alain and taken off tlie 
heads of his first two enemied. Smith and Bonny 
Molgro met, falling to (says my favorite old 
book) "with their battle-axes, whose paerciDg 
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other, to have scarce sense to keep their saddles : 
especially the Christian received anch a wound 
that he lost his battle-axe, whereat the supposed 
conquering Turke had a great shout from the 
nunpirea. Tet, by the readinesse of hii hone, 
and his great judgment and deiteritie, he not 
only avoided the Tnrke's blows, but, having 
drawn hia falchion, ao pierced the Tarhe under 
the cutlets, through bode and body, that though 
hee alighted from his horse, hee stood not long, 
ere hn lost bis head a> the rttt had done. In 
reward for which deed, Duke Sej^amnndns gave 
him 3 Turke's head in a shield fbr armes and 
aoo Duckata yeerely for a pension. " I^sdaining 
time and place (with that daring which is the 
privilege of poets) in my tragedy, Smith is nude 
to perform similar exploits on the banks of our 
Potowmac and James's River. Our ' ' grosnd- 
bait" verses ran thus : 

POCAHOKTAa 
Wurled um ud broken ivord 
Wigs Id vsId Ibe dofpenle ttght : 

He li but > ilngle knight. 
Hark 1 k cry of trtumph itirfU 

A^ Willi Iwentf MwdlDg woundi', 
Blnki the wuiior, Sghtlng itfU. 

Now tber dnp Iha fatij pjre. 
Anil ttae toivb of d«tb tber Ugkl : 

Who vOl ihleld Ihs uptlTS knlgbt r 

Bound Ihe lUko with fiendish riy 
Wh«el SBd dkoce the Hvege ciowd. 
Cold llw vleUm'e mien ind proud, 

And hla bnut la bsred to die. 

Who wfll ihMd tha harien heutt 
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Fondly to his hetrt she elfaigs. 
And her bosom guards his life I 

In the iroods of PoirhAttan, * 

StUl *tis told, by Indian fires, 
How a daoghter of their sires 

Saved the captive RngHshman. 

I need not describe at length the plot of my 
tragedy, as my children can take it down from 
the shelves any day and peruse it for themselves. 
Nor shall I, let me add, be in a hnrry to offer to 
read it again to my young folks, since Captain 
Miles and the parson both chose to fall • asleep 
last Christmas, when, at Mamma's request, I read 
aloud a couple of acts. But any person having 
a moderate acquaintance with plays and novels 
can soon, out of the above sketch, fill out a pic- 
ture to his liking. An Indian king ; a loving 
princess, and her attendant, in love with the 
British captain's servant ; a traitor in the En- 
glish fort ; a brave Indian warrior, himself enter- 
taining an unhappy passion for Pocahontas ; a 
medicine-man and priest of the Indians (very well 
played by Palmer), capable of eveiy treason, strat- 
agem, and crime, and bent upon the torture and 
death of the English prisoner — ^these, with the 
accidents of the wilderness, the war-dances and 
cries (which Gumbo had learned to mimic very 
accurately from the red people at home), and the 
arrival of the English fleet, with allusions to the 
late glorious victories in Canada, and the determ- 
ination of Britons ever to rule and conquer in 
America, some of us not unnaturally thought 
might contribute to the success of our tragedy. 

But I have . mentioned the ill omens which 
preceded the day ; the difficulties which a pee- 
vish, and jealous, and timid management threw 
in the way of the piece, and the violent prejudice 
which was felt against.it -in certain high quar- 
ters. What wonder then, I ask, that Pocahontas 
should have turned out not to be a victory ? I 
laugh to scorn the malignity of the critics who 
found fault with the performance. Pretty critics, 
forsooth, who said that Carpezan was a mas- 
ter-piece, while afar superior and more elaborate 
work received only their sneers ! I insist on it 
that Hagan acted his part so admirably that a 
certain actor and manager of the theatre might 
well be jealous of him ; and that, but for the 
cabal made outside, the piece would have suc- 
ceeded. '. The order had been given that the play 
should not succeed ; so at least Sampson declared 
to me. '*The house swarmed with Macs, by 
George, and they should have the gaUeries wash- 
ed with brimstone," the honest fellow swore, and 
always vowed that Mr. Garrick himself would not 
have had the piece succeed for the world ; and 
was never in such a rage as during that grand 
scene in the second act, where Smith (poor Ha«> 
(^an) being botmd to the stake, Pocahontas comes 
and saves him, and when the whole house was 
thrilling with applause and sympathy. 

Any body who has curiosity sufficient may 
refer to the published tragedy (in the octavo 
form, or in the subsequent splendid quarto edition 
of my Collected Works, and Poems Original and 
Translated), and say whether the scene is with- 
out merit, whether t&e verses are not elegant, 



the language rich and noble ? One of the causes 
of the failure was my actual fidelity to history. 
I had copied myself at the Museum, and tinted 
neatly a figure of Sir Walter Raleigh in a frill 
and beard ; and (my dear Theo giving some of 
her mother's best kce for the ruff) we dressed 
Hagan accurately after this drawing, and no man 
could look better. Miss Pritchard as Pocahon- 
tas, I dressed too as a red Indian, having seen 
enough of that costume in my own experience at 
home. Will it be believed the house tittered 
when she first appeared ? They got used to her, 
however ; but just at the moment when she rushes 
into the prisoner's arms, and a number of people 
were actually in tears, a fellow in the pit bawls 
out, <*Bedad! Here's the Belle Savage kissing 
the Saracen's Head;" on which an impertinent 
roar of laughter sprang up in the pit^ breaking 
out with fitful explosions during the remainder 
of the performance. As the wag in Mr. Sheri- 
dan's amusing " Critic" admirably says about 
the morning guns, the play-wrights were not con- 
tent with one of them, but must fire two or three ; 
so with this wretched pot-house joke of the Belle 
Savage (the ignorant people not knowing that 
Pocahontas herself was the very Belle Sauvage 
from whom the tavern took its name!). My 
friend of the pit repeated it ad nauseam during 
the performance, and as each new character ap- 
peared, saluted him by the name of some tavern — 
for instance, the English governor (with a long 
beard) he called the ''Goat and Boots;" his 
lieutenant (Barker), whose face certainly was 
broad, the ' ' Bull and Mouth, " and so on ! And 
the curtain descended amidst a shrill storm of 
whistles and hisses, which especially assailed 
poor Hagan eveiy time he opened his lips. 
Sampson saw Master Will in the green boxes, 
with some pretty acquaintances of his, and has 
no doubt that the treacherous scoundrel was one 
of the ringleaders in the conspiracy. ''I would 
have flung him over into the pit," the faithful 
fellow said (and Sampson was man enough to 
execute his threat), *' but I saw a couple of Mr. 
Nadab's followers prowling about the lobby, and 
was obliged to sheer off." And so the eggs we 
had counted on selling at market were broken, 
and our poor hopes lay shattered before us I 

I looked in at the house from the stage before 
the curtain was lifted, and saw it pretty well 
filled, especially remarking Mr. Johnson in the 
front boxes, in a laced waistcoat, having his 
friend Mr. Reynolds by his side ; the latter could 
not hear, and the former dbuld not see, and so 
they came good-naturedly h deux to form an opin- 
ion of my poor tragedy. I could see Lady Maria 
(I knew the hood she wore) in the lower galleiy, 
where she once more had the opportunity of sit- 
ting and looking at her beloved actor performing 
a principal character in a piece. As for Theo, 
she fairly owned that, unless I ordered her, she 
had rather not be present, nor had I any such 
command to give, for, if things v/ent wrong, I 
knew that to see her suffer would be intolerable 
pain to myself, and so acquiesced in her desire to 
keep away. 
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Being of a pretty equanimoufi disposition, and, 
as I flatter myself, able to bear good or evil for- 
tune without disturbance, I myself, after taking 
a light dinner at the Bedford, went to the theatre 
a short while before the commencement of the 
play, and proposed to remain there until the 
defeat or victoiy was decided. I own now, I 
could not help seeing which way the &,te of the 
day was likely to turn. There was something 
gloomy and disastrous in the general aspect of 
all things around. Miss Pritchard had the 
headache, the barber who brought home Hagan's 
wig had powdered it like a wretch. Among 
the gentlemen and ladies in the green-room I 
saw none but doubtful faces ; and the manager 
(a very flippant not to say impertinent gentle- 
man, in my opinion, and who himself on that 
night looked as dismal as a mute at a funeral) 
had the insolence to say to me, ^^For Heaven's 
sake, Mr. Warrington, go and get a glass of 
punch at the Bedford, and don't frighten us all 
here by your dismal countenance!" ''Sir," 
says I, ** I have a right, for five shillings, to 
comment upon your face, but I never gave yon 
any authority to make remarks upon mine." 
"Sir,** says he in a pet, *' I most heartily wish 
I had never seen your face at all!" "Tours, 
Sir,** said I, "has often amused me greatly; 
and when painted for Abel Drugger is exceed- 
ingly comic** — and indeed I have always done 
Mr. 6. the justice to think that in low comedy 
he was unrivaled. 

I made him a bow, and walked off to the cof- 
fee-house, and for five years after never spoke a 
word to the gentleman, when he apologized to 
me, at a nobleman*8 house where we chanced to 
meet. I said I had utterly forgotten the circum- 
stance to which he alluded, and that, on the first 
night of a play, no doubt, author and manager 
were flurried alike. And added, " After all, 
there is no shame in not being made for the thea- 
tre. Mr. Garrick — ^youwere." A compliment 
with which he appeared to be as well pleased as 
I intended he should. 

Fidus Achates ran over to me at the end of 
the first act to say that all things were going 
pretty well ; though he confessed to the titter in 
the house upon Miss Pritchard*8 first appearance, 
dressed exactly like an Indian Princess. 

"I can not help it, Sampson,'* said I (filling 
him a bumper of good punch), "if Indisois are 
dressed so.'* 

" Why,'* says he, " would you have had Ca- 
ractacus painted blue like an ancient Briton, or 
Bonduca with nothing but a cow-skin?** And 
indeed it may be that the fidelity to history was 
the cause of the ridicule cast on my tragedy, in 
which case I, for one, am not ashamed of its de- 
feat. 

After the second act my aid-de-camp came 
fVom the field with dismal news indeed. I don't 
know how it is that, nervous before action,* in 

* The writer teenifl to contndlct himself heraii haying 
Jasthoacted of poasesaing a pretty eqnanlmoiu dispoaition I 
He was probably mtekaken in his own estimate of himaeli^ 
aa other folks have been beaidea. — En. 



disaster I become pretty cool and cheerful. ' 'Are 
things going ill ?'* says I. I call for my reckon- 
ing, put on my hat, and march to the theatre as 
calmly as if I was going to dine at the Temple. 
Fidus Achates walking by my side, pressing my 
elbow, kicking the link-boys out of the way, and 
crying, " By George, Mr. Warrington, you are 
a man of spirit — a Trojan, Sir ! ** So there were 
men of spirit in Troy, but, alas I fate was too 
strong for thenL 

At any rate, no man can say that I did not 
bear my misfortune with calmness : I could no 
more help the clamor and noise of the audience 
than a captain can help the howling and hissing 
of the storm in which his ship goes down. But 
I was determined that the rushing waves and 
broken masts should impavidum Jerientf and 
fiatter myself that I bore my calamity without 
flinching. "Not Kegulus, my dear Madam, 
could step into his barrel more coolly, '* Sampson 
said to my wife. 'TIS unjust to say of men of 
the parasitic nature, that they are unfiuthfhl in 
misfortune. Whether I was prosperous or poor, 
the wild parson was equally true and friendly, 
and shared our crust as eagerly as ever he had 
partaken of our better fortune. 

I took my place on the stage, whence I could 
see the actors of my poor piece, and a portion of 
the audience who condemned me. I suppose 
the pe rform ers gave me a wide berth, out of 
pity for me. I must say that I think I was as 
little moved as any spectator, and that no one 
would have judged from my mien that I was the 
unlucky hero of the night. 

But my dearest Theo, when I went home, 
looked so pale and white, that I saw from the 
dear creature's countenance that the knowledge 
of my disaster had preceded my return. Spencer, 
Sampson, Cousin Hagan, and Lady Maria were 
to come after the play, and congmtnlate the au- 
thor, God wot I (Poor Miss Pritchard was en- 
gaged to us likewise, but sent word that I must 
understand that she was a great deal too unwell 
to sup that night.) My friend the gardener of 
Bedford House had given my wife his best flowers 
to decorate her little table. There they were ; 
the poor little painted standards — and the battle 
lost ! I had borne the defeat well enough, but 
as I looked at the sweet pale fiice of the wife 
across the table, and those artless trophies of 
welcome which she had set up for her hero, I 
confess my courage gave way, and my heart 
felt a pang almost as keen as any that ever has 
smitten it. 

Our meal, it may be imagined, was dismal 
enough, nor was it rendered much gayer by the 
talk we strove to carry on. Old Mrs. Hagan 
was luckily very ill at this time, and her disease, 
and the incidents connected with it, a great bless- 
ing to us. Then we had his Majesty's approach- 
ing marriage, about which there was a talk. 
(How well I remember the most fiitile incidents 
of the day : down to a tune which a carpenter 
was whistling by my side at the play-house, just 
before the dreaiy curtain fell.) Then vre talked 
about the death of good Mr. Richardson, the an- 
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thorof "FameU" tmd "Clarissa," whoeevrorks 
we all admired exceedingly. And aa we lalked 
aboDt "Clonssa," my wife look on herself to wipe 
her eyes once or twice, and say, faintly, ' ' Yon 
know, mj lore. Mamma and I coold never help 
crying over that dear book. Oh my dearest, dear- 
est mother" (she adds), " how I wish she could 
be with me now 1 " This was an occasion for 
more open leuv, for of course a young lady may 
natoially weep for her absent tnother. And then 
we mixed a glootny bowl with Jamaica limes, 
and drank to the health of his Excellency the 
Gorernor : and then, for a second toast, I Slled 
a hamper, and with a smiling (ace drank to 
"onr better fortune I" 

This was too mnch. The two women flnng 
themselTCS into each other's arms, and irrigated 
eachother's neck-handkerchiefs with tears. "Oh, 
Maria] Is not — is not my George good and 
kind?" sobsTheo. " Look at my Hagan— how 
great, how godlike he was in his part," gasps 
Maria. " It was a besally cabal which threw 
him over— and I oonld plnnge this knife into Mr. 
Garrick's black heart— the odious little wretch;" 
and she grasps a weapon at her side. But throw- 
ing it preaently down, the enthnsiastic creatare 
mshee np to her lord and master, flings her anns 
round him, and embraces him in the presence of 
the little company. 

I am not sure whether some one else did not 
do likewise. We were all in a slate of extreme 
excitement and enthosiasm. In the miilst of 
grief, Love the consoler appears among ns, and 
BOothes Ds with snch fond blandishments and 
tender conssea that one scarce wishes the ca- 
lamity away. Two or three days afterward, on 
onr birthday, a letter vras brought me in my 
study, which contained the following lines : 
FROM POCAHONTAS. 
Rfltnrnlng from the cnwl fight 
How pftle uid ^int tppun m^ knight 1 

"Why nek, mj lore, your vonuds to hldef 
Of deem r<»r EnglUh girl nftuld 



Id be erer near; 

' of 01 er ma tetUe, 






Kit boHm irlth n 



TaonM gUddsn u II Mt the imut. 
And thuik tbs hud Ihst flniig Iha dirt 
I do not say the verses are very good, bnt that 
I like them as well as if they were — and that the 
litce of the writer (whose sweet young voice I lancy 
I can hear as I hum tbs lines), when I went into 
her drawing-room after getting the letter, and 
when I saw her blushing and blessing me — 
seemed to me more beantifnl than any I can 
fancy ont o( heaven. 



CHAPTER LXXXI. 



I BATE already described my pteseni fcelinj^ 
as an elderly gentleman regarding that rBsh jump 
into matrimony which I persuaded my dear part- 
ner to take with me when we were both scarce 
oat of our teens. As a man and a father — with 
a due sense of the necessity of mutton chops 
and the importance of paying the baker — with a 
pack of rash children round about us who might 
be running off to Scotland to-morrow, and plead- 
ing Papa's and Maraloa's example for their im- 
pertinence, I know that I ought to be very c«D- 
tious in narrating this early part of the married 
life of Geo. Warrington, Esquire, and Theodosia 
his wife — to call out mea ai^a, and put on a de- 
mure air, and, sitting in mj comfortable easy- 
chair here, profess to be in a while sheet and on 
the stool of repentance, ofl'eriug myself tip as a 
warning to imprudent and hot-headed youth. 

But, truth to say, that married life, regarding 
which my dear relatives prophesied so gloomily,' 
has disappointed all those prudent and respect- 
able people. It has had its trials ; but I can re- 
member them without bitterness — its passionate 
griefs, of which time, by Ciod's^nd ordinance, 
has been the benign consoler — its days of pover- 
ty, which we bore, who endured it, to the won- 
6er of our sympathizing relatives looking on — 
its precious rewards and blessings, so great that I 
scarce dare to whisper them to this page, tospetdt 
of them, save with awful respect and to One Ear, 
to which are offered np the prayers and thanks 
of all men. To many wiihoat a competence is 
wrong and dangerous, no donbt, and a crime 
against our social codes ; hut do not scores of 
thousands of our fellow-beings commit the crime 
every year with no other trust but in Heaven, 
health, and their labor ? Are yoniig people en- 
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tering into the married life not to take hope into 
account, nor dare to begin their housekeeping 
until the cottage is completelj furnished, the 
cellar and larder stocked, the cupboard full of 
plate, and the strong box of money ? The in- 
crease and multiplication of the world would 
stop were the laws which regulate the genteel 
part of it to be made universal. Our gentle- 
folks tremble at the brink in their silk stockings 
and pumps, and wait for whole years, until they 
find a bridge or a gilt barge to carry them across ; 
our poor do not fear to wet their bare feet, plant 
them in the brook, and trust to fate and strength 
to bear them over. Who would like to consign 
his daughter to poverty ? Who would counsel 
his son to undergo the countless risks of poor 
married life, to remove the beloved girl from 
comfort and competence, and subject her to debt, 
misery, privation, friendlessness, sickness, and 
the hundred gloomy consequences of the res an- 
gusta domi. I look at my own wife, and ask her 
pardon for having imposed a task so fraught with 
Iiain and danger upon one so gentle. I think of 
the trials she endured, and am thankful for them 
and for that unfailing love and constancy with 
which God blessed her and strengthened her to 
bear them all. On this question of marriage I am 
not a fair judge : my own was so imprudent and 
has been so happy, that I must not dare to give 
young people counsel. I have endured poverty, 
but scarcely ever found it otherwise than tolera- 
ble ; had I not undergone it, I never could have 
known the kindness of friends, the delight of 
gratitude, the surprising joys and consolations 
which sometimes accompany the scanty meal 
and narrow fire, and cheer the long day's labor. 
This at least is certain, in respect of the lot of 
the decent poor, that a great deal of superfluous 
pity is often thrown away upon it. Good-na- 
tured fine folks, who sometimes stepped out of 
the sunshine of their riches into our narrow ob- 
scurity, were blinded,. as it were, while we could 
see quite cheerfully and clearly : they stumbled 
over obstacles which were none to us : they were 
surprised at the resignation with which we drank 
small-beer, and that we could heartily say grace 
over such very cold mutton. 

The good General, my fieither-in-law, had mar- 
ried his Molly when he was a subaltern of a foot 
regiment, and had a purse scarce better filled 
than my own. They had had their ups and 
downs of fortune. I think (though my wife will 
never confess to this point) they had married as 
people could do in their yotmg time, without pre- 
viotisly asking Papa's and Mamma's leave. * At 
all events, they were so well pleased with their 
oTvn good luck in matrimony that they did not 
grudge their children's, and were by no means 
frightened at the idea of any little hardships 
which we in the course of our married life might 
1)0 called upon to undergo. And I suppose when 
I made my own pecuniary statements to Mr. 
Lambert} I was anxious to deceive both of us. 

* The Editor has looked through Bam*8 Reglstera of 
Fleet Marriages without finding the namea of Martin 
Lambert and Mary Benran. 



Believing me to be master of a couple of thou- 
sand pounds, he went to Jamaica quite easy in 
his mind as to his darling daughter's comfort and 
maintenance, at least for some years to come. 
After paying the expenses of his Emily's outfit, 
the worthy man went away not much richer than 
his son-in-law: and a few trinkets, and some 
lace of Aunt Lambert's, with twenty new guin- 
eas in a purse which her mother and sisters made 
for her, were my Theo's marriage portion. But 
in valuing my stock I chose to count as a good 
debt a sum which my honored mother never could 
be got to acknowledge up to the day when the 
resolute old lady was called to pay the last debt 
of all. The sums I had disbursed for her, she 
argued, were spent for the improvement and main- 
tenance of the estate which was to be mine at her 
decease. What money she could spare was to 
be for my poor brother, who had nothing ; who 
would never have spent his own means had he 
not imagined himself to be sole heir of the Vir- 
ginian Property, as he would have been — the good 
lady took care to emphasize this point in many 
of her letters — ^but for half an hour's accident of 
birth. He was now distinguishing himself in the 
service of his king and country. To purchase 
his promotion was his mother's — she should sup- 
pose his brother's duty ! When I had finished 
my bar studies, and my dramatic amusetnents, 
Madam Esmond informed me that I was welcome 
to retiu-n home and take that place in our colony 
to which my birth entitled me. This statement 
she communicated to me more than once through 
Mountain, and before the news of my maniage 
had reached her. 

There is no need to recall her expressions of 
maternal indignation when she was informed of 
the step I had taken. On the pacification of 
Canada my dear Harry asked for leave of ab- 
sence, and dutifully paid avisit to Vir^^nia. He 
wrote, describing his reception at home, and the 
splendid entertaiimients which my mother made 
in honor of her son. Castlewood, which she had 
not inhabited since our departure for Europe, 
was thrown open again to our friends of the colo- 
ny ; and the friend of Wolfe, and the soldier of 
Quebec, was received by all our acquaintance 
with every becoming honor. Some dismal quar- 
rels, to be sure, ensued, because my brother per- 
sisted in maintaining his friendship with Colonel 
Washington, of Mount Vernon, whose praises 
Harry never was tired of singing. Indeed, I al- 
low the gentleman every virtue ; and in the strug- 
gles which terminated so fatally for England a 
few years since I can admire as well as his warm- 
est friends General Washington's glorious con- 
stancy and success. 

If these battles between Harry and our mother 
were frequent, as, in his letters, he described them 
to be, I wondered, for my part, why he should 
continue at home. One reason naturally sug- 
gested itself to my mind, which I scarcely liked 
to conmiunicate to Mrs. Warrington ; for we had 
both talked over our dear- little Hetty's romantic 
attachment for my brother, and wondered that he 
had never discovered it. I need not say, I sup- 
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poee, that my gentleman had found some young 
ladj at home more to his taste than our dear 
Hester, and hen6e accounted for his prolonged 
stay in Virginia. 

Presently there came, in a letter from him, 
not a full confession but an admission of this in- 
teresting fact. A person was described, not 
named — a Being all beauty and perfection, like 
other young ladies under similar circumstances. 
My wife asked to see the letter: I could not 
help showing it, and handed it to her, with a 
very sad face. To my surprise she read it with- 
out exhibiting any corresponding sorrow of her 
own. 

'* I have thought of this before, my love," I 
said ; ** I feel with you for your disappointment 
regarding poor Het^." 

" Ah I poor Hetty," says Theo, looking down 
at the carpet. 

" It would never have done," says I. 
*' No — they would not have been happy," sighs 
Theo. 

"How strange he never should have found 
out her secret!" I continued. 

She looked me full in the face with an odd 
expression. 

" Pray, what does that look mean ?" I asked. 
*' Nothing, my dear — ^nothing 1 only I am not 
surprised!" says Theo, blushing. • 

" What 1" I ask,- **can there be another ?" 
" I am sure I ne^er said so, George," says the 
lady, hurriedly. ** But if Hetty has overcome 
her childish folly, ought we not all to be glad ? 
Do you gentlemen suppose that you only are to 
fall in love and grow tired, indeed ?" 

'* What I" I say, with a strange commotion of 
my mind, ''do you mean to tell me, Theo, that 
you ever cared for any one but me ?" 

*'0h, George!" she whimpers, ''when I was 
at school, there was — ^there was one of the boys 
of Doctor Backhouse's school, who sate in the 
loft next to us ; and I thought, he had lovely 
eyes, and I was so shocked when I' recognized 
him behind the counter at Mr. Grigg's, the mer- 
cer's, when I went' to buy a cloak for baby, and 
I wanted to tell yon, my dear, and I didn't know 
how!" 

I went to see this creature with the lovely eyes, 
having made my wife describe the fellow's dress 
to me, and I saw a little bandy-legged wretch in 
a blue camlet coat, with his red hair tied with a 
dirty ribbon, about 'whom I forbore generously 
even to reproach my wife ; nor will she ever know 
that I have looked at the fellow until she reads 
the confession in this page. If our wives saw us 
as we are, I thought, would they love us as they 
do ? Are we as much mistaken in them as they 
in us? I look into one candid. face at least, 
and think it never has deceived me. 

Lest I should encourage my young people to 
an imitation of my own imprudence, I will not 
tell them with how small a capital Mrs. Theo ! 
and I commenced life. The unfortunate trage- ! 
dy brought us nothing; though the reviewers, ! 
since its publication of late, have spoken not un- 
favorably as to its merits, and Mr. Kemble him- ; 
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I self has done ^e the honor to commend it. Our 
kind friend, Lord Wrotham, was for having the 
piece published by subscription, and sent me a 
bank-note, with a request that I would let him 
have a hundred copies for his friends ; but I was 
always averse to that method of levying money, 
and, preferring my poverty sine dote, locked up 
my manuscript, with my poor girl's verses insert- 
ed, at the first page. I know not why the piece 
should have given such offense at court, except 
for the fact that an actor who had run off with 
an earl's daughter performed a principal part in 
the play ; but I was told that sentiments, which 
I had put into the mouths of some of the Indian 
characters (who were made declaim against am- 
bition, the British desire of rule, and so forth), 
were pronounced dangerous and unconstitution- 
al ; so that the little hope of royal favor, which 
I might have had, was quite taken away from 
me. 

What was to be done? A few months after 
the failure of the tragedy, as I counted up the 
remains of my fortune (the calculation was not 
long or difficult), I came to the conclusion that 
I must beat a retreat out of my pretty apartments 
in Bloomsbury, and so gave warning to our good 
landlady, informing her that my wife's health re- 
quired that we should have lodgings in the coun- 
try. But we went no farther than Lambeth, 
our faithful Gumbo and Molly following us ; and 
here, though as poor as might be, we were wait- 
ed on by a maid and a lackey in livery, like any 
folks of condition. You may be sure kind rela- 
tives cried out against our extravagance; in- 
deed, are they not the people who find Qur faults 
out for us, and proclaim them to the rest of 
the world ? 

Betuming home from London one day, whith- 
er I had been on a visit to some booksellers, I 
recognized the family arms and livery on a grand 
gilt chariot which stood before a public house 
near to our lodgings. A few loitering inhabit- 
ants were gathered round the splendid vehicle, 
and looking with awe at the footmen, resplendent 
in the sun, and quaffing blazing pots of beer. I 
found my Lady Castlewood seated opposite to 
my wife in our little apartment (whence we had 
a very bright pleasant prospect of the river cov- 
ered with barges and wherries, and the ancient 
towers and trees of the Archbishop's palace and 
garden), and Mrs. Theo, who has a veiy droll 
way of describing persons and scenes, narrated 
to me all the particulars of her ladyship's conver- 
sation, when she took her leave. 

" I haye been here this ever-so-long," says the 
Countess^ "gossiping with Cousin Theo while 
you have been away at the coffee-house, I dare 
say making merry with your friends, and drink- 
ing your punch and cofibe. Guess she must find 
it rather lonely here, with nothin' to do but 
work them little caps and hem them frocks. 
Never mind, dear; reckon you'll soon have a 
companion who will amuse you when Cousin 
George is away at his coffee-house! What a 
nice lodging yon have got here, I do declare! 
Our new house which we have took is twenty 
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times as big and coTered with gold from top to 
bottom; but Hike this quite as well. Bless yon I 
being rich is no better than being poor. When 
we lived to Albany and I did most all the work 
myself, scoured the rooms, biled the kettle, helped 
the wash, and all, I was just as happy as I am 
now. We only had one old negro to keep the 
store. Why don't you sell Gumbo, Cousin 
George ? He ain*t no use here idling and dawd- 
ling about, and making love to the servant girl. 
Fogh ! guess they ain't particular, these English 
people!" So she talked, rattling on with per- 
fect good humor, until her hour for departure 
came ; when she produced a fine repeating watch 
and said it was time for her to pay a call upon 
her Majesty at Buckingham House. "And 
mind you come to us, George," says her lady- 
ship, waving a little parting hand out of the gilt 
coach ; " Theo and I have settled all about it I " 

" Here, at least," said I, when the laced foot- 
men had clambered up behind the carriage, and 
ouif magnificent little patroness had left ns — 
" here is one who is not afraid of our poverty, 
nor ashamed to remember her own." 

"Ashamed!" said Theo, resuming her lilipu- 
tian needle-work. " To do her j ustice, she would 
make herself at home in any kitchen or palace 
in the world. She has given me and Molly 
twenty lessons in housekeeping. She says, when 
she was at home to Albany, she roasted, baked, 
swept the house, and milked the cow. " (Madam 
Theo pronounced the word cow archly in our 
American way, and imitated her ladyship's ac- 
cent very divertingly.) 

" And she has no pride," I added. "It was 
good-natured of her to ask ns to dine with her 
and my lord ; when will Uncle Warrington ever 
think of offering us a crust again, or a glass of 
his famous beer ?" 

"Tes, it was not ill-natured to invite ns," 
says Theo, slyly. "But, my dear, you don't 
know all the conditions I" And then my wife, 
still imitating the Countess's manner, laughing- 
ly informed me what these conditions were. 
"She took out her pocket-book, and told me," 
says Theo, " what days she was engaged abroad 
and at home. On Monday she received a Duke 
and a Duchess, with several other members of 
my lord's house and their ladies. On Tuesday 
came more earls, two bishops, and an embassa- 
dor ; ' of course you won't come on them days ?* 
says the Countess ; * now you are so poor, yon 
know, that fine company ain't no good for you. 
Lord bless yon, father never dines on our com- 
pany days I he don't like it ; he takes a bit of 
cold meat any ways.' On which," says Theo, 
laughing, " I told her that Mr. Warrington did 
not care for any but the best of company, and 
proposed that she should ask ns on some day 
when the Archbishop of Canterbury dined with 
her, and his Grace must give us a lift home in 
his coach to Lambeth. And she is an econom- 
ical little person too," continues Theo; "*I 
thought of bringing with me some of my baby's 
caps and things, which his Lordship has out- 
grown 'cm, but they may be wanted again, you 



know, my dear.' And so we lose that addition 
to our wardrobe," says Theo, smiling, "and 
Molly and I must do our best without her lady- 
ship's charity. *When people are poor, they 
are poor, ' the Count«ss said, with her usual ont- 
spokenness, ' and must get on the best they can. 
What we shall do for that poor Maria, goodness 
only knows 1 We can't ask her to see us as we 
can you, though you are so ^xx)r ; but an earl's 
daughter to marry a play-actor ! la, my dear, it's 
dreadful — ^his Majesty and the Princess have both 
spoken of it ! Every other noble family in this 
kingdom as has ever heard of it pities ns ; though 
I have a plan for helping those poor unhappy 
people, and have sent down Simons, my groom 
of the chambers, to tell them on it.' Tliis plan 
was, that Hagan, who had kept almost all his 
terms at Dublin College, should return thither 
and take his degree, and enter into holy orders, 
' when we will provide him with a chaplaincy at 
home, you know,' Lady Castlewood added." 
And I may mention here, that this benevolent 
plan was executed a score of months later, when 
I was enabled myself to be of service to Mr. 
Hagan, who was one of the kindest and best of 
our friends during our own time of want and 
distress. Castlewood then executed his promise 
loyally enough, got orders and a colonial ap- 
pointment for Hagan, who distinguished himself 
both as soldier and preacher, as we shall pres- 
ently hear; but not a guinea did his lordship 
spare to aid either his sister or his kinsman in 
their trouble. I never asked him, thank Heaven, 
to assist me in my own ; though, to do him jus- 
tice, no man could express himself more amiably, 
and with a joy which I believe was quite genuine, 
when my days of poverty were ended. 

As for my Uncle Warrington, and his virtnoos 
wife and daughters, let me do them justice like- 
wise, and declare that throughout my period of 
trial their sorrow at my poverty was consistent 
and unvarying. I still had a few acquaintances 
who saw them, and of course (as friends will) 
brought me a report of their opinions and con- 
versation ; and I never could hear that my rela- 
tives had uttered one single good word about me 
or my wife. They spoke even of my tragedy as 
a crime — ^I was accustomed to hear that suffi- 
ciently maligned — of the author as a miserable 
reprobate, forever reeling about Grub Street, in 
rags and squalor. They held me out no hand 
of help. My poor wife might cry in her pain, 
but they had no twopence to bestow upon her. 
They went to church half a dozen times in the 
week ; they subscribed to many public charities ; 
their tribe was known eighteen hundred years 
ago, and will flourish as long as men endure ; 
they will still thank Heaven that they are not 
as other folks are ; and leave the wounded and 
miserable to other succor. 

I don't care to recall the dreadful doubts and 
anxieties which began to beset me; the plan 
after plan which I tried, and in which I failed, 
for procuring work and adding to our dwindling 
stock of money. I bethought me of my friend 
Mr. Johnson, and when I think of the eager 
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kindaoM with which 
of some pert BpeechM which I own to have mads 
regarding his to&miera anH belUTior. I told mj 
Btorjr and difflenltiefl to him, the circnnutaDce 
of my marriage, and the proepecta before me. 
He wonld not for a moment admit they were 
gloomj, or, ti male nunc, tli&t they wonld con- 
tinue to be lo. I had befbre me the chancea, 
certainly rery slender, of a place in EngUnd ; 
the inheritance which moat be mine in the coorae 
of natare, or at any rate wonld &U to the heir I 
waa expecting. I h&d a small atock of money fbr 
present sctoal ncceaaity — a possibility, ' ' thoogh, 
to be free with yon, Sii" (says he), "after the 



peribrmance of yonr traftedy, I doobt whethei 
natore has endowed yon with those pecnliat 
qnallties which are neceaauy for aehieTing a re- 
markable lilenry sncceaa" — and finally a sub- 
mission to the maternal mle, and a rctnm to 
Virginia, where plenty and a home were always 
ready forme. "Why, Sir!" he cried, "anch a 
anm as yon mention wonld have been a fortune 
to me when I began the world, and my friend 
Mr. Goldamilh would set ap a coach and siic OD 
it. With youth, hope, Hwlay, and a coople of 
hundred pounda in cash — no yonng fellow ne«d 
despair. Think, Sir, you hare a year at least 
before me, and who know* what may chance 
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between now and then. Why, Sir, yonr rela- 
tives here may pro\ide for you, or joq may ano 
ceed to your Virginian property, or yoa may 
come into a fbrtnne!" I did not in the conrae 
of that year, but be did. My Lord Bute g»vo 
Mr. Johnson a pension, which set all Grub 
Street in a fury against the recipient, who, to be 
sure, had published his own not very flattering 
opinion npon pensions and pensioneis. 

Nevertheless, he did not altogelher discourage 
my literary projects, promised lo procore me 
work from the booksellcn, and faithfolly per- 
formed that kind promise. "Bat," sayB he, 
' ' Sir, yoa must not appear among them in for- 
taS pavptni. Have jou never a fHcnd'a coach 
in which we can ride to see them 7 Ton most 
pnt on your best laced hat and waistcoat ; and 
we most appear. Sir, as if you were doing thtn 
a favor." This slrati^m answered, and pro- 
cured me respect enough at the first visit or two ; 
but when the booksellers knew that I wnnled to 
be paid for my work, tboir backs refused to bend 
any more, and they treated me with a familiari- 
ty which I could ill stomach. I overheard one 
of them, who had been a footman, say, " Oh it's 
Pocahontas, is it ? letbimwait." And he told 
his boy lo say as much to me. "Wait, Sir!" 
says I, faming with rage and putting my head 
into his parlor, "I'm not accuBiomed to waiting, 
nut I bave heard you are." And I strode out 
of the shop into Pall Moll in a mighty fluster. 

And yet Mr. D. was in the right, I came to 
him, if not to ask a favor, at any rate to pro- 
pose a bargain, and surely it was my business to 
wait his time and convenience. In more fortu- 
nate days I asked the gentleman's pardon, and 
the kind author of the Muse in Livery was in- 
stantly appeased. 

I was more prudent, or Mr. Johnson mora 
fortunate, in an application elsewhere, and Mr. 
Johnson procured mo a little work from the 
booksellcrB in trnnalaling from foreign langua- 
ges, of which I happen to know two or three. 
By a hard day's labor I could earn a few shil- 
lings ; BO few that a week's work would hardly 
bring me a guinea: and that was flung lo me 
with insolent patronage by the low hocksten who 
employed me. I can put mj finger upon two 
or three magaiine articles written at tliis period, * 
and paid for with a few wretched shillings, which 
papers as I read them awaken in me tbo keenest 
pangs of bitter remembrance. I recall the doubia 
and .fears which -agitated me; see the dear wife 
nursing her infant and looking up into my face 
with hypocritical smiles that vainly try to mask 
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her alarm ; the strngglea of pride are fon|^t 
over again : the wounds under wliich I smarted 
reopen. There are some acts of injustice com- 
mitted against me which I don't know bow to 
forgive; and which, whenever I think c^them, 
awaken in me the same feelings of revolt and in- 
dignation. The gloom and darkness gather over 
me — till they are relieved by a reminiscence <rf 
that love and tenderness which throng all gloom 
and darkness have been my light and consola- 
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Little Miles made his a]^)earaQce in this 
world within a few days of the gracious Prince 
who commands his regiment. Illuminations 
and cannonading saluted the royal George's 
birth, multitudes were admitted to see him as he 
lay behind a gilt railing at the Palace with noble 
nurses watching over biro. Few nurses guarded 
the cradle of our little Prince, no courtiers, no 
faithful retainers sainted it except our trusty 
Gumbo and kind Molly, who to be sore loved 
and admired the little heir of my poverty as loy- 
ally as our hearts could deura. Why was our 
boy not named George like the other paragon 
jnst mentioned, and like bis fether? I gave 
him the name of a little scape-grace of my 
family — a name which many generations of War- 
riagtons had borne likewise, but my poor little 
Miles's love and kindness touched me at a time 
when kindness and love were rare from those of 
ray own blood, and Tbeo and I agreed that our 
child should be called a^er that single little 
friend of my paternal race. 

We wrote lo acquaint our roj'al parents with the 
auspicious event, and bravely inserted the child's 
birth in the Dailg Advertiser, and the place, 
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Cbarch Street, Lambeth, whero he was bom. 
" M; desT," ssjs Aant Bematetn, writinfc to ma 
In replj to mj aniioancement, *' how could jon 
point ODt to all the world that 70a lire in such a 
trou as that in which joa have bnried fouiBelTF 
I kiaa the little MamnA, Mid send > remem- 
branco for tbe child." This remembrance wu 
B fine silk coverlet, with a lace edging fit for a 
prince. It wu not verj nsefol: the price of 



itie lace wonld bftTe terred at mnch better; bnt 
Theo and Molly w«re deligbled with tbe pretent, 
and my eldest son's cndle had a corer as fine ■* 
anj nobleman's. 

Good Dr. Heberden came orer xeTeral timea 
Co visit mj wife, and see that all things went 
well. He knew and recommended to nl a snr- 
geon in the vicinage, who look charge of her: 
Inckil)', my dear patient needed little can be> 
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yond that which our landlady and her own 
trusty attendant could readily afford her. Again 
our humble precinct was adorned with the gilded 
apparition of Lady Castlewood's chariot wheels ; 
she brought a pot of jelly, which she thought 
Theo might like, and which, no doubt, had been 
served at one of her ladyship's banquets on a pre- 
vious day. And she told us of all the ceremonies 
at Court, and of the splendor and festivities at- 
tending the birth of the august heir to the crown. 
Our good Mr. Johnson happened to pay me a 
visit on one of those days when my lady Count- 
ess's carriage flamed up to our little gate. He 
was not a little struck by her magnificence, and 
made her some bows, which were more respect- 
ful than graceful. She called me cousin very 
affably, and helped to transfer the present of 
jelly from her silver dish into our crockery pan 
with much benignity. The Doctor tast^ the 
sweetmeat, and pronounced it to be excellent. 
" The great, Sir, " says he, " are fortunate in ev- 
ery way. They can engage the most skillful 
practitioners of the culinary art, as they can as- 
semble the most amiable wits round their table. 
If, as you think, Sir, and, from the appearance 
of the dish, your suggestion at least is plausible, 
this sweetmeat may have appeared already at his 
Lordship's table, it has been there in good com- 
pany. It has quivered under the eyes of cele- 
brated beauties, it has been tasted by ruby lips, 
it has divided the attention of the distinguished 
company with fruits, tarts, and creams, which I 
make no doubt were, like itself, delicious." And 
so sayingj the good Doctor absorbed a consider- 
able portion of Lady Castlewood's benefiiction ; 
though as regards the epithet delicious, I am 
bound to say that my poor wife, after tasting the 
jelly, put it away from her as not to her liking,, 
and Molly, flinging up her head, declared it was 
mouldy. 

My boy enjoyed at least the privilege of hav- 
ing an earl's daughter for his godmother; for 
this office was performed by his cousin, our poor 
Lady Maria, whose kindness and attention to 
the mother and the infant were beyond all 
praise, and who, having lost her own solitary 
chance for maternal happiness, yearned over our 
child in a manner not a little touching to be- 
hold. Captain Miles is a mighty fine ^ntle- 
man, and his uniforms of the Prince's Hussars 
as splendid as any that ever bedizened a soldier 
of fashion ; but he hath too good a heart, and 
is too true a gentlenmn, let us trust, not to be 
thankful when he remembers that his own infant 
limbs were dressed in some of the little garments 
which had been prepared for the poor player's 
child. Sampson christened him in that very 
Chapel in Southwark where our marriage cere- 
mony had been performed. Never were the 
words of the prayer-book more beautifully and 
impressively read than by the celebrant of the 
service. Except at its end, when his voice fail- 
ed him, and he and the rest of the little congre- 
gation were fain to vripe their eyes. ** Mr. Gar- 
rick himself, Sir," says Hagan, " could not have 
read those words so nobly. I am sure little In- 



nocent never entered the world accompanied by 
wishes and benedictions more tender and sin- 
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And now I have not told how it chanced 
that the Captain came by his name of Miles. A 
couple of days before his christening, when as 
yet I believe it was intended that our first-born 
should bear his &ther's name, a little patter of 
horse's hoofs comes galloping up to our gate ; and 
who should pull at the bell but young Miles, our 
cousin? I fear he had disobeyed his parents 
when he galloped away on that undutifiil joor- 
ney. 

"You know," says he, "Cousin Harry gave 
me my little horse : and I can't help liking yon, 
because you are so like Harry, and because 
they're always saying things of you at home:, 
and it's a shame ; and I have brought my whis- 
tle and coral that my godmamma Lady Suckling 
gave me, for your little boy ; and if you're so 
poor. Cousin Greorge^ here's my gold moidore, 
and it's worth ever so much, and it's no use to 
me, because I mayn't spend it, you know." 

"VVe took the boy up to Theo in her room (be 
mounted the stair in his little tramping boots, 
of which he was very proud) ; and Theo kissed 
him, and thanked him; and his moidore has 
been in her purse from that day. 

My mother, writing through her embassador 
as usual^ infiirmed me of her royal surprise and 
displeasure on learning that my son had been 
christened Miles — a name not known, at least in 
the Esmond family. I did not care to tell the 
reason at the time ; but when, in after years, I 
told Madam Esmond how nty boy came by his 
name, I saw a tear roll down her wrinkled cheek, 
and I heard afterward that she had asked 6um> 
bo many questions about the boy who gave his 
name to our Miles : our Miles Gloriosus of Pall 
Mall, Valenciennes, Almack's, Brighton. 



CHAPTER Lxyxm. 

TBOUBLEB AND CONSOLATIONS. 

In our early days at home, when Harry and I 
used to be so undutiful to our tutor, who would 
have thought that Mr. Esmond Warrington of 
Virginia would turn Bear- leader himself? My 
mother (when we came together again) never 
could be got to speak directly of this period of 
my life ; but would allude to it as '* that terrible 
time, my love, which I can't bear to think of," 
'^ those dreadful years when there was difference 
between us, " and so forth, and though my pupil, 
a worthy and grateful man, sent me out to James- 
town several barrels of that liquor by which his 
great fortune was made. Madam Esmond spoke 
of him as "your friend in England," **yonr 
wealthy Lambeth friend," etc., but never by his 
name ; nor did she ever taste a drop of his beer. 
We brew our own too at Warrington Manor, but 
our good Mr. Foker never fails to ship to Ips- 
wich every year a couple of butts of his entire. 
His son is a young sprig of fashion, and has 
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married an Earl's daaghter, the btber i» a rerf 
wortb}' and kiod gentlemBn, and it is (o tbo lack 
of malcinj; hia acquaitituDce that I owe the receipt 
of some of the moat nelcome giuDeas that ever I 
received ia m? life. 

It n-ns not eo much the som, as the occupation 
and hope given me by the olfice of Govenior, 
which I took on mjEclf, which were then to pre- 
cious to mo. Mr. F.'a Brewery (the site has 
since been changed) then stood near to PeiUar'a 
Acre in Lambeth ; and the surgeon who attend- 
ed my wife in her confinement likewise took care 
of the wealthy brewer's family. He was a Ba- 
Turian, originally named Voelker. Mr. Lance, 
the Burgeon, I suppose, made bim acquainted 
with mj naine and history. The worthy Doo- 
tor would smoke many a pipe of Virgioia in 
mj garden, and had conceived an attachment for 
me and mj family. Be brought hia patron to 
my bODse; and when Mr. F. found that I had 
a smattering of his language, and could sing 
"Prini Engen the noble Ritter" (a song that my 
grandfather had brou^t home from the Marl- 
borough Wars), the German conceived a great 
friendship for me ; his lady put her chair and her 
chariot at Mrs. Warrington's senicc ', his little 
daughter took a prodigious fancy to our baby 
(and to do him justice, tbe Captain, who is as 
ngly a fellow now aa ever wore a queue, • was 
beaatiful as an inrnnt) : aod his son and heir. 
Master Foker, being much tnaltrcated at West- 
minaler School bccanse of his father's profession 
of brewer, the parents asked if I wonld take 
charge of bim ; and paid me a not insufficient 
enm for saperin lending his education. 

Mr. F. was a ibrewd man of bosiaesii, and as 
he and his family really interested themaelres in 
me and mine, I laid all my pecuniary aSaiis 
pretty unreservedly before him ; and my 
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, he was pleased to say, augmented tbe re- 
and regard which he Celt for me. He 
laughed at our stories of the aid which my noble 
relatives had given me — mj aunt's coverlet, my 
Lady Casilewood's mouldy jelly. Lady Warring- 
ton's contemptDons treatment of ns. But be 
wept many tears over the stotj of little Mlles's 
luoidorei and as for Sampaoo and Hagan, "I 
wow,"sayshe, "dey shall have so much beer als 
ever dey can drink." He sent hia wife to call 
upon Lady Maria, and treated her with the nt- 
moet respect and obaeqnknisnees whenever sbe 
came to visit him. It was with Mr. Foker that 
Lady Maria staid when Hagan went to Ihiblin 
to complete bis college terms; and the good brew- 
er's purse also loinistered to our fiiend'a wants 
and supplied hia ontGt. 

When Mr. Foker came fully to know my own 
al^rs and position, be was pleased to speak of me 
with terms of enthusiasm, and at if my condnct 
showed some eztraordiikarj virtue. I have said 
how my mother saved money tor Harry, and 
how the two were in mj debt. But when Harry 
spent money, be spent it fancying it to be hia ; 
Madam Esmond never could be made to under- 
stand she was dealing hardly with me — the mon- 
ey WHS paid and gone, and there was an end of 
it. How, at the end of '62, I remember Harry 
sent over a considerable remittance for tbe pur- 
chase of bis promotion, begging me at the same 
time to remember that he was in my debt, and 
to draw on his agents if 1 bad any need. He 
did not know how great tbe need was, or how 
my little capitdl had been swallowed. 

Well, to take my brother's money wonld delay 
his promotion, and I natuially did not draw on 
him, (bough I own I was tempted ; nor, know- 
ing my dear General Lambert's small means, did 
I care to impoverish him by asking for aapplies. 
These simple acts of forbeamnce my worthy 
brewer must choose to consider as instances of 
exalted virtue. And what does my gentleman 
do but write privately to my brother in Americ*, 
landing mc and my wife as the most admirable 
of human beings, and call upon Madame de 
Bernstein, who never told me of his visit indeed, 
but who, I perceived, about this time tieated os 
with ungular respect and gentleness, that snr- 
prised me in one whom I could not bat consider 
as selfish and worldly. In after days I remem- 
ber asking bim how he had gained admission to 
tbeBaronou? BeUnghed; "De BaronessI" 
says he, "1 knewde Baron when he was a uiaZtt 
at Munich, and I was a brewer-apprentice." I 
tbink our family bad best not be too curious 
about our uncle the Banm. 

Tbns tbe part of my life which ought to have 
been most melancholy was in truth made plea*> 
ant by many friends, happy circtmistanees, and 
strokes of Incky fortune. The bear I led was a 
docile little cub, and danced to my piping very 
readity. Better to lead bim about than to hang 
round bocdtsellers' doon, or wait the pleasure or 
caprice of managers I My wife and I, during 
our exile, as we may call it, spent very many 
pleasant evening! wiih these kind Mends and 
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benefactors. Nor were we without intellectual 
enjoyments ; Mrs. Foker and Mrs. Warrington 
sang finely together ; and sometimes, when I was 
in the mood, I read my own play of Pocahontas 
to this friendly audience, in a manner better 
than Hagan*s own, Mr. Foker was pleased to 
say. 

After that little escapade of Miles Warring- 
ton, Junior, I saw nothing of him, and heard of 
my paternal relatives but rarely. Sir Miles was 
assiduous at Court (as I believe he would have 
been at Nero's), and I laughed one day when 
Mr. Foker told me that he had heard on 'Change 
« that they were going to make my uncle a 
Beer."— "A Beer?" says I, in wonder. ** Can't 
you understand de vort, ven I say it ?" says the 
testy old gentleman. * ' Yell, veil, a Lort I " Sir 
Miles indeed was the obedient humble servant 
of the minister, whoever he might be. I am 
surprised he did not speak English with a Scotch 
accent during the first favorite's brief reign. I 
saw him and his wife coming from Court, where 
Mrs. Claypool was presented to her Majesty on 
her marriage. I had my little boy on my shoul- 
der. My uncle and aunt stared resolutely at 
me from their gilt coach window. The footmen 
looked blank over their nosegays. Had I worn 
the Fairy's cap and been invisible, my father's 
brother could not have passed me with less no- 
tice. 

We did not avail ourselves much, or often, of 
that queer invitation of Lady Castlewood, to go 
and drink tea and sup with her ladyship, when 
there was no other company. Old Vanden 
Bosch, however shrewd his Intellect, and great 
his skill in making a fortune, was not amusing 
in conversation, except to his daughter, who 
talked household and city matters, bulling and 
bearing, raising and selling farming stock, and 
so forth, quite as keenly and shrewdly as her fa- 
ther. Nor was my Lord Castlewood often at 
home, or much missed by his wife when absent, 
or very much at ease in the old father's com- 
pany. The Counless told all this to my wife 
in her simple way. '* Guess," says she, '*my 
lord and father don't pull well together nohow. 
Guess my lord is always wanting money, and 
&ther keeps the key of the box : and quite right 
too. If he could have the fingering of all our 
money, my lord would soon make away with it, 
and then what's to become of our noble family? 
We pay every thing, my dear (except play debts, 
and them we won't have nohow). We pay 
cooks, horses, wine merchants, tailors, and ev- 
cry body — and lucky for them too— reckon my 
lord wouldnit pay 'em I And we always take 
care that he has a guinea in his pocket, and goes 
out like a real nobleman. Wliat that man do 
owe to us: what he did before we come — ^gra- 
cious goodness only knows 1 Me and father 
does our best to make him respectable : but it's 
no easy job, my dear. Lawl he'd melt the 
plate, only father keeps the key of the strong 
room ; and when we go to Castlewood, my fiither 
travols with me, and papa is armed too, as well 
as the people." 



" Gracious Heavens!" cries my wife, "yoor 
ladyship does not mean to say you suspect your 
own husband of a desire to—" 

"To what? — Oh no, nothing of cooise! 
And 1 would trust our brother Will with nntold 
money, wouldn't I? As much as I'd trust the 
cat with the cream-pan ! I tell yon, my dear, 
it's not all pleasure being a woman of rank and 
fashion : and if I have bought a countess's coro- 
net, I have paid a good price for it — that I 
havel" 

And so had my Lord Castlewood paid a large 
price for having his estate freed from encom- 
brances, and his houses and stables furnished, 
and his debts discharged. He was the slave of 
the little wife and her father. No wonder the 
old man's society was not pleasant to the poor 
victim, and that he gladly slunk away from his 
own fine house to feast at the club, when he had 
money, or at least to any society save that which 
he found at home. To lead a bear, as I did, was 
no veiy pleasant business to be sure : to wait in 
a bookseller's ante-room until it should please 
his honor to finish his dinner and give me audi- 
ence, was sometimes a hard ta^ for a man of 
my name and with my pride ; but would I have 
exchanged my poverty against Castlewood's ig- 
nominy, or preferred his miserable dependence 
to my own ? At least I earned my wage, such as 
it was ; and no man can say that I ever flatter- 
ed my patrons or was servile to them ; or in- 
deed, in my dealings with them, was o^erwise 
than sulky, overbearing, and, in a word, intoler- 
able. 

Now there was a certain person with whom 
Fate had thrown me into a lUe-partnersbip, who 
bore her poverty with such a smiling sweetness 
and easy grace, that niggard Fortune relented 
before her, and, like some savage Ogre in the 
fairy tales, melted at the constant goodness and 
cheerfulness of that uncomplaining, artless, in- 
nocent creature. However poor she was, all 
who knew her saw that here was a fine lady; 
and the little tradesmen and humble folks round 
about us treated her with as much respect as the 
richest of our neighbors. *•*■ I think, my dear,'* 
says good-natured Mrs. Foker, when they rode 
out in the latter 's chariot, '* you look like the 
mistress of the carriage, and I only as your 
maid." Our landladies adored her; the trades- 
folk executed her little orders as eagerly as if a 
duchess gave them, or they were to make a for<- 
tune by Mraiting on her. I have thought often 
of the lady in Comus, and how, through all the 
rout and rabble, she moves, entirely serene and 
pure. 

JBeveral times, as often as we chose indeed^ the 
good-natured parents of my young bear lent us 
their chariot to drive abroad or to call on the 
few friends we had. If I must tell the troth, 
we drove once to the '^ Protestant Hero," and 
had a syllabub in the garden there: and the 
hostess would insist upon calling my wife her 
ladyship during the whole afternoon. We also 
visited Mr. Johnson, and took tea with him 
(the ingenious Mr. Goldsmith was of the com- 
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pany) ; the Doctor waited upon my wife to her 
ooach. But our most frequent visits were to 
Aunt Bernstein, and I promise you I was not at 
all jealous because my aunt presently professed to 
have a wonderful liking for Theo. 

This liking grew so that she would hare her 
most days in the week, or to stay altogether with 
her, and thought that Theo's child and husband 
were only plagues to be sure, and hated us in 
the most amusing way for keeping her favorite 
from her. Not that my wife was unworthy of 
any body's favor ; but her many forced absences 
and the constant difficulty of intercourse with 
her raised my aunt's liking for a while to a sort 
of passion. She poured in notes like love-let- 
ters ; and her people were ever about our kitch- 
en. If my wife did not go to her, she wrote 
heart-rending appeals, and scolded me severely 
when I saw her ; and, the child being ill once 
(it hath pleased Fate to spare our Captain to be 
a prodigious trouble to us, and a wholesome 
trial for our tempers), Madame Bernstein came 
three days running to Lambeth; vowed there 
was nothing the matter with the baby — nothing 
at all — and that we only pretended his illness in 
order to vex her. 

The reigning Countess of Castlewood was just 
as easy and affable with her old aunt as with 
other folks, great and small. ** What air you 
all about, scraping and bowing to that old wo- 
man, I can't tell noways!" her ladyship would 
say. '* She a fine lady I Nonsense I She ain't 
no more fine than any other lady : and I guess 
Tm as good as any of 'em with iheir high heels 
and their grand airs! She a beauty once! 
Take away her wig, and her rouge, and her 
teeth, and what becomes of your beauty, I'd like 
to know ? Guess you'd put it all in a bandbox, 
and there would be nothing left but a shriveled 
old woman!" And indeed the little homilist 
only spoke too tmly. All beauty must at last 
come to this complexion, <and decay either un- 
der ground or on the tree. Here was old age, I 
fear without reverence. Here were gray hairs, 
that were hidden or painted. I'he world was 
still here, and she tottering on it, and clinging 
to it with her crutch. For fourscore years she 
had moved on it, and eaten of the tree, forbid- 
den and permitted. She had had beauty, pleas- 
ure, flattery ; but what secret rages, disappoint- 
ments, defeats, humiliations ! what thorns under 
the roses! what stinging bees in the fruit I 
« Ton are not a beauty, my dear," she would 
say to my wife; ''and may thank your stars 
that you are not." (If she contradicted herself 
in her talk, I suppose the rest of us occasionally 
do the like.) ** Don't tell me that your husband 
is pleased with your face, and you want no one 
else's admiration ! We all do. Every woman 
would rather be beautiful than be any thing else 
in the world— ever so rich, or ever so good, or 
have all the gifts of the fairies 1 Look at that 
picture, though I know 'tis but a bad one, and 
that stupid, vaporing Kneller could not paint my 
eyes, nor my air, nor my complexion. What a 
shape I had then—and look at me now, and this 



wrinkled old neck ! Why have we such a short 
time of our beauty ? I remember Mademoiselle 
de I'Enclos at a much greater age than mine, 
quite fresh and well conserved. We can't hide 
our ages. They are wrote in Mr. Collins's books 
for us. I was bom in the last year of King 
James's reign. I am not old yet. I am but 
seventy-six. But what a wreck, my dear I and 
isn't it cruel that our time should be so short?'* 

Here my wife has to state the incontrovertible 
proposition, that the time of aU of us is short here 
below. 

" Ha!" cries the Baroness, " did not Adam 
live near a thousand years, and was not Eve 
beautiful all the time? I used to perplex Mr. 
Tusher with that — poor creature ! What have 
we done since, that our lives are so much lessen- 
ed, I say?" 

' ' Has your life been so happy that you would 
prolong it ever so much more ?" asks the Baron- 
ess's auditor. '' Have you, who love wit, never 
read Dean Swift's famous description of the 
deathless people in ' Gulliver ?' My Papa and 
my husband say 'tis one of the finest and most 
awful sermons ever wrote. It were better not to 
live at all than to live without love; and I'm 
sure," says my wife, putting her handkerchief 
to her eyes, ''should any thing happen to my 
dearest George, I would wish to go to heaven 
that moment." 

"Who loves me in heaven? I am quite 
alone, child — that is why I had rather stay 
here," says the Baroness, in a frightened and 
rather piteous tone. " You are kind to me, God 
bless your sweet face! Though I scold, and 
have a frightful temper, my servants will do any 
thing to make me comfortable, and get up at any 
hour of the night, and never say a cross word 
in answer. I like my cards still. Indeed, life 
would be a blank without 'em. Almost every 
thing is gone, except that. I can't eat my din- 
ner now, since I lost those last two teeth. Ev- 
ery thing goes away from us in old age. But I 
still have my cards^— thank Heaven, I still have 
my cards I " And here she would begin to doze ; 
waking up, however, if my wife stirred or rose, 
and imagining that Theo was about to leave her. 
" Don't go away. I can't bear to be alone. I 
don't want you to talk. But I like to see your 
face, my dear ! It is much pleasanter than that 
horrid old Brett's, that I have had scowling 
about my bedroom these ever so long years." 

"Well, Baroness! still at your cribbage?" 
(We may fancy a noble countess interrupting a 
game at cards between Theo and Aunt Bern- 
stein.) " Me and my lord Esmond have come 
to see yon I Go and shake hands with grand- 
aunt, Esmond I and tell her ladyship that your 
lordship's a good boy !" 

" My lordship's a good boy," says the child. 
(Madam Theo uised to act these scenes for me in 
a very lively way.) 

" And if he is, I guess he don't take after his 
father," shrieks out Lady Castlewood. She 
chose to fancy that Aunt Bernstein was deaf, 
and always bawled at the old lady. 
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*^ Your ladyship chose my nephew for better 
or for worse/' says Aunt Bernstein, who was now 
always very much flurried in the presence of the 
young Countess. 

** But he is a precious deal worse than erer I 
thought he was. I am speaking of your pa, 
Ezzy. If it wasn't for your mother, my son. 
Lord knows what would become of you I We 
are a going to see his little royal Highness. Sor- 
ry to see your ladyship not looking quite so well 
to-day. We can't always remain young: and 
law, how we do change as we grow old I Go up 
and kiss that lady, Ezzy. She has got a little 
boy, too. Why, bless us I Have you got the 
child down stairs?" Indeed, Master Miles was 
down below, for special reasons aocompanylng 
his mother on her visits to Aunt Bernstein some- 
times ; and our aunt desired the mother's com- 
pany so much, that she was actually fain to put 
up with the child. '* So you have got the child 
here? Oh, you sly-boots!" says the Countess. 
" Guess you come after the old lady's money I 
Law bless you I Don't look so frightened. She 
can't hear a single word I say. Come, Ezzy. 
Good-by, Aunt!" And my lady Countess rus- 
tles out of the room. 

Did Aunt Bernstein hear her or not ? Where 
was the wit for which the old lady had been long 
famous? and was that fire put out, as well as 
the brilliancy of her eyes ? With other people 
she was still ready enough, and unsparing of her 
sarcasms. When the Dowager of Castlewood 
and Lady Fanny visited her (these exalted ladies 
treated my wife with perfect indifference and 
charming good breeding) — ^the Baroness, in their 
society was stately, easy, and even commanding. 
She would mischievously caress Mrs. Wai'ring- 
ton before them ; in her absence, vaunt my wife's 
good breeding ; say that her nephew had made a 
foolish match, perhaps, but that I certainly had 
taken a charming wife. '^In a word, I praise 
you so to them, my dear," says she, '*that I 
think they would like to tear your eyes out." 
But before the little American 'tis certain that 
she was uneasy and trembled. She was so afraid 
that she actually did not dare to deny her door ; 
and, the Countess's back turned, did not even 
abuse her. However much they might dislike 
her, my ladies did not tear out Theo's eyes. 
Once they drove to our cottage at Lambeth, 
where my wife happened to be sitting at the 
open window, holding her child on her knee, and 
in full view of her visitors. A gigantic footman 
strutted through our little garden, and delivered 
their ladyships' visiting - tickets at our door. 
Their hatred hurt us no more than their visit 
pleased us. When next we had the loan of our 
friend the brewer's carriage Mrs. Warrington 
drove to Kensington, and Gumbo handed over to 
the giant our cards in return for those which his 
noble mistresses had bestowed on us. 

The Baroness had a coach, but seldom thought 
of giving it to us : and would let Theo and her 
maid and baby start from Clarges Street in the 
rain, with a faint excuse that she was afraid to 
ask her coachman to take his horses out. But 



twice, on her return home, my wife was fright- 
ened by rude fellows on the other side of West- 
minster Bridge ; and I fairly told my aunt that 
I should forbid Mrs. Warrington to go to her 
unless she could be brought home in safety ; so 
grumbling Jehu had to drive his horses throu^ 
the darkness. He grumbled at my shillings: 
he did not know how few I had. Our poverty 
wore a pretty decent face. My relatives never 
thought of relieving it, nor I of complaining be- 
fore them. I don't know how Sampson got a 
windfall of guineas; but I remember he brought 
me six once, 'and they were more welcome than 
any money I ever had in my life. He had been 
looking into Mr. Miles's crib, as the child lay 
asleep; and, when the parson went away, I 
found the money in the baby's little rosy hand. 
Yes, Love is best of all. I have many such 
benefactions registered in my heart — precious 
welcome fountains springing up in desert places, 
kind friendly lights cheering our despondency 
and gloom. 

This worthy divine was willing enough to give 
as much of his company as she chose to Madame 
de Bernstein, whether for cards or Theology. 
Having known her ladyship for many years 
now, Sampson could see, and averred to us that 
she was breaking fast ; and as he spoke of her 
evidently increasing infirmities, and of the prob- 
ability of their fatal termination, Mr. S. would 
discourse to us in a very feeling manner of the 
necessity for preparing for a future world ; of the 
vanities of this, and of the hope that in another 
there might be happiness for all repentant sin- 
ners. 

''I have been a sinner for one," says the 
Chaplain, bowing his head, ''God knoweth, and 
I pray Him to pardon me. I fear. Sir, yonr 
aunt, the Lady Baroness, is not in such a state 
of mind as will fit her very well for the change 
which is imminent. I am but a poor weak 
Mrretch, and no prisoner in Newgate could con- 
fess that more humbly and heartily. Onc^ or 
twice of late I have sought to speak on this 
matter with her ladyship, but she has received 
me very roughly. * Parson, ' says she, ' if you 
come for cards, 'tis mighty well, but I will 
thank you to spare me your sermons.' What 
can I do. Sir ? I have called more than once 
of late, and Mr. Case hath told me his lady was 
unable to see me ;" in fact Madame Bernstein 
told my wife, whom she never refused, as I said, 
that the poor Chaplain's ion was unendurable, 
and as for his Theology, " Haven't I been a Bish- 
op's wife?" says she, ''and do I want this creat- 
ure to teach me?" 

The old lady was as impatient of doctors as 
of divines ; pretending that my wife was ailing, 
and that it was more convenient for our good 
Doctor Heberden to visit her in Clarges Street 
than to travel all the way to our Lambeth lodg- 
ings, we got Dr. H. to see Theo at our aunt's 
house, and prayed him if possible to offer his ad- 
vice to the Baroness ; we made Mrs. Brett, her 
woman, describe her ailments, and the doctor 
confirmed our opinion that they were most sen- 
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ons, and might speedily end. She would rally 
briskly enough of some evenings, and entertain 
a little company ; but of late she scarcely went 
abroad at all. A somnolence which we had re- 
marked in her was attributable in part to opiates 
which she was in the habit of taking ; and she 
used these narcotics to smother habitual pain. 
One night, as we two sat with her (Mr. Miles 
was weaned by this time, and his mother could 
leave him to the charge of our faithful Molly) 
she fell asleep over her cards. We hushed the 
servants who came to lay out the supper table, 
(she would always have this luxurious, nor could 
any injunction of ours or the Doctor's teach her 
abstinence), and we sat a while as we had often 
done before, waiting in silence till she should 
arouse from her doze. 

When she awoke she looked fixedly at me for 
a while, fumbled with the cards, and dropped 
them again in her lap, and said, '* Henry, have 
I been long asleep?" I thought at first that it 
was for my brother she mistook me; but she 
went on quickly, and with eyes fixed as upon 
some very far distant object, and said, " My dear, 
*tis of no use, I am not good enough for you. 
I love cards, and play, and court; and oh, 
Harry, you don't know all!" Here her voice 
changed, and she flung her head up. '*His 
father married Anne Hyde, and sure the Esmond 
blood is as good as any that's not royal. Mam- 
ma, you must please to treat me with more re- 
spect. Vos sermons ma fatiguent; entendez- 
vous ? — faites place It mon Altesse royale : mes- 
dames, me connaissez-vous ? je luis la — " Here 
she broke out into frightful hysterical shrieks and 
laughter, and as we ran up to her, alarmed, 
" Oui, Henri," she says, " il a jure de m'epouser 
et les princes tiennent parole — n'est-ce pas? 
Oh! oui, ils tiennent parole; si non, tu le 
tueras, cousin; tu le — ah I que je suis foUe!" 
and the pitiful shrieks and laughter recommenced 
— ere her frightened people had come up to her 
summons, the poor thing had passed out of this 
mood into another ; but always laboring under 
the same delusion — ^that I was the Henry of past 
times, who had loved her and had been forsaken 
by her, whose bones were lying far away by the 
banks of the Potomac. 

My wife and the women put the poor lady to 
bed as I ran myself for medical aid. She ram- 
bled, still talking wildly, through the night, with 
her nurses and the surgeon sitting by her. Then 
she fell into a sleep, brought on by more opiate. 
When she awoke her mind did not actually 
wander ; but her speech was changed, l^ld one 
arm and side were paralyzed. 

Tis needless to relate the progress and term- 
ination of her malady, or watch that expiring 
flame of life as it gasps and flickers. Her senses 
would remain with her for a while (and then she 
was never satisfied unless Theo was by her bed- 
side), or again her mind would wander, and the 
poor decrepit creature, lying upon her bed, would 
imagine herself young again, and speak incohe- 
rently of the scenes and incidents of her early 
days. Then she would address me as Henry 



again ; and call upon me to revenge some insult 
or slight, of which (whatever my suspicions 
might be) the only record lay in her insane 
memory. "They have always been so," she 
would murmur; *' they never loved man or wo- 
man but they forsook them. Je me vengerai, 
oui, je me vengerai ! I know them all : I 
know them all : and I will go to my Lord Stair 
with the list. Don't tell me I His religion can't 
be the right one. I will go back to my mother's, 
though she does not love me. She never did. 
Why don't you, mother ? Is it because I am too 
wicked ? Ah 1 Piti^, Piti^, O mon p^re I I will 
make my confession" — ^and here the unhappy par- 
alyzed lady made as if she would move in her bed. 
Let us draw the curtain round it. I think 
with awe still of those rapid words, uttered in 
the shadow of the canopy, as my pallid wife 
sits by, her Prayer-book on her knee; as the 
attendants move to and fro noiselessly ; as the 
clock ticks without, and strikes the fleeting 
hours; as the sun falls upon the Eneller pic- 
ture of Beatrix in her beauty, with the blushing 
cheeks, the smiling lips, the waving auburn 
tresses, and the eyes which seem to look toward 
the dim figure moaning in the bed. I could not 
for a while understand why our aunt's attend- 
ants were so anxious that we should quit it. 
But toward evening a servant stole in, and 
whispered her woman : and then Brett, looking 
rather disturbed, begged us to go down stain, as 
the — as the Doctor was come to visit the Baron- 
ess. I did not tell my wife at the time who 
'^the Doctor" was; but as the gentleman slid 
by us, and passed up stairs, I saw at once that 
he was a Catholic ecclesiastic. When Theo next 
saw our poor lady she was speechless ; she nev* 
er recognized any one about her, and so passed 
unconsciously out of life. During her illness her 
relatives had called assiduously enough, though 
she would see none of them save us. But when 
she was gone, and we descended to the lower 
rooms after all was over, we found Castlewood 
^ith his white face, and my lady from Kensing- 
ton, and Mr. Will, already assembled in the par- 
lor. They looked greedily at us as we appeared. 
They were hungry for the prey. 

When our aunt's will was opened we found 
it was dated five years back, and every thing she 
had was left to her dear nephew, Henry Esmond 
Warrington, of Castlewood, in Virginia, '*in 
affectionate love and remembrance of the name 
which he bore." The property was not great. 
Her revenue had been derived from pensions 
from the Crown, as it appeared (for what serv- 
ices I can not say), but the pension of course 
died with her, and there were only a few hun- 
dred pounds, besides jewels, trinkets, and the 
fumituro of the house in Clarges Street, of which 
all London came to the sale. Mr. Walpole bid 
for her portrait, but I made free with Hany's 
money so far as to buy the picture in : and it 
now hangs over the mantle-piece of the chamber 
in which I write. What with jewels, laces, 
trinkets, and old china which she had gathered, 
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Harry became possessed of more than foar thou- 
sand pounds hj his aunt's legacy. I made so 
fi:ee as to lay my hand upon a hundred, which 
came just as my stock was reduced to twenty 
pounds ; and I procured bills for the remainder, 
which I forwarded to Captain Henry Esmond, in 
Virginia. Nor should I have scrupled to take 
more (for my brother was indebted to me in a 
much greater sum), but he wrote me there was an- 
other wonderful opportunity for buying an estate 
and negroes in our neighborhood at home ; and 
Theo and I were only too glad to forego our lit- 
tle claim, so as to establish our brother's fortune. 
As to mine, poor Harry at this time did not 
know the state of it. My^ mother had never in- 
formed him that she had ceased remitting to me. 
She helped him with a considerable sum, the re- 
sult of her savings, for the purchase of his new 
estate; and Theo and I were most heartily 
thankful at his prosperity. 

And how strange ours was I By what curious 
good fortune, as our purse was emptied, was it 
filled again ! I had actually come to the end 
of our stock when poor Sampson brought me his 
six pieces — and with these I was enabled to car- 
ry on until my half-year's salary, as young Mr. 
Foker's Grovemor, was due ; then Harry's hun- 
dred, on which I laid main bctsse, helped us over 
three months (we were behindhand with our rent, 
or the money would have lasted six good weeks 
longer) ; and when this was pretty near expend- 
ed, what should arrive but a bill of exchange for 
a couple of hundred pounds from Jamaica, with 
ten thousand blessings from the dear friends 
there, and fond scolding from the General that 
we had not sooner told him of our necessity — 
of which he had only heard through our friend 
Mr. Foker, who spoke in such terms of Theo 
and myself as to make our parents more than 
ever proud of their children. Was my quarrel 
with my mother irreparable ? Let me go to 
Jamaica. There was plenty there for all, and 
emplo3rment which his Excellency as Grovemor 
would immediately procure for me. " Come to 
usl" writes Hetty. **Come to us!" writes 
Aunt Lambert. '' Have my children been suf- 
fering poverty, and we rolling in our Excellen- 
cy's coach, with guards to turn out whenever we 
pass ? Has Charley been home to you for ever 
so many holidays, from the Chartreux, and had 
ever so many of my poor George's half-crowns 
in his pocket, I dare say ?" (this was indeed the 
truth, for where was he to go for holidays but to 
his sister ? and was there any use in telling the 
child how scarce half-crowns were with us?) 
"And you always treating him with such good- 
ness, as his letters tell me, which are brimful 
of love for George and little^Miles ? Oh, how 
we long to see Miles !" wrote Hetty and her mo- 
ther; "and as /or hit godfather" (writes Het), 
**who has been good to my dearest and her 
child, I promise him a kiss whenever I see him !" 

Our young benefactor was never to hear of 
our family's love and gratitude to him. That 
glimpse of his bright face over the railings before 
our house at Lambeth, as he rode away on his 



little horse, was the last we ever were to hare 
of him. At Christmas a basket comes to ns 
containing a great turkey and three brace of par- 
tridges, with a card, and "aAo/ by M. >F." wrote 
on one of them. And on receipt of this present 
we wrote to thank the child, and gave him our 
sister's message. 

To this letter there came a reply from Xjadj 
Warrington, who said she was bound to inform 
me, that in visiting me her child had been goiltr 
of disobedience, and that she learned his visit to 
me now for the first time. Knowing my riews 
regarding duty to my parents (which I had ex- 
emplified in my marriage), she could not wish 
her son to adopt them. And fervently hopini^ 
that I might be brought to see the errors of my 
present course, she took leave of this most «a>- 
pleasant subject, subscribing herself, etc., etc,, 
etc. 

We got this pretty missive as sauce for poor 
Miles's turkey, which was our family feast for 
New-Year's Day. My Lady Warrington's letter 
choked our meal, though Sampson and Charley 
rejoiced over it. 

Ah me ! Ere the month was over our little 
friend was gone from among us. Groing oat 
shooting, and dragging his gun through a hedge 
after him, the trigger caught in a bush, and the 
poor little man was brought home to his father's 
house, only to live a few days, and expire in 
pain and torture. Under the yew-trees jonder 
I can see the vault which covers him, and where 
my bones one day, no doubt, will be laid. And 
over our pew at cJiurch my children have often 
wistfully spelled the touching epitaph in which 
Miles's heart-broken father has inscribed his 
grief and love for his only son. 



CHAPTER LXXXTV. 

m WHICH HABBT BUBMITS TO THE COMKOH 

LOT. 

Hard times were now over with me, and I 
had to battle with poverty no more. My lit- 
tle kinsman's death made a vast difference in 
my worldly prospects. I became next heir to a 
good estate./ My uncle and his wife were not 
likely to have more children. " The woman is 
capable of committing any crime to disappoint 
you," Sampson vowed ; but, in truth, my Lady 
Warrington was guilty of no such treachery. 
Cruelly smitten by the stroke which fell upon 
them, Lady Warrington was taught by her re- 
ligious advisers to consider it as a chastisement 
of Heaven, and submit to the Divine Will. 
" While your son lived your heart was turned 
aw^ay from the better world" (her clergyman told 
her), " and your ladyship thought too much of 
this. For your son's advantage you desired 
rank and title. You asked and might have ob- 
tained an earthly coronet. Of what avail is it 
now, to one who has but a few years to pass upon 
earth — of what importance compared to the heav- 
enly crown, for which you are an assured can- 
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didale ?" Hie accident caiued no liltle Knso- 
tion. In the chapeli of that enthasiastic sect, 
tovard which, after her son's death, she now 
more than btct inclined, many semiooa were 
preached be^ng reference to the crcnt. Far 
be it from me to qneation the conne which the 
bereaved mother pnrsned, or to regard with oth- 
er than respect and ajmpathy any nnhappj' soul 
from seeking that refuge whither Bin and grief 
and disappointment &j for consolation. Lady 
'Warrington eren tried a reconciliation with my- 
(df. 

A jtai alter her loss, bdng in London, she 
ngnified that she would see me, and I waited on 
her ; and she gave me, in her usual didactic way, 
a homily upon my position and her own. Slie 
marvelol at the decree of HeaTcn, which bad 
permitted, and how dreadfully punished '. her 
poor child's disobedience to her — a diaobedience 
by which I.was to profit. (It appeared my poor 
little man bad disobeyed orders, and gone out 
with bis gnn unknown lo his mother.) She 
hoped that, sbould I erer succeed Co the pmp- 
erty, though the Waningtons were, thank Heav- 
en, a long-lired bmily — except in my own 
Other's case, whose life bad been curtailed 
by the ezcessea of a very ill-regulated youth 
— but should I erer succeed lo the family es- 
tate and honors, she hoped, she prayed, that 
niy present course of life might be altered ; that 
I should part from my unworthy associates ; 
that I should discontinue all connection with the 
horrid theatre and its licentious frequenters; 
that I should turn to that quarter where only 
peace was to be had ; and to those sacred duties 
which she feared — she very much (eared^lhat I 
had neglected. She filled her exhortation with 
Scripture language, which I do not care lo im 
tatc. When I look my leave she gave mo 



packet of sermons for Mrs. Warrington, and a 
liltle book of hymns by Miss Dora, who has been 
t in that society of which she and her 
became avowed professors subsequently, 
and who, a^er the dowager's death, at Bath, 
three years since, married yonng Mr. Juffles, a 
celebrated preacher. The poor lady forgave me 
then, but she conld not bear the sight of onr 
boy. We lost oar second child, and then mj 
aunt and her daughter came eagerly enough to 
the poor snaring mother, and even invited us 
hither. But my uncle was now almost every 
day in onr house. He would sit for honm look- 
boy. He brought him endless toys 
and sweetmeats. He begged that the child might 
call him Godpapa. When we felt onr own grief 
(which at times still, and after the lapse of five- 
and-twenty years, strikes me as keenly as on the 
day when we first lost our little one) — when I 
felt my own grief I knew how to commiserate 
his. But my wife could pity him before she 
knew what it was to lose a child of her own. 
The mother's anxious heart had already divined 
the pang which was felt by the BOcraw-etrickeQ 
father; mine, more selfish, has only learned pity 
from experience, and I was reconciled to my un- 
cle by my little baby 'a coffin. 

The poor man sent his coach to follow the 
humble funeral, and afterward took out liltle 
Miles, who prattled to him unceasingly, and for- 
got any grief he might have felt in the delights 
of his new bUck clothes and the pleasures of the 
How the innocent t^lk of the child 
stabbed the niolher'a heart 1 Would wo ever 
wish that it shonld heal of that wound ? I know 
her face so well that, to this day, I can tell when, 
sometimes, she is thinking of the loss of that lit- 
tle one. It is not a grief for a parting so long 
ago : it is a communion with a soul we love In 
heaven. 

Wc came back to onr bright lodgings in 
Bloomsbury soon afterward, and my young bear, 
whom I could no longer lead, and who had token 
a prodigions friendship for Charley, went to the 
Chartreux school, where his friend took care 
that be had no inare beating than was good for 
him, and where (in consequence of the excel- 
lence of his private tutor, no donbt) he took and 
kept a good place. And he liked the school so 
much, that he says, if ever he haa a son, he shall 
be sent lo that seminary. 

Now, I could no longer lead my bear, for this 
reason, that I had other business to follow. Be- 
ing fully reconciled to us, I do believe, for Hr. 
Miles's sake, my uncle (who was such an obso- 
qoions supporter of government that I wonder 
the minister ever gave hiiu any thing, being per- 
fectly sure of his.voie) used his influence in be- 
half of his nephew and heir; and I had the hon- 
or to be gazetted as one of his Majesty's Com- 
missioners for licensing hackney-coaches, a poet 
I filled, I tmst, with credit, until a quarrel with 
the minister (to be mentioned in its proper place) 
deprived me of lliat one. I took my degree also 
at the Temple, and appeared in Westminster 
Hall in my gown and wig. And this year, tny 
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good friend Mr. Foker having business at Far- 
is, I had the pleasure of accompanying him 
tMther, wh^re I was received ^ bras ouverts by 
my dear American preserver, Monsieur de Flor- 
ae, who introduced me to his noble family, and 
to even more of the polite society of the capital 
than I had leisure to frequent; for I had too 
much spirit to desert my kind patron Foker, 
whose acquaintance lay chiefly among the bour- 
geoisie, especially with Monsieur Santerre, a 
great brewer of Paris, a scoundrel who hath 
since distinguished himself in blood and not 
beer. Mr. F. had need of my services as inter- 
preter, and I was too glad that he should com- 
mand them, and to be able to pay back some of 
the kindness which he had rendered to me. Our 
ladies, meanwhile, were residing at Mr. Foker's 
new villa at Wimbledon, and were pleased to say 
that they were amused with the '* Parisian let- 
ters" which I sent to them, through my distin- 
guished friend Mr. Hum^, then of the Embassy, 
and which subsequently have been published in 
a neat volume. 

While I was tranquilly discharging my small 
official duties in London, those troubles were 
commencing which were to end in the great 
separation between our colonies and the mother 
country. When Mr. Grenville proposed his 
stamp duties I said to my wife that the bill 
would create a mighty discontent at home, for 
we were ever anxious to get as much as we could 
from England, and pay back as little; but as- 
suredly I never anticipated the prodigious anger 
which the scheme created. It was with us as 
with families or individuals. A pretext is given 
for a quarrel ; the real cause lies in long bicker- 
ings and previous animosities. Many foolish 
exactions and petty tyrannies, the habitual inso- 
lence of Englishmen toward all foreigners, all 
colonists, all folk who dare to think their rivers 
as good as our Abanah and Pharpar ; the nat- 
ural spirit of men outraged by our imperious 
domineering spirit, set Britain and her colonies 
to quarrel ; and the astonishing blunders of the 
system adopted in England brought the quarrel 
to an issue, which I, for one, am not going to 
deplore. Had I been in Virginia instead of 
London, 'tis veiy possible I should have taken 
the provincial side, if out of mere opposition to 
that resolute mistress of Castlewood, who might 
have driven me into revolt, as England did the 
colonies. Was the Stamp Act the cause of the 
revolution? — a tax no greater than that cheer- 
fully paid in England. Ten years earlier, when 
the French were within our territory, and we 
were imploring succor from home, would the 
colonies have rebelled at the payment of this 
tax? Do not most people consider the tax- 
gatherer the natural enemy ? Against the Brit- 
ish in America there were arrayed thousands and 
thousands of the high-spirited and brave, but 
there were thousands more who found their profit 
in the quarrel, or had their private reasons for en- 
gaging in it. I protest I don't know now whether 
mine were selfish or patriotic, or which side was 
in the right, or whether both were not ? I am 



sure we in England had nothing to^ do but to 
fight the battle out ; and, having lost the game, 
I do vow and believe that after the first natural 
soreness the loser felt no rancor. 

What made brother Hal write home from 
Virginia, which he seemed exceedingly loth to 
quit, such flaming patriotic letters ? My kind, 
best brother was always led by somebody; by 
me when we were together (he had such an idea 
of my wit and wisdom that if I said the day 
was fine he would ponder over the observation 
^ though it was one of the sayings of the Seven 
Sages), by some other wiseacre when I was away. 
Who inspired these flaming letters, this boister- 
ous patriotism, which he sent to us in London ? 
*' He is rebelling against Madam Esmond," said 
I. ''He is led by some colonial person — ^by that 
lady, perhaps," hinted my wife. Who ** that 
lady" was Hal never had told us ; and, indeed, 
besought me never to allude to the delicate sub- 
ject in my letters to him ; ''for Madam wishes 
to see 'em all, and I wish to say nothing about 
you know what until the proper moment," he 
wrote. No affection could be greater than that 
which his letters showed. When he heard (firom 
the informant whom I have mentioned) that in 
the midst of my own extreme straits I had re- 
tained no more than a hundred pounds out of his 
aunt's legacy, he was for mortgaging the estate 
which he had just bought ; and had more than 
one quarrel with his mother in my behalf, and 
spoke his mind with a great deal more frankness 
than I should«ver have ventured to show. Until 
her angiy recriminations (when she charged him 
with ingratitude, after having toiled and saved 
so much and so long for him), the poor fellow 
did not know that our mother had cut o£f my 
supplies to advance his interests; and by tiie 
time this news came to him his bargains were 
made, and I was fortunately quite out of want. 

Every scrap of paper which we ever wrote our 
thrifty parent at Castlewood taped and docketed 
and put away. We boys were more careless 
about our letters to one another ; I especially, 
who perhaps chose rather to look down upon my 
younger brother's literary performances ; but my ' 
wife is not so supercilious, and hath kept no 
small number of Harry's letters, as well as those 
of the angelic being whom we were presently to 
call sister. 

" To think whom he has chosen, and whom 
he might have had I Oh 'tis cruel!" cries my 
wife, when we got that notable letter in which 
Harry first made us acquainted with the name 
of his charmer. 

" She was a very pretty little maid when I left 
home, she may be a perfect beauty now," I re- 
marked, as I read over the longest letter Hany 
ever wrote on private affairs. 

"But is she to compare to my Hetty?" says 
Mrs. Warrington. 

" We agreed that Hetty and Harry were not 
to be happy together, my love," say I. 

Theo gives her husband a kiss. "My dear, I 
wish they had tried," she says with a sigh. "I 
was afraid lest — ^lest Hetty ^ould have led him, 
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70a sdB ; and I think she hath the better head. 
But, from reading this, it appears that the new 
lady has taken command of poor Hany," and 
she hands me the letter. 

** My dearest George hath been prepared by 
previous letters to understand how a certain 
lady has made a conquest of my heart, which 
I hare given away in exchange for something 
infinitely more valuable, namefy, her own. She 
is at my side as I write this letter, and if there 
is no bad spelling such as you often used to 
laugh at, 'tis because I have my pretty diction- 
ary at hand, which makes no faults in the lon- 
gest word, nor in any thing else I know of: being 
of opinion that she is perfection, 

*' As Madam Esmond saw all your letters, I 
write you not to give any hint of a certain deli- 
cate matter — ^but now His no secret, and is known 
to all the country. Mr. George is not the only 
one of our family who has made a secret mar- 
riage, and been scolded by his mother. As a 
dutiful younger brother I have Jbllowed his ex- 
ampU ; and now I may tell you how this mighty 
event came about. 

^*I had not been at home long before I saw 
my fate wcu accomplisht. I will not tell you 
how beautiful Miss Fanny Mountain had grown 
since I had been away in Europe. She saith, 
'You never will think so,^ and I am glad, as she 
is the only thing in life I would grudge to my 
dearest brother. 

** That neither Madam Esmond nor my other 
mother (as Mountain is now) should have seen 
Ofir mutual attachment, is a wonder— only to 
be accounted for by supposing that love makes 
other folks blind. Mine for my Fanny was in- 
creased by seeing what the treatment was she 
had from Madam Esmond, who indeed was very 
rough and haughty with her, which my love 
bore with a sweetness perfectly angelic (this I 
will say, though she will order me not to write 
any such nonsense). She was scarce better 
treated than a servant of the house — ^indeed our 
negroes can talk much more ftee before Madam 
Esmond than ever my Fanny could. 

** And yet my Fanny says she doth not regret 
Madam's unkindness, as without it I possibly 
never should have been what I am to her. Oh, 
dear brother ! when I remember how great your 
goodness hath been; how, in my own want, 
yon paid my debts, and rescued me out of pris- 
on ; how you have been living in poverty which 
never need have occurred but for my fault; 
how yon might have paid yourself back my just 
debt to you and would not, preferring my ad- 
vantage to your own comfort, indeed I am lost 
at the thought of such goodness ; and ought I 
not to be thankfhl to Heaven that hath given 
me such a wife and such a brother I 

*' When I writ to yon requesting yon to send 
me my aunt's legacy money, for which indeed I 
bad the most profitable and urgent occasion, I 
had no idea that you were yourself suffering 
poverty. That you, the head of our family, 
should condescend to be governor to a brewer's 
son! — ^that you should have to write for book- 



sellers (except in so far as your own genius might 
prompt you) never once entered my mind, until 
Mr. Foker's letter came to us, and this would 
never have been shown — ^for Madam kept it se- 
cret — ^had it not been for the difference which 
sprang up between us. 

*' Poor Tom Diggle's estate and negroes be- 
ing for sale, owing to Tom's losses and extrava- 
gance at play, and his father's debts before him 
— ^Madam Esmond saw here was a great oppor- 
tunity of making a provision for me, and that 
with six thousand pounds for the farm and stock, 
I should be put in possession of as pretty a prop- 
erty as falls to most younger sons in this coun- 
try. It lies handy enough to Richmond, be- 
tween Kent and Hanover Court House — the 
mansion nothing for elegance compared to ours 
at Castlewood, but the land excellent and the 
people extraordinary healthy. 

*' Here was a second opportunity, Madam Es- 
mond said, such .as never might again befalL 
By the sale of my conmiissions and her own 
savings I might pay more than half of the price 
of the property, and get the rest of the money 
on mortgage; though here, where money is 
scarce to procure, it would have been difficult 
and dear. At this juncture, with our new rela- 
tive, Mr. Van den Bosch, bidding against us 
(his agent is wild that we should have bought 
the property over him), my aunt's legacy most 
opportunely fell in. And now I am owner of a 
good house and negroes in my native country, 
shall be called, no doubt, to our House of Bur- 
gesses, and hope to see my dearest brother and 
family under my own roof-tree. To sit at my 
own- fireside, to ride my own horses to my own 
hounds, is better than going a-soldering, now 
war is over, and there are no French to fight. 
Indeed, Madam Esmond made a condition that 
I should leave the army, and live at home, when 
she brought me her £1750 of savings. She had 
lost one son, she said, who chose to write play- 
books, and live in England — ^let the other stay 
with her at home. 

**But after the purchase of the estate was 
made, and my papers for selling out were sent 
home, my mother would have had me marry a 
person of her choosing, but by no means of mine. 
Ton remember Miss Betsy Pitts at Williams- 
burgh ? She is in no wise improved by having had 
her face dreadfully scarred with small-pock ; and 
though Madam Esmond saith the young lady 
hath every virtue, I own her virtues did not suit 
me. Her eyes do not look straight; she hath 
one leg shorter than another ; and oh, brother 1 
didst thou never remark Fanny's ankles when 
we were boys? Neater I never saw at the Op" 
era. 

'* Now, when 'twas agreed that I should leave 
the army, a certain dear girl (canst thou gness 
her name?) one day, when we were private, 
burst into tears of such happiness that I could 
not but fed immensely touched by her sym- 
pathy. 

'* < Ah I' says she, ' do you think, Sir, that the 
idea of the son of my revered benefactress going 
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to battle doth not inspire me with terror ? Ah, 
Mr. Henry ! do you imagine I have no heart ? 
When Mr. George was with Braddock, do yon 
fancy we did not pray foe him ? And when you 
were with Mr. Wolfe— oh 1' 

'' Here the dear creature hid her eyes in her 
handkerchief, and had hard work to prevent her 
mamma, who came in, from seeing that she was 
crying. But my dear Mountain declares that, 
though she might hare fancied, might have 
prayed in secret for such a thing (she owns to 
that now), she never imagined it for one mo- 
ment. Nor, indeed, did my good mother, who 
. supposed that Sam Lintot, the apothecary's lad 
at Richmond, was Fanny's flame — an absurd 
fellow that I near kicked into James River. 

*' But when the commission was sold, and the 
estate bought, what does Fanny do but fall into 
a deep melancholy? I found her crying, one 
day, in her mother's room, where the two ladies 
had been at work trimming hats for my negroes. 

" * What ! crying, miss ?* says I. * Has my 
mother been scolding you?' 

'* * No, ' says the dear creature. ' Madam Es- 
mond has been kind to-day.' 

''And her tears drop down on a cockade 
which she is sewing on to a hat for Sady, who is 
to be head-groom. 

'* 'Then why, miss, are those dear eyes so 
red ?' sajrs I. 

" 'Because I have the toothache,' she says; 
'or because — ^because I am a fool.' Here she 
fairly bursts out. * Oh, Mr. Harry 1 oh, Mr. 
Warrington ! You are going to leave us ; and 
'tis as well. You will take your place in your 
country, as becomes you. Yon will leave us 
poor women in our solitude and dependence. 
You will come to visit us from time to time. 
And when you are happy, and honored, and 
among your gay companions, you will remem- 
ber your . . . .* 

" Here she could say no more, and hid her 
face with one hand as I, I confess, seized the 
other. 

" ' Dearest, sweetest Miss Mountain I ' says I. 
' Oh ! could I think that the parting from me 
lias brought tears to those lovely eyes I Indeed, 
I fear, I should be almost happy! Let them 
look upon your . . . .' 

"*0h, Sirl' cries my charmer; *oh, Mr. 
Warrington I consider who I am. Sir, and who 
you are I Remember the difference between us ! 
Release my hand, Sir! What would Madam 
Esmond say if— if . . . .' 

" If what, I don't know, for here our mother 
was in the room. 

" 'What would Madam Esmond say?' she 
cries out. ' She would say that you are an un- 
grateful, artful, false, little . . . .' 

" ' Madam r says I. 

'"Yes, an ungrateful, artful, false, little 
wretch I' cries out my mother. 'For shame, 
miss I What would Mr. Lintot say if he saw 
yon making eyes at the Captain ? And for you, 
Harry, I will have you bring none of your garri- 
son manners hither. This is a Christian fiEun- 



ily, Sir, and you will please to know that my 
house is not intended for captains and their 
misses!' 

" ' Misses I mother,' says I. ' Gracious pow- 
ers, do you ever venture for to call Miss Mounts 
ain by such a name ? Miss Mountain, the purest 
of her sex!' 

" ' The purest of her sex ! Can I trust mj 
own ears ?' asks Madam, turning very pale. 

" ' I mean that if a man would question her 
honor I would fling him out of window,' says I. 
" * You mean that you — ^your mother's son — 
are actually paying honorable attentions to this 
young person ?' 

" ' He would never dare to offer any other!" 
cries my Fanny ; ' nor any woman but you, mad- 
am, to think so!' 

" 'Oh! I didn't know, miss!' says mother, 
dropping her a fine courtesy ; ' I didn't know 
the honor you were doing our family ! You 
propose to marry with us, do you ? Do I un- 
derstand Captain Warrington aright, that he in- 
tends to offer me Miss Mountain as a daughter- 
in-law ?' 

' ' ' 'TIS to be seen, madam, that I have no pro- 
tector, or you would not insult me so !' cries my 
poor victim. 

" ' I should think the apothecary protection, 
sufficient ! ' says our mother. 

" '/ don't, mother!' I bawl out, for I was 
very angry ; ' and if Lintot offers her any liber- 
ty I'll brain him with his own pestle!' 

'^ ' Oh I if Lintot has withdrawn. Sir, I snp^ 
pose I must be silent. But I did not know of 
the circumstance. He came hither, as I sup- 
posed, to pay court to Miss , and we all 

thought the match equal, and I encouraged it.' 
" 'He came because I had the toothache!* 
cries my darling (and indeed she had a dreadful 
had tooth. ' And he took it out for her, and 
there is no end to the suspicions and calumnies 
of women'). 

" 'What more natural than that he should 
marry my housekeeper's daughter — 'twas a very 
suitable match !' continues madam, taking snuff. 
' But I confess,' she add^, going on, ' I was not 
aware that you intended to jilt the apothecary 
for my son!' 

" ' Peace, for Heaven's sake, peace, Mr. War- 
rington !' cries my angel. 

" ' Pray, Sir, before you fully make up your 
mind, had you not better look round the rest of 
my family ? ' says madam. ' Dinah is a fine tall 
girl, and not very black ; Cleopatra is promised 
to Ajax the Blacksmith, to be sure ; but then 
we could break the marriage, you know. If 
with an apothecary, why not with a blacksmith? 
Martha's husband has run away, and — ' 

" Here, dear brother, I own I broke out a- 
swearing. I can't help it ; but at times, when a 
man is angry, it do relieve him immensely. I'm 
blest but I should have gone wild, if it hadn't 
been for them oaths. 

" 'Curses, blasphemy, ingratitude, disobedi- 
ence !' says mother, leaning now on her tortoise- 
shell stick, and then waving it — soniething like 
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a queen in a pUj. "Thete are mj' tewardH'lof diiobejIngF No, Sir. My &alt hath been, 
■B71 ehe. *0b, HeaTen, vtialhave I done, that and I own il, that my lore mi centred upon 70a, 
Ithonld TDBrit iba Birfut punishment? anddoes perhap* to the neglect of yoor elder brother.' 
it please jou to Tisit the sina of mj fathem upon I (Indeed, brother, there was some truth in what 
meF Wheredomjrcbildreninhenttheirpride? madam wid.) 'i tamed from Eian, and I 
Wlien I was yonng, had I anj ? When my papa clong to Jacob. And now I hare my reward, I 
bade me marry, did I refuse 7 Did I ever think | have mj reward] IflxedmjTBin thonshtiOB 
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this world and its distinctionfl. To see 1x17 son 
advanced in worldly rank was my ambition. I 
toiled and spared that I might bring him world- 
ly wealth. I took nigastly from my eldest son's 
portion that my yonnger might profit. And 
oh that I shonld lire to see him seducing the 
daughter of my own housekeeper under my own 
roof, and repljdng to my just anger with oaths 
and blasphemies I ' 

'' ' I tiy to seduce no one, Madam !' I cried out. 
' Jf I utter oaths and blasphemies, I beg your 
pardon ; but you are enough to provoke a Saint 
to speak 'em. I won't have this young lady's 
character assailed — no, not by my own mother 
nor any mortal alive. No, dear SGss Mountain ! 
If Madam Esmond chooses to say that my de- 
signs on you are dishonorable — ^let this undeceive 
her!' And as I spoke I went down on my 
knees, seizing my adorable Fanny's hand. 'And 
if you will accept this heart and hand, Miss,' 
says I, * they are yours forever.' 

" ' !•«, at least, I knew, Sir,' says Fanny 
with a noble courtesy, ' never said a word that 
was disrespectful to me, or entertained any doubt 
of my honor. And I trust it is only Madam Es- 
mond, in the world, who can have such an opin- 
ion of me. After what your ladyship hath said 
of me, of course I can stay no longer in your 
house.' 

''*0f course, Madam, I never intended you 
should ; and the sooner yon leave it the better,' 
cries our mother. 

** *' If you are driven from my mother's house, 
mine, BiUss, is at your service,' says I, making 
her a low bow. ' It is nearly ready now. If you 
will take it and stay in it forever, it is yours ! 
And as Madam Esmond insulted your honor, at 
least let me do all in my power to make a repara- 
tion I' I don't know what more I exactly said, 
for you may fancy I was not a little flustered 
and excited by the scene. But here Mountain 
came in, and my dearest Fanny, flinging herself 
into her mother's arms, wept upon her shoulder; 
while Madam Esmond, sitting down in her chair, 
looked at us as pale as a stone. While I was 
telling my story to Mountain (who, poor thing, 
had not the least idea, not she, that Miss Fanny 
and I had the slightest inclination for one an- 
other), I could hear our mother once or twice 
still saying, ' I am punished for my crime I' 

'* Now what our mother meant by her crime 
I did not know at first, or indeed take much 
heed of what she said; for you know her^way, 
and how, when she is angiy, she always talks 
sermons. But Mountain told me afterward, 
when we had some talk together, as we did at 
the Raleigh Tavern, whither the ladies presently 
removed with their bag and baggage— for not 
only would they not stay at Madam's house aft- 
er Uie language she used, but my mother determ- 
ined to go away likewise. She called her serv- 
ants together, and announced her intention of 
going home instantly to Castlewood ; and I own 
to yon 'twas with a horrible pain I saw the fam- 
ily-coach roll by, with six horses, and ever so 
many of the servants on mules and on horse- 



back, as I and Fanny looked through the blinds 
of the Ralei^. 

'* After the words Madam used to mj spoUeas 
Fanny 'twas impossible that the poor child or 
her mother should remain in our house: and 
indeed M. said that she would go back to her 
rekitions in England : and a ship bound home- 
ward lying in James River, she went and bar- 
gained with the captain about a passage, so bent 
was she upon quitting the country, and so little 
did §he think of making a match between me 
and my angel. But the cabin was mercifidlr 
engaged by a North Carolina gentleman and his 
family, and before the next ship sailed (which 
bears this letter to my dearest Geoige) they have 
agreed to stop with me. Almost all the ladies 
in this neighborhood have waited on them. 
When the marriage takes place, I hope Madam 
Esmond will be reconciled. My Fanny's fiither 
was a British officer; and, sure, onn was no 
more. Some day, please Heaven, we shall vi^t 
Europe, and the places where my wild oaU were 
sown, and where I committed so many extrava- 
gances from which my dear brother rescued me. 

*' The ladies send you their afifection and duty, 
and to my sister. We hear his Excellency Gen- 
eral Lambert is much beloved in Jamaica : and 
I shall write to our dear friends there aim<nmcui^ 
My hoftpinest. My dearest brother will partici- 
pate in it, and I am ever his grateftil and afifec- 
tionate, H. £. W. 

''P.S. — ^Till Mountain told me, I had no more 
notion than the (kd that Madam E. had acdally 
stopt your allowances ; besides making yon pay 
for ever so much — near upon £1000, Mountain 
says — for goods, &c., provided for the Virginian 
proparty. Then there was all the chaigea of mc 
out 0/ prison, which /. 0. U, itith ail mj/ hart. 
Draw upon me, please, dearest brother — to any 
amount — adressing me to care of Messrs. Horn 
& Sandon, Williamsburg, privit; who remitt by 
present occasion a bill for £225, payable by their 
London agents on demand. Please donH ac- 
knoUedge this in answering: as there's no good 
in hotharing women with accounts : and with the 
extra £5 by a capp or what she likes for my dear 
sister, and a toy for my nephew from Uncle HaL " 

The conclusion to which we came on the pe- 
rusal of this document was, that the ladies had 
superintended the style and spelling of my poor 
Hal's letter, but that the postscript was added 
without their knowledge. And I am afraid wc 
argued that the Virginian Squire was under fe- 
male domination — as Hercules, Samson, and 
firtes mudti had been before him. 
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IXVENI POBTUX. 



When my mother heard of my acceptance of 
a place at home I think she was scarcely weD 
pleased. She may have withdrawn her supplies 
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in order to itarre me k 
me to retani with mj fomily to Tirginw, and to 
dependence nndar her. Wa nBTar, np t* her 
dying day, had any explanation on the pecnnia- 
ry dispnte between ns. She cat off my allow- 
ances ; I nttered not a word ; bat managed to 
lire without her aid. I neror heard that she re- 
pented of her inja9tice, or acknowledged it, ex- 
cept from Harry'i private commimication lo me. 
In after-days, when we met, by a great gentle- 
ness in her behavior, and an nncommon respect 
and affection shown to my wife, M«^"" Eaowind 
may have intended I shonld nndentand her tacit 
adnisdon that she had been wrong; bat she 
made no apatof7, nor did I ask one. Harry be- 
ing proTided for (whoae welfare I could not 
Itrodge), all mj mother's savings and economic- 
al schemes went lo my advantage, who was her 
heir. Time was when a few gnineas would have 
been more useful to me than hundreds which 
mij^t come to me when I had no need; but 
when Madam Esmond and I met the period of 
neces^ty was long passed away : I had no need 
to scheme ignoble savings, or to grudge the doc. 
tor hia fee; I had pletit;, and she could but 
bring me more. Ho doubt she snffeied in her 
own mind to think that my children had been 
hnngiy, and she had offered them no food ; and 
that strangers had relieved the neoessily from 
which her proud heart had caused her to turn 
aside. Prondf Waa she prooder than 17 A 
•oft word of explanation between us might have 
brought about a reconciliation years before it 
came; but I wonid never speak, nor did she. 
When I commit a wrong, and know it sabse- 
qnently, I love to ask pardon ; bat 'tis as a sat- 
isfaction to my own pride, and to myself I am 
apologizing for having been wanting to myself. 
Atid hence, I think (ont of regard to that per- 
sonage of ego), I scarce ever conld degrade my- 
self to do a meanness. How do men tbel whose 
whole lives (and many men's lives are) are lies, 
aehemee, and subterfuges t What sort of com- 



pany do they keep when they are alone ? Daily 
in life I watch men whose every smile is an arti- 
fice, and eveiy wink is an hypocrisy. Doth such 
a fellow wear a mask in his own privacy, and to 
his own conscience? If I cbooee to paaa over 
an injury, I fear 'tis not from a Christian and 
forgiving spirit : 'tis because I can afford to re* 
mit the debt, and disdain to ask a settlement of 
iL One or two sweet souls I have known in my 
lite (and perhaps tried) to whom forgiveneee is 
no tronbte — b plant that grows naturally, aa it 
were, in the soil. I know how to remit, I say, 
not forgive. I wonder are we proud men prond 
of being proud ? 

So I showed not the least sign of sabmtsnon 
toward my parent in Vii^nia yonder, end we 
continned for years to live in esttmngement, with 
occasionallyabrief wordor two(sachas the an- 
nouncement of the birth of a child, or what not), 
passing between my wifb and her. After our 
fint troublea in America about the Stamp Act, 
troubles fell on me in London likeirise. Though 
I have been on tho Tory side in oar quarrel (aa 
indeed upon the' losing side in moet controver- 
sies), having no doubt ^t the Imperial govem- 
ment had a full right to levy taxes in the colo- 
nies, yet at the time of the dispute I must pub- 
lish a pert letter to a member of the House trf' 
Burgesses in Virginia, in which the question of 
the habitool insolence of the mother country to 
the colonies was so ttveij handled, and senti- 
ments were atiered~s0 disagreeable to person* in 
power, that I was deprived of my place as hack- 
ney-coach Ucenser, to the terror end horror of 
my uncle, who never could be brought to love 
people in disgrace. He had grown to hate an 
extreme afiection for my wife as well as my lit- 
tle boy ; bat toward myself personally, enter. 
lained a kind of pitying contempt which always 
inSnilelj amnsed me. He had a natural scorn 
and dislike for poverty, and a corresponding love 
for success and good fortune. Any opinion de- 
parting at all from the regular track shocked and 
frightened him, and all truth-telling made him 
torn pale. He most have had originally some 
warmth of heart and genuine love of kindred : 
for, spite of the dreadful shocks I gave him, he 
continued to see Theo and the child (and me too, 
giving me a mournful recognition when we met); 
and, though broken-hearted by my free-spokeo- 
ness, he did not refuse to speak to me as he hod 
done at the time of our first difHerencee, hat 
looked upon me as a melancholy, lost creature, 
who was past all worldly help or hope. Never 
mind, 1 mast cast about for some new scheme 
of lif^; and the repayment of Harry's debt to 
me at this juncture enabled me to live at least 
for some months even, or years to come. Oh 
strange fiMuity of youth ! I often say. How was 
it that we dared to be so poor and so little cast 

At this time his Bl^esty's n^al nncle of Cum- 
berland fell down and perished in a fit ; and, 
strange to say, his death occasioned a remarka- 
ble change in my fortune. My poor Sir Miles 
Warrington never missed any court ceremony to 
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which he could lintrodnce himself. He was at 
all the drawing-rooms, christenings, halls, funer- 
als of the court. If ever a prince or princess 
was ailing, his coach was at th,eir door : Leices- 
ter Fields, Carlton House, Gunnersbury, were 
all the same to him, and nothing must satisfy*, 
him now but going to the stout duke*s funeral. 
He caught a great cold and an inflammation of 
the throat from standing bare-headed at this fu- 
neral in the rain : and one morning, before al- 
most I had heard of his illness, a lawyer waits 
upon me at my lodgings in Bloomsbury, and sa- 
lutes me by the name of Sir George Warring- 
ton. 

Party and fear of the future were over now. 
We laid the poor gentleman by the side of his 
little son, in the family church-yard where so 
many of his race repose. Little Miles and I 
were the chief mourners. An obsequious ten- 
antry bowed and courtesied before us, and did 
their utmost to conciliate my honor and my wor- 
ship. The dowager and her daughter withdrew 
to Bath presently ; and I and my family took 
possession of the house, of which I have been 
master for thirty years. Be not too eager, O 
my son ! Have but a little patience, and I too 
shall sleep under yonder yew-trees, and the peo- 
ple will be tossing up their caps for Sir Miles. 

The records of a prosperous country life are 
easily and briefly told. The steward's books 
show; what rents were paid and forgiven, what 
crops were raised, and in what rotation. What 
visitors came to us, and how long they staid : 
what pensioners my wife had, and how they were 
doctored and relieved, and how they died : what 
year I was sherifl^, and how often the hounds met 
near us : all these are narrated in our house- 
journals, which any of my heirs may read who 
choose to take the trouble. We could not alTord 
the fine mansion in Hill Street which my prede- 
cessor had occupied ; but we took a smaller house, 
in which, however, we spent more money. We 
made not half the show (with liveries, equipages, 
and plate) for which my uncle had been famous ; 
but our beer was stronger, and my wife's chari- 
ties were perhaps more costly than those of 
the Dowager Lady Warrington. No doubt she 
thought there was no hann in spoiling the Phi- 
listines ; for she made us pay unconscionably for 
the goods she left behind her in our country- 
house, and I submitted to most of her extortions 
with unutterable good-humor. What a value 
she imagined the potted plants in her green- 
houses bore ! What a price she set upon that 
horrible old spinet she left in her drawing-room, 
and the framed pieces of worsted-work, perform- 
'ed by the accomplished Dora and the lovely Flo- 
ra. Had they been master-pieces of Titian or 
Vandyck, to be sure my lady dowager could 
hardly have valued them at a higher price. But 
though we paid so generously, though we were, 
I may say without boast, far kinder to our poor 
than ever she had been, for a while we had the 
very worst reputation in the county, where all 
sorts of stories had been told to my discredit. 
t thought I might perhaps succeed to my uncle's 



seat in Parliament, as well as to his landed prop- 
erty ; but I found, I knew not how, that I was 
voted to be a person of very dangerous opinions. 
I would not bribe. I would not coerce my own 
tenants to vote for me in the election of *68. A 
gentleman came down from Whitehall with a 
pocket-book full of bank-notes ; and I found that 
I had no chance against my competitor. 

Bon Dieu ! Now that we were at ease in re- 
spect of worldly means — now that obedient ten- 
ants bowed and courtesied as we went to chnrdi, 
that we drove to visit our friends or to the 
neighboring towns in the great fiunily coach 
with the four fiit hprses — did we not often re^ 
gret poverty, and the dear little cottage at Lam- 
beth, where Want was ever prowling at the door? 
Did I not long to be bear-leading again, and 
vow that translating for booksellers was not such 
very hard drudgery? When we went to Ixm- 
don we made sentimental pilgrimages to all our 
old haunts. I dare say my wife embraced all 
her landladies. You may be sure we asked all 
the friends of those old times to share the com- 
forts of our new home with us. The'' Reverend 
Mr. Hagan and his lady visited ns more than 

once. His appearance in the pulpit at B 

(where he preached very finely, as we thought) 
caused an awful scandal there. Sampson came 
too, another unlucky Levite, and was welcome 
as long as he would stay among us. Mr. Jolm- 
son talked of coming, but he put ns ofF once or 
twice. I suppose our house was duU.* I know 
that I myself would be silent for days, and fear 
that my moodiness must often have tried the 
sweetest tempered woman in the world who 
lived with me. I did not care for field sports. 
The killing one partridge was so like killing as- 
other that I wondered how men conld pass days 
after days in the pursuit of that kind of slan^- 
ter. Their fox-hunting stories would begin at 
four o'clock, when the table-cloth was removed, 
and last till supper time. I sate silent, and 
listened : day after day I fell asleep : no wonder 
I was not popular with my company. 

What admission is this I am making? Here 
was the storm over, the rocks avoided, die ship 
in port, and the sailor not over-contented ? Was 
Susan I had been sighing for during the voyage 
not the beauty I expected to find her ? In the 
first place, Susan and all the family can look in 
her William's log-book, and so. Madam, I am 
not going to put. my secrets down there. No, 
Susan, I never had secrets from thee. I never 
cared for another woman. I have seen more 
beautiful, but none that suited me as well as 
your ladyship. I have met Mrs. Carter and 
Miss Mulso, and Mrs. Thrale and Madam Kanf- 
mann, and the angelical Gunnings, and her 
Grace of Devonshire, and a host of beaaties 
who were not angelic by any means, and I was 
not dazzled by them. Nay, young folks, I may 
have led your mother a weary life, and been a 
veiy Bluebeard over her, but then I had tio oth- 
er heads in the closet. Only, the first pleasure 
of taking possession of our kingdom over, I own 
I began to be quickly tired of the crown. When 
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the captain wean it his Miyesty will be a very 
different Prince. He can ride a hunting five 
days in the week, and find the sport amusing. 
I believe he would hear the same sermon at 
church fifty times, and not yawn more than I 
do at the first delivery. Bat sweet Joan, be- 
loTed Baucis! being thy faithful husband and 
tine lover always, thy Darby is rather ashamed 
of having been testy so often, and, being arrived 
at the consununation of happiness, Philemon 
asks pardon for falling asleep so frequently after 
dinner. There came a period of my life, when, 
having reached the summit of felicity, I was quite 
tired of the prospect I had there: I yawned in 
£den, and said, ^*Is this all? What, no lions 
to bite ? no rain to fall ? no thorns to prick you 
in the rose-bush when you sit down ? — only Eve, 
forever sweet and tender, and figs for break- 
fast, dinner, supper, from week's end to week's 
end!" Shall I make my confessions? Heark- 
en I Well, then, if I must make a clean breast 

of it. 

« « « « * « 

Here three pages are torn out of Sir George 
Warrington's US. book, for which the editor is 
sincerely sorry. 

. I know the theory and practice of the Boman 
Church ; but, being bred of another persuasion 
(and skeptical and heterodox regarding that), I 
can't help doubting the other too, and wonder- 
ing whether Catholics, in their confessions, con- 
fess all ? Do we Protestants ever do so ; and 
has education rendered those other fellow-men 
so difierent from us ? At least, among us, we 
are not accustomed to suppose Catholic priests 
or laymen more frank and open than ourselves. 
Which brings me back to my question— does any 
man confess all? Does yonder dear creature 
know all my life, who has been the partner of it 
for thirty years ; who, whenever I have told her 
a sorrow, has been ready with the best of her 
gentle power to soothe it ; who has watched 
when I did not speak, and when I was silent has 
been silent herself, or with the charming hypoc- 
risy of woman has worn smiles and an easy ap- 
pearance so as to make me imagine she felt no 
care, or would not even ask to disturb her lord's 
secret when he seemed to indicate a desire to 
keep it private ? Oh, the dear hypocrite ! Have 
I not watched her hiding the boys' peccadilloes 
from papa's anger? Have I not known her 
cheat out of her housekeeping to pay off their 
little extravagances; and talk to me with an 
artless face, as if she did not know that our re- 
vered captain had had dealings with the gentle- 
men of Duke's Place, and our learned collegian, 
at the end of his terms, had very pressing rea- 
sons for sporting his oak (as the phrase is) against 
some of the University tradesmen ? Why, from 
the very earliest days, thou wise woman, thou 
wert forever concealing something from me — this 
one stealing jam from the cupboard ; that one 
getting into disgrace at school; that naughty 
rebel (put on the caps, young folks, according to 
the fit) flinging an inkstand at mamma in a rage, 



while I was told the gown and the carpet were 
spoiled by accident. We all hide from one an- 
other. We have all secrets. We are all alone. 
We sin by ourselves, and, let us trust, repent 
too. Yonder dear woman would give her foot 
to spare mine a twinge of the gout ; but when 
I have the fit, the pain is in my slipper. At 
the end of the novel or the play the hero and 
heroine marry or die, and so there is an end of 
them as far as the poet is concerned, who huzzas 
for his young couple till the post-chaise turns 
the comer, or fetches the hearse and plumes 
and shovels them underground. But when Mr. 
Bandom and Mr. Thomas Jones are married is 
all over ? Are there no quarrels at home ? Are 
there no Lady Bellastons abroad ? are there no 
constables to be outrun ? no temptations to con- 
quer us, or be conquered by us? The Sirens 
sang after Ulysses long after his marriage, and 
the suitors whispered in Penelope's ear, and be 
and she had many a weary day of doubt and 
care, and so have we all. As regards money, I 
was put out of trouble by the inheritance I made : 
but does not Atra Cura sit behind baronets as 
well as equites f My friends in London used to 
congratulate me on my happiness. Who would 
not like to be master of a good house and a 
good estate ? But can Gumbo shut the hall-door 
upon blue devils, or lay them always in a red 
sea of claret? Does a man sleep the better 
who has four-and-twenty hours to doze in ? I)o 
his intellects brighten after a sermon from the 
duA old vicar ; a ten minutes* cackle and flat- 
tery from the village apothecary ; or the conver- 
sation of Sir John and Sir Thomas with their 
ladies, who come ten moonlight muddy miles to 
eat a haunch and play a rubber ? Tis all very 
well to have tradesmen bowing to your carriage- 
door, room made for you at quarter-sessions, and 
my lady wife taken down the second or the third 
to dinner ; but these pleasures fade — ^nay, have 
their inconveniences. In our part of the coun- 
try, for seven years after we came to Warring- 
ton manor, our two what they called best neigh- 
bors were my Lord Tutbury and Sir John Mud- 
brook. We are of an older date than the Mud- 
brooks, consequently my Lady Tutbury always 
fell to my lot when we dined together, who was 
deaf, and fell asleep after dinner ; or if I had 
Lady Mudbrook, she chattered with a folly so in- 
cessant and intense that even my wife could 
hardly keep her complacency (consummate hyp- 
ocrite as her ladyship is), knowing the rage with 
which I was fuming at the other's clatter. I. 
come to London. I show my tongue to Dr. 
Heberden. I pour out my catalogue of com- 
plaints. ** Pshaw, my dear Sir Greorge!" says 
the unfeeling physician. '* Headaches, languor, 
bad sleep, bad temper — " (" Not bad temper ; 
Sir George has the sweetest temper in the world, 
only he is sometimes a little melancholy !" says 
my wife.) "Bad sleep, bad temper!" con- 
tinues the implacable doctor. " My dear lady, 
his inheritance has been his ruin ; and a little 
poverty and a great deal of occupation would do 
him all the good in life." 
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No, mj brother Harry ought to hftve been 
the squire, with remainder to my son Miles, of 
course. Hanry^s letters were full of gayety and 
good spirits. His estate prospered ; his negroes 
multiplied; his crops were large; he was a mem- 
ber of our House of Burgesses ; he adored his 
wife : could he but have a child his happiness 
would be complete. Had Hal been master of 
Warrington Manor-house, in my place, he would 
have been beloved through the whole country; 
he would hare been steward at all the luces, the 
gayest of aU the jolly huntsmen, the Inen venu 
at all the mansions round about, where people 
scarce cared tp perform the ceremony of welcome 
at sight of my glum face. As for my wife, all 
the world liked her, and agreed in pitying her. 
I don't know how the report got abroad, but 'twas 
generally agreed that I treated her with awful 
cruelty, and that for jealousy I was a perfect 
Bluebeard. Ah me I And so it is true that I 
have had many dark hours; that I pass days 
in long silence ; that the conversation of fools 
and whipper-snappers makes me rebellious and 
peevish; and that, when I feel contempt, I 
sometimes don't know how to conceal it, or I 
should say, did not. X hope as I grow older I 
grow more charitable. Because I do not love 
bawling and galloping aflt^r a fox, like the cap- 
tain yonder, I am not his superior ; but, in this 
respect, humbly own that he is mine. He has 
perceptions which are denied me ; enjoyments 
which I can not understand. Because I am 
blind ther world is not dark. I try now and list- 
en with respect when Squire Codgers talks of the 
day's run. I do my best to laugh when Captain 
Battleton tells his garrison stories. I step up to 
the harpsichord with old Miss Humby (our neigh- 
bor from Becdes), and try and listen as she war- 
bles her ancient ditties. I play whist laborious- 
ly. Am I not trying to do the duties of life ? 
and I have a right to be garrulous and egotist- 
ical, because I have been reading Montaigne all 
the morning. 

I was not surprised, knowing by what influ- 
ences my brother was led, to find his name in 
the list of Virginia burgesses who declared that 
the sole right of imposing taxes on the inhabit- 
ants of this colony is now, and ever hath been, 
legally and constitutionally vested in the House 
of Burgesses, and called upon the other colonies 
to pray for the Royal interposition in favor of 
the violated rights of America. And it was 
now, after we had been some three years settled 
in our English home, that a correspondence be- 
tween us and Madam Esmond began to take 
place. It was my wife who (upon some pretext 
such as women always know how to find) re-es- 
tablished the relations between us. Mr. Miles 
must need have the small-pox, from which he 
miraculously recovered without losing any por- 
tion of his beauty ; and on this recovery the mo- 
ther writes her prettiest little wheedling letter 
to the grandmother of the fortunate babe. She 
coaxes her with all sorts of modest phrases and 
humble offerings of respect and good-will. She 
narrates anecdotes of the precocious genius of 



the lad (what hath subseqneatly hxppeaod, I 
wonder, to stop the growth of that ga&at yoasg 
officer's brains ?), and she must have seat over 
to his grandmother a lock of the darliBg boy's 
hair, for the old lady, in her reply, acknow). 
edged the receipt of some such present. I won- 
der, as it came from England, they aDowed it to 
pass oor custom-house at Williamsbfoiig. In re- 
turn fur these peace-ofierings and amnggled to- 
kens of submission comes a tolerably grackmB 
letter from my Lady of Castlewood. 8be in- 
veighs against the dangeroos spirit pervadiDg 
the colony : she laments to think tha;t her un- 
happy son is consorting with people wbo, sbe 
fears, will be no better than rebels and traitonL 
She does not wonder, considering wAo his/rimds 
and advisers are. How can a wife taken from 
an abnost menial siiueition be expected to sym- 
pathise with persons of rank and digni^ who 
have the honor of the Crown at heart ? If evil 
times were coming for the monarchy (for the 
folks in America appeared to be disinclined to 
pay taxes, and required that every thing shoold 
be done fbr them without cost), she remembered 
how to monarchs in misfbrtune the Esmonds — 
her father, the marquis, especially*- had ensr 
been faithful. She knew not what opinions 
(though she might judge fixmi my new-^ftxngkd 
Lord Chatham) were in fiuihion in England. 
She prayed, at least, she might hear that one of 
her sons was not on the side of rtheWon. When 
we came, in after^ys, to look over old ikmily 
papers in Virginia, we fbund ''Letters from my 
daughter Lady Warrington," neatly tied up with 
a ribbon. My lady Theo insisted I should noc 
open them; and the truth, I believe, is, that 
they were so full of praises of her hnsband that 
she thought my vanity would sofibr firom reading 
them. 

When Madam began to write, she gave ns brief 
notices of Harry and his wife. ** The two wo- 
men," she wrote, *' still govern every thing with 
my poor boy at Fannystown (as he chooses to 
caJl his house). They must save mon^ there, 
for I hear but a shabby account of their maimer 
of entertaining. The Mount Vernon pentieman 
continues to be his great friend, and he votes in 
the House of Burgesses very much as kis guide 
advises him. Why he should be so sparing of 
his money I can not understand : I heard of ficrt 
negroes who went with his equipages to my Lord 
Bottetourt's only two had shoes to their feet. I 
had reasons to save, having sons for whom I 
wished to provide; but he hath no children, 
wherein he certainly is spared from much grief, 
though, no doubt. Heaven in its wisdom mean» 
our good by the trials which, through our chil- 
dren, it causes us to endure. His mother-in- 
law," she added in one of her letters, "has been 
ailing. Ever since his marriage, my poor Heniy 
has been the creature of these two arldful women, 
and they rule him entirely. Nothing, my dear 
daughter, is more contrary to common sense and 
to Holy Scripture than this. Are we not told, 
Wivesy he obedient to your husbands t Had Mr. 
Warrington lived, I should have endeavored to 
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ditnce." 

' pTteeotlj m had & letter wetiei with black, 
and aQDoaadng the doth of Ait dear good 
Honulaia, for (rhoni I had a hearlj regret and 
aSection, remembering ha tiaeere lore for lu aa 
childraD. Harry deplored the event in hii hon- 
e*t mj, and with touv wUeh actntllj blotted 
hit paper. And Uadam Eamond, allnding 
the ciicmnitance, said : " Hj late hontekeepi 
Mn. MonntaiD, aa soon M fihe foond her illnew 



on her deatb-bed, intending, donbtlesa, to 
mj fb^Teneu Tor her treocher; toward mi 
sent her word that I conld forgive her om a CkrxM- 
tiaa, and heartilj hope (thongh I confeu I donbt 
it) that ahe had a dae senae of her crime toward 
me. Bat oor meeting, I considered, waa of 
uae, and conld onlj occaaion nnpleaaantneaB be- 
tween na. If ahe repented, IhougA at the ekvaith 
hour, it WM not too late, and I aincerel; tnuted 
that ihe waa now doing bo. And, wonld yon 
believe her lamentable and hardened condition, 
she sent me word through Dinah, my woman, 
whom I diapatched lo her with medicines for he- 
myittt and her bodg't htalth, that ahe bad nothing 
to repeat of as far aa r^arded her condoet to 
roe, and she wanted to be left alone 1 Poor Di- 
nah diitribated the medicine to my negrota, and 
oor people took it eagerig — while Mrs. Monntain, 
left to herself, snccnmbed to the brer. Oh, the 
perveiri^ of hnman kind I This poor creature 
waa loo proud to take my remedies, and ia now 
beyond the reach of cnre and physidana Yon 
tell me yonr little Miles is anbject to fits of colic. 
J/y remedy, and I will beg yoa to let me know 
if efieetoBl, is,etc., etc." — and here followed the 
preacriptioo, which thon didat not take, O my 
son, my heir, and my pridel becanae thy fond 
mother had htr mother's favorite powder, on 
which in his infantine tronblee our first-bom waa 
datifolly nnrtnied. Did words not exactly con- 
sonant with tmth pass between the ladies in their 
correspondence ? I fear my Lady Theo was not 
altogetha candid ; else how lo account for a 
phrase in one of Madam Esmond's fetters, who 
•aid: " I am glad to bear the powden havedone 
the dear child good. They are, if not on a fint, 
on a aecond or third application, oJnasf in^iJfiife, 
and have been the blessed means of reliering 
many persons round me, both infiutta and adnlts, 
white and colored. I aend my grandson an In- 
dian bow and azrtnm. Shall theae old ejm never 
behold him at Castlewood, I wonder, sjid ia Sir 
George so busy with hia books and bis politics 
that he can't affbrd a few months to his mother 
in Virginia ? I am much alone now. Hy son's 
chamber is jnst aa he left it : the same books are 
in the presses-, his little hanger and fowling- 
pieoe over the bed, and my father's picture over 
the muitle-piece. I never allow any thing to 
be altered in his toom or hi* brother's. I Gtncy 
the children playing near me sometimes, and 
that I can see my dear father's head as be 
doMB in hii chair. Mine is growing almoet m 



white aa my father's. Am I never to behold 
my children ere I go hence 7 The Lord's will 



CHAPTER LXXSTL 

SdCh an appeal as this of oor mother wonld 
have softened hearts much more obdurate than 
ours; andwetalkedofaspcedyrisit to Virginia, 
and of hiring all the Yomg Rachtft cabin ac- 
cotomodatioa. But onr child must fell ill, for 
whom the voyage woold be dangerous, and fioni 
whom the mother of coarse could not part j and 
the Touag Baehtl made her voyage without ns 
that year. Another year there was anotlm 
difficulty, in my worship's first attack of the 
gont (which occufded me a good deal, and Bft«r- 
ward certainly cleared my wits and enlivened 
my spirit^} ; and now came another much sadder 
cause (or delay in the sad news we recaved from 
Jamaica. Some two years aAer oor establish- 
ment at the Manor onr dear Oeneral tetnned 
from his government, a little richer in the world's 
goods than when he went away, bat having un- 
dergone a loss for which no w«tlih could console 
hint, and after which, indeed, he did not care to 
in in the West Indies. Hy Theo's poor 
mother — the most lender and a^ctionate Mend 
(save one) I have ever had — died abroad of the 
fever. Her last regret was that she should not 

allowed to live to see onr children and onr- 
selves in prosperity. 

She sees na, thongh ire do not see her ; and 
she thanks you, George, for baring been good to 
her children," her huaband said. 

!, we thOBght, wonld not be long ere be 
joined her. Hia love for her had been tbe hap- 
piness and bonneaa of his whole Ufs. To be 
away itom her seemed living no more. It was 
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pitiable to watch the good man as he sate with 
OS. My wife, in her air and in many tones and 
gestures, constantly recalled her mother to the 
bereaved widower's heart. What cheer we could 
give him in his calamity we offered ; bnt, espe- 
cially, little Hetty was now, under Heayen, his 
chief support and consolation. She had refused 
more than one advantageous match in the Island, 
the General told us ; and on her return to En- 
gland, my Lord Wrotham*s heir laid himself at 
her fbet. But she loved best to stay with her 
father, Hetty said. As long as he was not tired 
of her she c<red for no husband. 

**Nay," said we, when this last great match 
was proposed, ** let the General stay six months 
with us at the Manor here, and you can have 
him at Oakhurst for the other six." 

But Hetty declared her father never could 
bear Oakhurst again now that her mother was 
gone ; and she would marry no man for his coro- 
net and money — ^not she I The General, when 
we talked this matter over, said, gravely, that the 
child had no desire for marrying, owing possibly 
to some disappointment in early' life, of which 
she never spoke ; and we, respecting her feelings, 
were for our parts equally silent. My brother 
Lambert had by this time a college living near 
to Winchester, and a wife of course to adorn his 
parsonage. We professed but a moderate de- 
gree of liking for this lady, though we made her 
welcome when she came to us. Uer idea regard- 
ing our poor Hetty's determined celibacy was dif- 
ferent to that which I had. This Mrs. Jack was 
a chatter-box of a woman, in the habit of speaking 
her mind very freely, and of priding herself ex- 
cessively on her skill in giving pain to her friends. 

''My dear Sir George,"; she was pleased to 
say, *'/ have often and often told our dear Theo 
that / wouldn't have a pretty sister in my house 
to make tea for Jack when I was up stairs, and 
always to be at hand when I was wanted in the 
Utchen or nursery, and always to be dressed 
neat and in her best when I was very likely 
making pies or puddings or looking to the clul- 
dren. I have every confidence in Tom, of course. 
I should like to see him look at another woman, 
indeed I And so I have in Jemima : but they 
don't come together in my house when /'m up 
stairs — ^that I promise you ! And so I told my 
sister Warrington." 

"Am I to understand," says the General, 
'' that you have done my Lady Warrington the 
favor to warn her against her sister, my daugh- 
ter Miss Hester?" 

''Yes, pa, of course I have. A duty is a 
duty, and a woman is a woman, and a man's a 
man, as I know very well. Don't tell me I He 
is a man. Every man is a man, with all his 
sanctified airs!" 

"You yourself have a married sister, with 
whom you were staying when my son Jack first 
had the happiness of making your acquaint- 
ance?" remarks the General. 

" Yes, of course I have a married sister ; every 
one knows that ; and I have been as good as a 
mother to her children, that I have 1" 



" And am I to gather from yonr conversation 
that your attractions proved a powerful tempta- 
tion for your sister's husband ?" 

"Law, General! I don't know how yon can 
go for to say I ever said any such a thing !" cries 
Mrs. Jack, red and voluble. 

"Don't you perceive, my dear madam, that 
it is you who have insinuated as much, not only- 
regarding yourself, but regarding my own two 
daughters?" 

" Never, never, never, as I'm a Christian wo> 
man ! And it's most cruel of you to say so. Sir. 
And I do say a sister is best out of the house, 
that I do! And as Theo*s time is coming, I 
warn her, that's all." 

" Have you. discovered, my good madam, 
whether my poor Hetty has stolen aiiy. of .the 
spoons ? When I came to breakfast this jnom- 
ing my daughter was alone, and there >muat have 
been a score of pieces of silver on the table." 

"Law, Sir! who ever said a word about 
spoons ? Did / ever accuse the poor dear ? If 
I did,' may I drop down dead at this moment on 
this hearth-rug ! And I ain't used to be spoke 
to in this way. And me and Tom have both 
remarked it; and I've done my duty, that I 
have. " And here Mrs. Jack flounces out of the 
room, in tears. 

"And has the woman had the impudence to 
.tell you this, my child ?" asks the General, when 
Theo (who is a little delicate) comes to the tea- 
table. • 

' ' She has told me every day since she has been 
here. She comes into my dressing-room to tell 
me. She comes to my nurseiy, and says, ' Ah, / 
wouldn't have. a sister prowling about my nurs- 
ery, that I wouldn't!' Ah, how pleasant it ia 
to have amiable and well-bred relatives, say L'* 

" Thy poor mother has been spared this wo- 
man, " groans the General. 

" Our mother would have made her better, 
Papa," says Theo, kissing him. 

" Yes, dear. And I see that both of them are 
at their prayers." 

But this must be owned, that to love one's 
relatives is not always an easy task ; to live with 
one's neighbors is sometimes not amusing. From 
Jack Lambert's demeanor next day I could see 
that his wife had given him her version of the 
conversation. Jack was sulky, but not digni- 
fied. He was angry, but his anger did not pre- 
vent his appetite. He preached a sermon for us 
which was entirely stupid. And little Miles, 
once more in sables, sate at his grandfiither's 
side, his little hand placed in that of the kind 
old man. 

Would he stay and keep house for us during 
our Virginian trip ? The housekeeper should be 
put under the full domination of Hetty. The 
butler's keys should be handed over to him ; for 
Gumbo, not, I thought, with an over-good grace, 
was to come with us to Virginia : having, it must 
be premised, united himself with Mrs. Molly in 
the bonds of matrimony, and peopled a cottage 
in my park with sundry tawny Gumbos. Under 
the care of our good General and his daughter 
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<re Ml nnr honM tben ; we tnTcled to London, 
nnil thence to Bristol, and onr obacqnious agent 
there hid the opportnnitj of declaring that he 
shoold offer np pnijen for onr pnwperitj, and 
of rowing that children so beanlifnl aa oan (we 
had an infant by thii time to accompany Milet) 
were never teen on any ship before. Wo made 
A Toyage without accident. How alrange the 
(Ming WM M we landed from our boat at Rich- 



mond I A coach and a boM of negrocf were 
there in waiting to receiTe oa; and hard by n 
gentleman on hoTseba<±, with negroea in onr 
liTcry, too, who iprang from hi* horse and nuh' 
ed np to embrace ni. Not • littk charmed were 
both of oa to aeeoardeareM Hal. Be rode with 
nt to oar motber'a door. Yonder ahe atood on 
the itepB to welcome as ; and Tbeo knelt down 
to uk her blcsaing. 



878 



THE VIRGINIANS. 



Hany rode in the coach with us as far as our 
mother's house ; but would not, as he said, spoil 
sport bj entering with us. '* She sees me," he 
owned, *'and we are pretty good friends; but 
Fanny and she are best apart ; and there is no 
love lost between 'em, I can promise you. Come 
oyer to me at the Tavern, George, when thou art 
free. And to-morrow I shall have the honor to 
present her sister to Theo. 'Twas only from 
iiappening to be in town yesterday that I heard 
the ship was signaled, and waited to see you. 
I have sent a negro boy home to my wife, and 
shell be here to pay her respects to my Lady 
Warrington. " And Harry, after this brief greet- 
ing, jumped out of the carriage and left us to 
meet our mother alone. 

Since I parted fh>m her I had seen a great deal 
of fine company, i^nd Theo and I had paid our 
respects to the King and Queen at St. .fames's ; 
but we had seen no more stately person than this 
who welcomed us, and raising my wife from her 
knee, embraced her and led her into the house. 
Twas a plain, wood-built place, with a gallery 
round, as our Virginian houses are; but if it 
had been a palace, with a little empress inside, 
our reception could not have been more courte- 
ous. There was old Nathan, still the major- 
domo, a score of kind black faces of blacks, grin- 
ning welcome. Some whose names I remem- 
]>ered as children were grown out of remembrance, 
to be sure, to be buxom lads and lasses; and 
8ome I had left with black pates were grizzling 
now with snowy polls : and some who were bom 
since my time were peering at door-ways with 
their great eyes and little naked feet. It was, 
*'Vm little Sip, Master George!" and **I'm 
Dinah, Sir G^rge!" and 'Tm Master Miles's 
boy I" says a little chap in a new livery and boots 
of nature's blacking. Ere the day was over &e 
whole household had found a pretext for passing 
before us, and grinning and bowing and making 
us welcome. I don't know how many repasts 
were served to us. In the evening my Lady 
Warrington had to receive all the gentry of the 
little town, which she did with perfect grace and 
good-humor, and I had to shake hands with a 
few old acquaintances — old enemies I was going 
to say ; but I had come into^a fortune and was 
no longer a naughty prodigal. Why, a drove 
of fiEitted calves was kiHed in my honor! My 
poor Hal was of the entertainment, but gloomy 
and crest-fallen. His mother spoke to him, but 
it was as a queen to a rebellious prince, her son, 
who was not yet forgiven. We two slipped away 
from the company and went up to the rooms as- 
signed to me ; but there, as we began a free con- 
versation, our mother, taper in hand, appeared 
with her pale &ce. Did I want any thing? 
Was every thing quite as I wished it ? She had 
peeped in at the dearest children, who were sleep- 
ing like cherubs. How she did caress them, and 
delight over them ! How she was charmed with 
Miles's dominating airs, and the little Theo's 
smiles and dimples ! " Supper is just coming 
on the table, Sir George. If you like our cook- 
eiy better than the tavern, Henry, I beg you to 



stay." What a different welcome there waa in 
the words and tone addressed to each of us ! Hal 
hung down his head, and followed to the lower 
room. A clei^gjrman begged a blessing on the 
meaL He touched with not a little art and el- 
oquence upon our arrival at home, upon ovr safe 
passage across the stormy waters, upon the loTe 
and forgiveness which awaited us in the manaioiis 
of the Heavenly Parent when the storms of life 
were over. 

Here was a new clergyman, quite unlike flome 
whom I remembered about us in earlier days, 
and I praised him, but Madam Esmond shook 
her head. She was afraid his principles were 
very dangerous; she was afraid others had 
adopted those dangerous principles. Had I not 
seen the paper signed by the burgesses and mer- 
jchants at Williamsburg the year before — the 
Lees, Bandolphs, Bassets, Washingtons, and die 
like; and oh, my dear, that I should have to 
say it, our name — that is, your brother's (faj 
what influence I do not like to say), and this 
unhappy Mr. Belman's who begged a MAMripg 
last night. 

If there had been quarrels in our little colo- 
nial society when I left home, what were these 
to the fends I found raging on my return ? We 
had sent the Stamp Act to America, and been 
forced to repeal it. Then we must try a new aet 
of duties on glass, paper, and what not, and repeal 
that Act too, with $he exception of a duty on tea. 
From Boston to Charleston the .tea was confis- 
cated. Even my mother, loyal as she was, gave 
up her favorite drink ; and my poor wife would 
have had to forego hers, but we had brought a 
quantity for our private drinking on board ship, 
which had paid four times as much duty at home. 
Not that I, for my part, would have hesitated 
about paying duty. The home government mnst 
have some means of revenue, or its pretensions to 
authority were idle. They say the colonies were 
tried and tyrannized over; I say the home gov- 
ernment was tried and tyrannized over. ('TIS 
but an afbir of argument and history now ; we 
tried the question, and were beat ; and the mat- 
ter is settled as completely as the conquest of 
Britain by the Normans.) And all along, from 
conviction I trust, I own to have taken the Brit- 
ish side of the quarrel. In that brief and unfor- 
tunate experience of war which I had had in my 
early life, the universal cry of the army and well^ 
afiected persons was, that Mr. Braddock's expo, 
dition had failed, and defeat and disaster had 
fallen upon us, in consequence of the remissness, 
the selfishness, and the rapacity of many of the 
very people for whose defense against the French 
arms had been taken up. The colonists were 
for having all done for them^ and for doing no- 
thing. They made extortionate bargains with 
the champions who came to defend them ; they 
failed in contracts; they furnished niggardly 
supplies ; they multiplied delays tmtil the hour 
for beneficial action was past, and until the ca- 
tastrophe came which never need have occurred 
but for their ill-will. What shouts of joy were 
there, and what ovations for the great British 
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mimster who had deriaed and effected the con- 
quest of Canada ! Monsieur de Vaudrenil said 
justly that that conquest was the signal for the 
defection of the North American colonies from 
their allegiance to Great Britain ; and m j Lord 
Chatham, having done his best to achieve the 
first part of the scheme, contributed more than 
anj man in England toward the completion of 
it. The colonies were insurgent, and he applaud- 
ed their rebellion. What scores of thousands of 
warerers must he have encouraged into resist- 
ance 1 It was a general who sajs to an army in 
refolt, *' God save the king I Mj men, you have 
a light to mutiny ! '* No wonder they set up his 
statue in this town, and his picture in t'other ; 
while here and there they hanged ministers and 
governors in effigy. To our Virginian town of 
Williamsburg some wiseacres must subscribe to 
bring over a portrait of my lord, in the habit of 
a Roman orator speaking in the Forum, to be 
sure, and pointing to the palace of Whitehall, 
and the special window out of which Charles I. 
was beheaded ! Here was a neat allegory, and 
a pretty compliment to a British statesman ! I 
hear, however, that my Iord*s head was painted 
from a bust, and so was taken off without his 
knowledge. 

Now my country is England, not America or 
Virginia ; and I take, or rather took, the En- 
glish side of the dispute. My sympathies had 
always been with home, where I was now a 
squire and a citizen ; but had my lot been to 
plant tobacco, and live on the banks of James 
River or Potomac, no doubt my opinions had 
been altered. When, for instance, I visited my 
brother at his new house and plantation, I found 
him and his wife as stanch Americans as we 
were British. We had some words upon the mat- 
ter in dispute — ^who had not in those troublesome 
times ? — but our argument was carried on with- 
out rancor ; even my new sister could not bring 
us to that, though she did her best when we were 
together, and in the curtain lectures which I have 
no doubt she inflicted on her spouse, like a nota- 
ble housewife as she was. But we trusted in 
each other so entirely that even Harry's duty to- 
ward his wife would not make him quarrel with 
his brother. He loved me from old times, when 
my word was law with him ; he still protested 
that he and every Virginian gentleman of his 
side was loyal to the Crown. War was not de- 
clared as yet, and gentlemen of diffsrent opin- 
ions were courteous enough to one another. 
Nay, at our public dinners and festivals, the 
heidth of the King was still ostentatiously 
drunk ; and the assembly of every colony, 
though preparing for Congress, though resist- 
ing all attempts at taxation on the part of the 
home authorities, was loud in its expressions of 
regard for the King our Father, and pathetic in 
its appeals to that paternal sovereign to put 
away evil counselors from him, and listen to the 
voice of moderation and reason. Up to the last 
our Virginian gentry were a grave, orderly, aris- 
tocratic folk, with the strongest sense of their 
own dignity and station. In later days, and 



nearer home, we have heard of fraternization and 
equality. Among the great folks of our Old 
World I have never seen a gentleman standing 
more on his dignity and maintaining it better 
than Mr. Washington : no, not the King against 
whom he took arms. In the eyes of all the gen- 
try of the French Court, Who gayly joined in the 
crusade against us, and so took their revenge for 
Canada, the great ' American chief always ap- 
peared as anax andrdfij and they allowed that his 
better could not be seen in Versailles itself. 
Though they were quarreling with the (jovem- 
or, the gentlemen of the House of Burgesses 
still maintained amicable relations with him, 
and exchanged dignified courtesies. When my 
Lord Bottetourt arrived, and held his court at 
Williamsburg in no small splendor and state, all 
the gentry waited upon him. Madam Esmond in- 
daded. And at his death. Lord Dunmore, who 
succeeded him, and brought a fine fleimily with 
him, was treated with the utmost respect by our 
gentry privately, though publicly the House of 
Assembly and the Governor were at war. 

Their quarrels are a matter of history, and 
concern me personally only so far as this, that 
our burgesses being convened for the Ist of 
March in the year after my arrival in Virginia, 
it was agreed that we should all pay a visit to 
our capital, and our duty to the Governor. 
Since Hany's unfortunate marriage Madam Es- 
mond had not performed this duty, though al- 
ways previously accustomed to pay it ; but now 
that her eldest son was arrived in the colony my 
mother opined that we must certainly wait upon 
his Excellency the Governor ; nor were we sorry, 
perhaps, to get away from our little Richmond 
to enjoy the gayeties of the provincial capital. 
Madam engaged, and at a great price, the best 
house to be had at Richmond for herself and 
her family. Now I was rich her generosity was 
curious. I had more than once to interpose 
(her old servants likewise wondering at her new 
way of life), and beg her not to be so lavish. 
But she gently said, in former days she had oc- 
casion to save, which now existed no more. 
Harry had enough, sure, with such a wife as he 
had taken out of the housekeeper's room. If 
she chose to be a little extravagant now, why 
should she hesitate? She had not her dearest 
daughter and grandchildren with her every day 
(she fell in love with all three of them, and 
spoiled them as much as they were capable of 
being spoiled). Besides, in former days I cer- 
tainly could not accuse her of too much extravO' 
gancey and this, I think, was almost the only al- 
lusion she made to the pecuniary differences be- 
tween us. So she had her people dressed in 
their best, and her best wines, plate, and fur- 
niture from Castlewood by sea at no small 
charge, and her dress in which she had been 
married in George U.'s reign ; and we all 
flattered ourselves that our coach made the 
greatest figure of any except his Excellency's, 
and we engaged Signer Formicalo, his Excel- 
lency's major-domo, to superintend the series of 
feasts that were given in my honor ; and more 
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flesh-pots were set a^^tewing in onr kitchens in 
one month, our servants said, than had been 
known in the family since the young gentleman 
went away. So great was Theo's influence over 
my mother that she actually persuaded her, that 
year, to receive our sister Fanny, Hal's wife, 
who would have staid' upon the plantation rath- 
er than face Madam Esmond. But trusting to 
Theo's promise of amnesty, Fanny (to whose 
house we had paid more than one visit) came 
up to town, and made her courtesy to Madam Es- 
mond, and was forgiven. And rather than be 
forgiven in that way, I own, for my part, that I 
would prefer perdition or utter persecution. 

'* You know these, my dear ?" says Madam 
Esmond, pointing to her fine silver sconces. 
'' Fanny hath often cleaned them when she was 
with me 'at Castlewood. And this dress, too, 
Fanny knows, I dare say? Her poor mother 
had the care of it. I always had the greatest 
oonfidence in her." 

Here there is wrath flashing from Fanny's 
eyes, which our mother, who has forgiven her, 
does not perceive — not she ! 

'* Oh, she was a treasure to me!*' Madam re- 
sumes. '*I never should have nursed my boys 
through their illnesses Jbut for your mother's ad- 
mirable care of them. Colonel Lee, permit me 
to present you to my daughter, my Lady War- 
rington. Her ladyship is a neighbor of your 
relatives the Bunburys at home. Here comes 
his Excellency. Welcome, my lord I" 

And our princess performs before his lordship 
one of those courtesies of which she was not a 
little proud ; and I fancy I see some of the com- 
pany venturing to smile. 

'* By George ! madam, " says Mr. Lee, '* since 
Count Borulawski, I have not seen a bow so el- 
egant as your ladjrship's." 

" And pray, Sir, who was Count Borulawski ?" 
asks madam. 

**Ho was a nobleman high in favor with his 
Polish Majesty," replies Mr. Lee. '^ May I ask 
yon, madam, to present me to your distinguish- 
ed son ?" 

" This is Sir George Warrington,'* says my 
mother, pointing to me. 

'* Pardon me, madam. I meant Captain 
Warrington, who was by Mr. Wolfe's side when 
he died. I had been contented tfi share his fate, 
so I had been near him." 

And the ardent Lee swaggers up to Hany, 
and takes his hand with respect, and pays him a 
compliment or two, which makes me, at least, 
pardon him for his late impertinence: for my 
dearest Hal walks gloomily through his mother's 
rooms, in his old uniform of the famous corps 
which he has quitted. 

We had had many meetings, which the stem 
mother could not interrupt, and in which that in- 
stinctive love which bound us to one another, 
and which nothing could destroy, had opportu- 
nity to speak. Entirely unlike each other in 
our pursuits, our tastes, our opinions — his life 
l)eing one of eager exercise, active sport, and all 
the amusements of the field, while mine is to 



dawdle over books and spend my time in lan- 
guid self.<x)ntemplation — we have, nevertheless, 
had such a sympathy as almost passes the love 
of women. My poor Hal confessed as much to 
me, for his part, in his artless manner, when "we 
went away without wives or womankind, except 
a few negroes left in the place, and passed a 
week at Castlewood together. 

The Ladies did not love each other. I know 
enough of my lady Theo to see, after a very few 
glances, whether or not she takes a liking to an- 
other of her amiable sex. All my powers of 
persuasion or command fail to change the stub- 
born creature's opinion. Had she ever said a 
word against Mrs. This or Miss That ? Not she ! 
Has she been otherwise than civil? No, as- 
suredly I My lady Theo is polite to a beggar- 
woman, treats her kitchen-maids like duchessesy 
and murmurs a compliment to the dentist for his 
elegant manner of pulling her tooth out She 
would black my boots, or clean the grate, if I 
ordained it (always looking like a duchess the 
while) ; but as soon as I say to her, " My dear 
creature, be fond of this lady, oi- t'other!*' all 
obedience ceases ; she executes the most refined 
courtesies ; smiles and kisses even to order ; but 
performs that mysterious undefinable freemasonic 
signal, which passes between women, by whidi 
each knows that the other hates her. So, with 
regard to Fanny, we had met at her house, and 
at others. I remembered her aflectionately from 
old days, I fully credited poor Hal's violent pro- 
tests and tearful oaths, that, by George, it vras 
our mother's persecution which made him marry 
her. He couldn't stand by and see a poor thing 
tortured as she was without coming to her res- 
cue ; no, by Heavens, he couldn't ! I say I b^ 
lieved all this, and had for my sister-in-law a 
genuine compassion as well as an early regard ; 
and yet I had no love to give her ; and, in reply 
to Hal's passionate outbreaks in praise of her 
beauty and worth, and eager queries to me 
whether I did not think her a perfect paragon ? 
I could only answer with fiednt compliments or 
vague approval, feeling all the while that X was 
disappointing my poor ardent fellow, and cursing 
invTardly that revolt against flattery and false- 
hood into which I sometimes frantically rush. 
Why should I not say, ** Tes, dear Hal, thy 
wife is a paragon ; her singing is delightful, her 
hair and shape are beautiful ;" as I might have 
said by a little common stretch of politeness ? 
Why could I not cajole this or that stupid neig^ 
bor or relative, as I have heard Theo do. a thou- 
sand times, finding all sorts of lively prattle to 
amuse them, while I sit before them dumb and 
gloomy ? I say it was a sin not to have more 
words to say in praise of Fanny. We ought to 
have praised her ; we ought to have liked her. 
My Lady Warrington certainly ought to have 
liked her, for she can play the hypocrite, and I 
can not. And there was this young creature — 
pretty, graceful, shaped like a nymph, with 
beautiful black eyes — and we cared for them 
no more than for two gooseberries ! At War- 
rington my wife and I, when we pretended to 
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compare notes, elaborately complimented each 
other on oar new sister^s beauty. What love- 
ly eyes ! — Oh yes ! What a sweet little dim- 
ple on her chin! — AH, out I What wonderful 
little feet !— Perfectly Chinese ! where should we 
in London get slippers small enough for her? 
And these compliments exhausted, we knew that 
we did not like Fanny the value of one penny- 
piece ; we knew that we disliked her ; we knew 
that we ha . . . Well, what hypocrites women 
are! We heard from many quarters how ea- 
gerly my brother had taken up the new anti-En- 
glish opinion, and what a champion he was of 
so-called American rights and freedom. ** It is 
her doing, my dear," says I to my wife. ** If I 
had said so much I am sure you would have 
scolded me," says my Lady Warrington, laugh- 
ing : and I did straightway begin to scold her, 
and say it was most cruel of her to suspect our 
new sister ; and what earthly right had we to do 
so ? But I say again, I know Madam Theo so 
well, that when once she has got a prejudice 
against a person in her little head, not all the 
king's horses nor all the king's men will get it 
out again. I vow nothing would induce her to 
believe that Harry was not hen-pecked — nothing. 

Well, we went to Castlewood together with- 
out the women, and staid at the dreary, dear 
old place, where we had been so happy,- and I, 
at least, so gloomy. It was winter, and duck 
time, and Harry went away to the river, and 
shot dozens and scores and bushels of canvas- 
backs, while I remained in my grandfather's li- 
brary among the old mouldering books which I 
loved in my childhood — which I see in a dim vi- 
sion still resting on a little boy's lap, as he sits 
by an old white-headed gentleman's knee. I 
read my books ; I slept in my own bed and room 
— religiously kept, as my mother told me, and 
left as on the day when I went to Europe. Hal's 
cheery voice would wake me as of old. Like all 
men who love to go a-field, he was an early 
riser : he would come and wake me, and sit on 
the foot of the bed and perfume the air with his 
morning pipe, as the house negroes laid great 
logs on the fire. It was a happy time ! Old 
Nathan had told me of cunning crypts where 
ancestral rum and claret were deposited. We 
had had cares, struggles, battles, bitter griefs, 
and disappointments ; we were boys again as we 
sat there together. I am a boy now even, as I 
think of the time. 

That unlucky tea-tax, which alone of the taxes 
lately imposed upon the colonies the home gov- 
ernment was determined to retain, was met with 
defiance throughout America. 'TIS true we paid 
a shilling in the pound at home, and asked only 
threepence fh>m Boston or Charleston : but as a 
question of principle, the impost was refused by 
the provinces, which indeed ever showed a most 
spirited determination to pay as little as they could 
help. In Charleston, the tea^hips were unloaded 
and the cargoes stowed in cellars. From New 
York and Philadelphia, the vessels were turned 
back to London. In Boston (where there was 
an armed force, whom the inhabitants were per- 



petually mobbing), certain patriots, painted and 
disguised as Indians, boarded the ships, and 
flung the obnoxious cargoes into the water. The 
wrath of our white Father was kindled against 
this city of Mohocks in masquerade. The nota- 
ble Boston Port Bill was brought forward in' the 
British House of Commons ; the port was closed 
and the Custom-house removed to Salem. The 
Massachusetts Charter was annulled; and — ^in 
just apprehension tiiat riots might ensue, in 
dealing with the perpetrators of which the colo- 
nial courts might be led to act partially— Par- 
liament decreed that persons indicted for acts 
of violence and armed resistance might be sent 
home, or to another colony, for trial. If such 
acts set all America in a flame, they certainly 
drove all well-wishers of our country into a fury. 
I might have sentenced Master Miles Warring- 
ton, at five years old, to a whipping, and he 
would have cried, taken down his little small- 
clothes and submitted; but suppose I ofiered 
(and he richly deserving it) to chastise Captain 
Miles of the Prince's Dragoons? He would 
whirl my paternal cane out of my hand, box my 
hair-powder out of my ears. Lord a-mercy ! I 
tremble at the very idea of the controversy ! He 
would assert his independence in a word ; and if, 
I say, I think the home Parliament had a right 
to levy taxes in the colonies, I own that we took 
means most captious, most insolent, most irrita- 
ting, *and, above all, most impotent, to assert 
our claim. 

My Lord Dunmore, our Governor of Virginia, 
upon Lord Bottetourt's death, received me into 
some intimacy soon after my arrival in the 
colony, being willing to live on good terms with 
all our gentry. My mother's severe loyalty was 
no secret to him ; indeed, she waved the king's 
banner in all companies, and talked so loudly 
and resolutely that Randolph and Patrick Heniy 
himself were struck dumb before her. It was 
Madam Esmond's celebrated reputation for loy- 
alty (his Excellency laughingly told me) which 
induced him to receive her eldest son to grace. 

** I have had the worst character of you from 
home," his lordship said. ''Little birds whis- 
per to me. Sir Oieorge, that yon are a man of the 
most dangerous principles. You are a friend 
of Mr, Wilkes and Alderman Beckford. I am 
not sure you have not been at Medmenham Ab- 
bey. You have lived with players, poets, and 
all sorts of wild people. I have been warned 
against you. Sir, and I find you — " 

*' Not so black as I have been painted,** I in- 
terrupted his lordship with a smile. 

" Faith," says my lord, " if I tell Sir George 
Warrington that he seems to me a very harm- 
less, quiet gentleman, and that 'tis a great relief 
to me to talk to him amidst these loud politi- 
cians ; these lawyers with their perpetual noise 
about Greece and Rome i these Virginian squares 
who are forever professing their loyalty and re- 
spect, while they are shaking their fists in my 
face — I hope nobody overhears us," says my 
lord, with an arch smile, * * and nobody will carry 
my opinions home." 
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His lordiUp's ill 0}iii^oii baring been re- 
moved by a better knowledge of me, on 
qoainUnce dailj grew more intimate ; an 
pecialiy betwGca the ladies of hia family and my 
own, a dose frieadsliip arose — between them 
and my wife at least. Hal's wife, received 
kindly at the little pmrincial coart, ai all ladies 
were, made herself by no means popular there 
17 the hot and eager political tone which she 
adopted. She assailed all tbeGovenmieDtmeas- 
nrea with indiscrimiDsting acrimony. Were 
they lenient? 8be said the perfidions British 
Government was only preparing a snare, and 
biding its time ontll it conld forge heavier chains 
for unhappy America. Were they angry ? Why 
did not every American citiien rise, assert his 
rights as a freeman, and serve every British gov- 
ernor, officer, soldier, as they had treated the 
East India Company's tea? Hy mother, on 
the other band, was pleased to expren her opin- 
ions with equal fmnknen, and, indeed, to press 
her advice npon his Excellency with a volnbiiitj 
which may have fktigued that representative (rf' 
the Sover^gn. Call out the militia ; send for 
fresh troops from New York, fVom home, from 
any where; lock np the Capitol (this advice 
was fallowed it must be owned) ; and send every 
one of the ringleaders among those wicked bnr- 
gesscs to prison ! was Madam Esmond's daily 
■ coonsel to the Governor by wwd and letter. 
And if not only the bnrgeasea bnt the bnr- 
gesses' wives could have been led off to pun- 
ishment and captivity, I think this Brntni of a 
woman would scarce hare appealed against the 



CHAPTER U3XVII. 

WiuT perverse law of Fate is it that ever 
places me in a minority? Should a lawbe pio- 
poeed to hand over this realm to the Pretender 
of Rome, or the Grand Turk, and submit it to 
the new sovereign's religion, it might pass, as I 
should certainly be voting against it. At home 
in Virginia, I found myself disagreeing with ev- 
ery body as aanal. By the Patriots I was roted 
(as indeed I professed myself to be) a Tory ; by 



the Toriee I was pnaently declared to be a dan- 
gerous Bepublican. The time was nttcrij out 
of joint. O cnreed spite ! Ere I had been a 
year in Virginia, how I wished mjtelt back by 
the banks of Waveney I But the aspect of mt- 
fairs was so troablous that I could not leare mr 
mother, a lone lady, to ttce possible war and 
disaster, nor would she qiut the country at such 
a janctore, not should a man of spirit leare it. 
At bis Excellency's table, end over his Excel- 
lency's plentiful claret that point was agreed on 
by numbers of the well aS^ted, that row was 
vowed over conntless b rimming bumpers. No : 
it WHS ttalvt rigmm, ligmferl We Caralitn 
would all rally round it; and at these time* oar 
Gorenior talked like the bravest of the brare. 

Now, I will say, of all my Virginian acquaint- 
ance. Madam Esinond was the most consistent. 
Our gentlefolks bad come in nomben to Will- 
iamsburg; and a great number of them pn^iosed 
to treat her Excellency, the Gorernor's lady, to 
a bait when the news reached us of the Bostan 
Part Bill. Straightway the House of B 
adopts an indignant protest against this m 
of the British Parliament, and decrees a solemn 
day of fiut and humiliation throughout the coun- 
try, and of solemn prayer to Hearen to avert the 
calamity of Civil War. Mesmwhile^ the inrita- 
my Lady Dnnmore baring been already 
given and accepted, the gentlemen agreed that 
their ball should take place on the appointed 
evening, and then sackcloth and ashca (honld be 
assumed some dajs oflenrard. 

A ball!" says Hadom Esmond. "I go ti^ 
a ball which is given bf a set of rebels who are 
going publicly to insnlt His M^ty a week aft- 
erwardl I will die soonerl" And she wrote 
to the gentlemen who were stewards for the 00- 
casiou to say, that viewing the dangerous Rate 
of the country, she, for her part, conld not think 
of attending a ball. 

What was her surprise then, the next time 
she went abroad tn her chair, to be cheered b; a 
handred persons, while and black, and shontF 
of " Uuizoh, Madam 1" "Heaven bless your 
Ladyship I" They evidently thought her patri- 
otism bad cauMd her determination not to go to 
the ball. 

Madam, that there ibonld be no mistake, puts 
her head out of the chair, and tries out Ciod save 
the King, as loud as she can. The people cried 
God sare the King, too. Every body cried God 
save the King in those days. On Uie night of 
that entertainment my poor Harry, as a Bar- 
gees of the House, and one of the givers of the 
feast, donned his uniform red coat of Wolfe's 
(which he so won was to exchange for another col- 
or) and went off with Madam Fanny to the ball. 
Hy Lady Warrington and her humble aerrant, 
as being strangers in the country, and English 
people as it were, were permitted by Hadam to 
attend the assembly from which she of course 
absented herself. I had the honor to dance a 
itiy dance with the lady of Mount Vernon, 
whom I fbond a moet lirely, pretty, and amiable 
partner ; but am bound to sa; that my wife's 
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pnlMs of her were recdved with k *ery grim ac- 
ceptance by my mother, when Ladj Warrington 
came to recoant iheeventaof cheeTeaing. Conld 
not Sit George Wanington have danced irith mj 
Ladjr Danmore or her d&aghtera, or with any 
body but Hra. Washington ; lo be snre the Col- 
onel thonghC 10 well of himaelf and his wife that 
no doubt he considered her the grandest lady J 
the room ; and she who remembered him a roe 
rirreyor at a guinea a day I Well, indeed 
there was no messtuing the pride of these pro- 
rincial npstarte, and as for this gcntlemao, lay 



Lord Duamore't partiably for him had eridently 
turned hia head. I do not know about Mr. 
Washington's pride ; I know that my good mo- 
ther nera- could be got to lore hint or any thing 
that was his. 

She was no better pleMed with him for going 
to the ball tlian with his conduct three days aft- 
erward. When the day of fast tmd humiliation 
was aj^KMuted, and wh^ he attended the serrice 
which onr new clubman performed. She in- 
vited Mr. Belman to dinner that day, and nin- 
iry colonial anthoritica. The clergyman ex- 
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cnsed himself. Madam Esmond tossed up her 
heady and said he might do as he liked. She 
made a parade of a dinner; she lighted her house 
up at night, when ail the rest of the city was in 
darkness and gloom ; she begged Mr. Hardy, one 
of his Excellency's aids-de-camp, to sing " God 
save the King," to which the people in the street 
ontside listened, thinking that it might be a part 
of some reli^ous sendee which Madam was cel- 
ebrating; but then she called for *' Britons, 
strike home!" which the simple young gentle- 
man jnst from Europe began to perform, when a 
great yell arose in the street, and a large stone, 
flung from some rebellious hand, plumped into 
the punch-bowl before me, and scattered it and 
its contents about our dining-room. 

My mother went to the window, nothing 
dauD^. I can see her rigid little figure now, 
as she stands with a tossed-up head, outstretch- 
ed, frilled arms, and the twinkling stars for a 
back-ground, and sings in chorus, "Britons, 
strike homet strike home!" The crowd in 
front of the palings shout and roar, *< Silence ! 
for shame ! go back I " but she will not go back, 
not she. *' Fling more stones, if you dare I" 
says the brare little lady ; and more might have 
come, .but some gentlemen issuing out of the 
Baley Tavern interpose with the crowd. '* You 
mustn't insult a lady," says a voice I think I 
know. '* Huzza, Colonel! Hurrah, Captain ! 
*'€rod bless your honor!" say the people in the 
street. And thus the enemies are pacified. 

My mother protesting that the whole disturb- 
ance was over, woidd have had Mr. Hardy sing 
another song; but he gave a sickly grin, and 
said '* he really did not like to sing to such ac- 
companiments," and the concert for that evening 
was ended ; though I am bound to say that some 
scoundrels returned at night, frightened my poor 
wife almost out of wits, and broke evexy single 
window in the front of our tenement. '* Brit- 
ons, strike home ! " was a little too much. Mad- 
am should have contented herself with "God 
save the King!" Militia was drilled, bullets 
were cast, supplies of ammunition got ready, 
cunning plans for disappointing the royal ordi- 
nances devised and carried out, but, to be sure, 
" God save the King" was the ciy every where ; 
and in reply to my objections to the gentlemen- 
patriots, " Why, you are scheming for a separa^ 
tion ; you are bringing down upon you the inev- 
itable wrath of the greatest power in the world !" 
the answer to me always was, "We mean no 
separation at all ; we yield to no men in loyal- 
ty ; we gloxy in the name of Britons," and so 
forth, and so forth. The powder-barrels were 
heaped in the cellar, the train was laid, but Mr. 
Fawkes was persistent in his dutiful petitions to 
King and Parliament, and meant no harm, not 
he ! *TiB true when I spoke of the power of our 
country I imagined she would exert it ; that she 
would not expect to overcome three millions of 
fellow-Britons on their own soil with a few bat- 
talions, a half-dozen generals from Bond Street, 
and a few thousand bravos hired out of Ger- 
many. As if we wanted to insult the thirteen 



colonies as weU as to subdue thent, we must set 
upon them these hordes of Hessians, and the 
murderers out of the Indian wigwams. Was 
our great quarrel not to be fought wit ho nt, ia& 
auxiUo and isiis defensoribusf Ah I 'tia easy. 
now we are worsted, to look over the map of the 
great empire wrested from us, and show liow we 
ought not to have lost it. Long Island onght to 
have exterminated Wasiiington*s array ; he oaght 
never to have come out of Valley Tergb except 
as a prisoner. The South was ouib alter the 
battle of Camden, but for the inconoehsahie med- 
dling of the Commander-in-Chief at New York, 
who paralyzed the exertions of the only capable 
British General who appeared daring the war, 
and sent him into that miserable cui-de^^ac tx 
York Town, whence he could only issae deleat- 
ed and a prisoner. Oh for a week more ! a dsj 
more, an hour more of darkness or, ligiht! Is 
reading over our American campaigns, from 
their unhappy commencement to their inglorioiB 
end, now that we are able to see the enemy's 
movements and conditioflHas well as oar own, 1 
fancy we can see how an advance, a march, 
might have put enemies into our power who had 
no means to withstand it, and changed the es- 
tire issue of the struggle. But it was ordained 
by Heaven, and for the good, as we can now 
have no doubt, of both empires, that the gresi 
Western Republic should separate from ns : and 
the gallant soldiers who fought on her side, tbar 
indomitable and heroic Chief above all, had the 
glory of facing and overcoming, not only veter- 
an soldiers amply provided and inured to war, 
but wretchedness, cold, hunger, dissensions, trea> 
son within their own camp, where all most haw 
gone to rack, but for the pure, nnqnenchabk 
flame of patriotism that was forever homing is 
the bosom of the heroic leader. What a con- 
stancy, what a magnanimity, what a anrprisii^ 
persistence against fortune! Washington be- 
fore the enemy was no better nor hiaver thsa 
hundreds that fought with him or against him 
(who has not heard the repeated sneera a^inst 
'^Fabius" in which his factious captaina were 
accustomed to indulge ?) : but Washington, the 
Chief of a nation in arms, doing battle with dis- 
tracted parties ; calm in the midst of coniqnra- 
cy ; serene against the open foe before him and 
the darker enemies at his back ; Washington. 
inspiring order and spirit into troops hungry and 
in rags ; stung by ingratitude, but betraying no 
anger, and ever ready to forgive ; in d^Ssat in- 
vincible, magnanimous in conquest, and never 
so sublime as on that day when he laid down his 
victorious sword and sought his noble retirement 
— ^here indeed is a character to admire and re> 
vere ; a life without a stain, a fame without s 
flaw. Q^ando invenies partm t In that more 
extensive work which I have planned and partly 
written on the subject of this great war, I hope 
I have done justice to the character of its great- 
est leader.* And this from the she»r force of 



* And I trust that, In th« oplniona I hare recorded iv- 
gmrding him, I haye shown that I also can he }nai and 
maguanimoua toward those who view me petvonaO;' wtth 
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respect which his eminent virtues extorted. 
With the young Mr. Washington of my own 
early days I had not the honor to enjoy much 
sympathy : though my brother, whose character 
is much more frank and affectionate than mine, 
was always his fast friend in early times, when 
they were equals, as in latter days when the 
General, as I do own and think, was aU man- 
kind's superior. 

I hare mentioned that contrariety in my dis- 
position, and, perhaps, in my brother*s, which 
somehow placed us on wrong sides in the quarrel 
which ensued, and which from this time forth 
raged for five years, until the mother country 
was fiiin to acknowledge her defeat. Harry 
should have been the Tory, and I the Whig. 
Theoretically my opinions were very much more 
liberal than those of my brother, who, especially 
after his marriage, became what our Indian na- 
bobs call a Bahadoor — a person ceremonious, 
stately, and exacting respect. When my Lord 
Danmore, for instance, talked about liberating 
the negroes, so as to induce them to join the 
king's standard, Hal was for hanging the Grov- 
emor and the Black Guards (as he called them) 
whom his Excellency had crimped. ** If you 
gentlemen are fighting for fi;eedom,'' says I, 
*^ sure the negroes may fight too." On which 
Harry roars out, shaking his fist, *' Infernal vil- 
lains, if I meet any of 'em, they shall die by this 
handf" And my mother agreed that this idea 
of a negro insurrection was the most abominable 
and parricidal notion which had ever sprung up 
in her unhappy countiy. She at least was more 
consistent than Brother Hal. She would have 
black and white obedient to the powers that be : 
whereas Hal only could admit that fireedom was 
the right of the latter color. 

As a proof of her argument. Madam Esmond 
and Harry too would point to an instance in our 
own family in the person of Mr. Gumbo. Hav- 
ing got his freedom from me, as a reward for his 
admirable love and fidelity to me when times 
were hard, Gnmbo, on his return to Virginia, 
was scarce a welcome guest in his old quarters, 
among my mother's servants. Hewas free, and 
they were not : he was as it were a centre of in- 
surrection. He gave himself no small airs of 
protection and consequence among them ; brag- 
ging of his friends in Europe ("at home,'* as he 
called it) and his doings there ; and for a while 
bringing the household round about him to listen 
to him and admire him, like the monkey who 
had seen the world. Now Sady, Hal's boy, who 
went to America of his own desire, was not free. 
Hence jealousies between him and Mr. Gum : 
and battles in which they both practiced the no- 
ble art of boxing and butting, which they had 

no favor. For my brother Hal being at Mount Vernon, 
and altraya eager to bring me and his beloved Chief on 
good terms, ahowed hia Ezcelletey aome of the early 
aheeta of my HJatoiy. G«neral WaaUngton (trho read 
but tcrr booka, and had not the alightest pretenaiona to 
literary taste) remarked, ^* If you will hare my opinion, 
my dear General, I think Sir George's projected work, 
ficom the Bpedmen I have of it, la certain to offaild both 
partiea."— G. E. W. 
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learned at Maiybone Gardens and Hockley-in- 
the-Hole. Nor was Sady the only jealous per- 
son : almost all my mother's servants hated Sig- 
nor Gumbo for the airs which he gave himself; 
and I am sorry to say that our faithful Molly, 
his wife, was as jealous as his old fellow-servants. 
The blacks could not pardon her for having de- 
meaned herself so far as to many one of their 
kind. She met with no respect ; could exercise 
no authority : came to her mistress with cease- 
less complaints of the idleness, knavexy, lies, 
stealing of the black people, and finally with a 
story of jealousy against a certain Dinah, or 
Diana, who I heartily trust was as innocent as 
her namesake the moonlight visitant of Endym- 
ion. Now on the article of morality Madam 
Esmond was a veiy Draconess ; and a person 
accused was a person guilty. She made charges 
against Mr. Gnmbo, to which he replied with 
asperity. Forgetting that he was a free gentle- 
man, my mother now ordered Gumbo to be 
whipped, on which Molly fiew at her ladyship, 
all her wrath at her husband's infidelity vanish- 
ing at the idea of the indignity put upon him ; 
there was a rebellion in our house at Castlewood. 
A quarrel took place between me and my mo- 
ther, as I took my man's side. Hal and Fanny 
sided with her, on the contrary ; and in so far 
the difference did good, as it brought about some 
little intimacy between Madam and her younger 
children. This little difference was speedily 
healed ; but it was clear that the Standard (k 
Insurrection must be removed out of our house ; 
and we determined that Mr. Gnmbo and his lady 
should return to Europe. 

My wife and I would willingly have gone with 
them, God wot, for our boy sickened and lost his 
strength, and caught the fever in our swampy 
country ; but at this time she was expecting to 
lie in (of our son Henry), and she knew, too, 
that I had promised to stay in Virginia. It was 
agreed that we should send the two back ; but 
when I ofiiered Theo to go, she said her place 
was with her husband — her fiither and Hetty at 
home would take care of our children ; and she 
scarce would allow me to see a tear in her eyes 
while she was making her preparations for the 
departure of her little ones. Dost thou remem- 
ber the time, Madam, and the silence round the 
work-tables, as the piles of little shirts are made 
ready for the voyage? and the stealthy visits to 
the children's chambers while they are asleep 
and yet with you ? and the terrible time of part- 
ing, as our baige with the servants and children 
rows to the ship, and you stand on the shore ? 
Had the Prince of Wales been going on that 
voyage, he could not have been better provided. 
Where, sirrah, is the Tompion watch your grand- 
mother gave you ? and how did you survive the 
boxes of cakes which the good lady stowed away 
in your cabin ? 

The ship which took out my poor Theo's chil- 
dren returned with the Beverend Mr. Hagan 
and my Lady Maria on board, who meekly chose 
to resign her rank, and was known in the colony 
(which was not to be a colony very long) only 
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la Hn. Hagnn. Ac the time when I wu in b- 1 
voT with mj Lord Danmore, a living filing tb- 
cant in Westmoreland County, he gaxe it to onr 
kinsmaa, who sniTed in Virginia time enough 
to christen Our boj Heniy, and to preach some i 
sennoiu on the then gloomy Mute of Bffaira, j 
which Madam Esmond pronoaaced to he pro- 
digiooa fine. I think toy Lady Haria won Mad- 
am's heart by insiating on going oat of the room ! 
aftei her. *' My &ther, your brother, was an 
eari, 'tis true," lajs she, " but yon know jour \ 
ladyship is a marqpis's danghter, and I nerer 
can think of taking, precedence of yon 1" So | 
fond did Madam become of her niece, that she 
even allowed Hogan to read playi—my own 
humble compositions among others ; &ad was 
fairly forced to own that there was merit in the 
tragedy of Pocahontas, which our pai«0D deliv- 
ered with nncommon energy and fire. 

Hal and his wife came hnC rarely to Castle- 
wood and Kichmond when the chaplain and his 
lady were with ns. Fanny was very curt and 
mde with Maria, used to giggle and langh 
strangely in her company, and repeatedly re- 
mind bu* of her age, to oar mochec'i asConish- 
menl, who would oAen ask, was there any cause 
of quarrel between her niece and her daughter- 
in-law ? I kept my own counsel on these occa- 
sions, and was often not a little touched by the 
meekness with which the elder lady bore her 
persecutions. Fanny loved to torture her in her 
husband's presence (who, poor fellow 1 was also 
in a happy ignorance about his wifo's early his- 
tory), and the other bore her agony, wincing as 
little as might be. I sometimes would remon- 
strate with Madam Harry, and ask her wai ehe 
a red Indian, that she tortured her victims so? 
"Have not I had torture enough in my time?" 
says the young lady, and looked as though she 
was deienoined Co pay back the injuries inflicted 
on her. 



" Kindness I "criee she. "No slave was 
treated as I was. The blows which wound t 
often are those which never are aimed. The 
people who hate as are not those we have in- 

I thought of little Fanny in our early days, 
silent, smiling, willing to run and do all onr 
biddings fbr us. I grieved for my poor btocher, 
who bad taken this sly creature into his bosom. 
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CHAPTER LXXXVin. 

OiE of the nses to which we put America in 
(he days of our British dominion was lo make it 
a refuge for onr sinners. Besides convicts and 
assigned servants whom we Ciaosported to 
colonies, we discharged on their sliores scape- 
graces uid younger sons, for whom diuips 
desp^r, and bailifl^ made the old country i 



habitable. And as Mr. Cook, in his voyages, 
made his newly-discovered islanders presents of 
English animals (and other specimens of Euro- 
pean civilizatioD), we used to take care to send 
sample* of our blad tht^ over to the ctdonies, 
there to browse as best they mi^t, and propa- 
gate their precious breed. 1 myself was perhaps 
a little gnilCy in this matter, in busying myself 
CO find a living in America for the worthy HagBD, 
husband of my kinswoman — at least, was guilty 
in so far as this; that as we could get him no 
employment in England, we were glad to ship 
him to Virginia, and give *<'"• a colonial pulpit- 
cashion to thump. He demeaned himself there 
as a brave honest gentleman, to be sure ; be did 
his duty thoroughly by bis congregation, and his 
king too ; and in so far did credit to toy small 
patronage. Madam Theo used to urge this when 
I confided to .her my scruples of conscience on 
this subject, and show, as her custom was and is, 
that my conduct in this, as in all otlier matters, 
was dictated by the highest principle of morality 
and honor. Bat would I have given Hsgan our 
living at home, and selected him and his wife 
to minister to our parish ? I li»i not. I never 
had a doubt of our cousin's sincere repentance ; 
but I think I was secretly glad when she went to 
work it out in the wilderness. And I say liiis, 
acknowledging my pride and my error. Twice, 
when I wanted them most, this kind Maria aided 
me with her sympathy and fHendahip, She bore 
her own distresses conrageously, and soothed 
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Theo), would look down upon her. Oh, for 
shame, for shame on onr pride I 

My poor Ladj Maria was not the only one of 
onr fiunily who was to be sent ont of the way 
to American wlldemesses. Having borrowed, 
stolen, cheated at home, until he could cheat, 
borrow, and steal no more, the Honorable Will- 
iam Esmond, Esquire, was accommodated with 
a place at New York ; and his noble brother and 
royal master heartily desired that they might see 
him no more. When the troubles began, we 
heard of the fellow and his doings in his new 
habitation. Lies and mischief were his avant 
couriers wherever he traveled. My Lord Dun- 
more informed me that Mr. Will declared pub- 
licly, that our estate of Castlewood was only ours 
during his brother^s pleasure; that his father, 
out of consideration for Madam Esmond, his 
lordship's half-sister, had given her the place for 
life, and that he, William, was in negotiation 
with his brother, the present Lord Castlewood, 
for the purchase of the reversion of the estate ! 
We had the deed of gift in our strong room at 
Castlewood, and it was furthermore registered 
in due form at Williamsburg ; so that we were 
easy on that score. But the intention was every 
thing ; and Hal and I promised, as soon as ever 
we met Mr. William, to get from him a confirm- 
ation of this pretty story. What Madam Es- 
mond's feelings and expressions were when she 
heard it, I need scarcely here particularize. 
**What! my father, the Marquis of Esmond 
was a liar, and I am a cheat, am I?" cries my 
mother. *' He will take my son's property at 
my death, will he!" And she was for writing, 
not only to Lord Castlewood in England, but to 
His Majesty himself at St. James's, and was only 
prevented by my assurances tiiat Mr. Will's lies 
were notorious among all his acquaintance, and 
that we could not expect, in our own case, that 
he should be so inconsistent as to tell the truth. 
We heard of him presently as one of the loudest 
among the Loyalists in New York, as Captain, 
and presently Major of a corps of volunteers who 
were sending their addresses to the well-disposed 
in all the other colonies, and announcing their 
perfect readiness to die for the mother country. 
We could not lie in a house without a whole 
'window, and closing the shutters of that unlucky 
mansion we had hired at Williamsburg, Madam 
Esmond left our little capital, and my family re- 
turned to Richmond, which also was deserted by 
the members of the (dissolved) Assembly. Cap- 
tain Hal and his wife returned pretty early to 
their plantation ; and I, not a little annoyed at 
the course which events were taking, divided my 
time pretty much between my own family and 
that of our Governor, who professed himself veiy 
eager to have my advice and company. There 
were the strongest political difierences, but as 
yet no actual personal quarrel. Even after the 
dissolution of onr House of Assembly, the mem^ 
bers of which adjourned to a tavern, and there 
held that fiimous meeting where, I believe, the 
idea of a congress of all the colonies was first 
proposed, the gentlemen who were strongest in | 



opposition remained good friends with his Excel- 
lency, partook of his hospitality, and joined him 
in excursions of pleasure. The session over, tiie 
gentry went home and had meetings in their re- 
spective counties ; and the Assemblies in most 
of the other provinces having been also abruptly 
dissolved, it was agreed every where that a gen* 
efal congress should be held. Philadelphia, as 
the largest and most important city on our con- 
tinent, was selected as the place of meeting ; and 
those celebrated conferences began, which were 
but the angry prefieuie of war. We were still at 
God save the King ; we were still presenting onr 
humble petitions to the throne ; but when I went 
to visit my brother Harry at Fanny's Mount (his 
new plantation lay not far from ours, but with 
Rappahannock between us, and toward Matta- 
poney River), he rode out on business one morn- 
ing, and I in the afternoon happened to ride too, 
and was told by one of the grooms that Master 
was gone toward Willis's Ordinary; in which 
direction, thinking no harm, I followed. And 
upon a clear place not far from Willis's, as I ad- 
vance ont of the wood, I come on Captain Hal 
on horseback, with three or four-and-thirty coun- 
trymen round about him, armed with every sort 
of weapon, pike, scythe, fowling-piece, and mus- 
ket ; and the Captain, with two or three likely 
young fellows as officers under him, putting the 
men through their exercise. As I rode up a 
queer expression comes over Hal's face. *' Pre- 
sent arms !** says he (and the army tries to per- 
form the salute as well as they could), '* Captain 
Cade, this is my brother, Sir George Warring- 
ton." 

"As a relation of yours. Colonel," says the 
individual addressed as captain, " the gentleman 
is welcome,*' and he holds ont a hand accord- 
ingly. 

"And — and a true friend to Virginia," says 
Hal, with a reddening face. 

"Yes, please Godt gentlemen," say I, on 
which the regiment gives a hearty huzzay for the 
Colonel and his brother. The drill over, the 
officers, and the men too, were for adjourning to 
Willis's and taking some refreshment, but Col- 
onel Hal said he could not drink with them that 
afternoon, and we trotted homeward together. 

" So, Hal, the cat's out of the bag!" I said. 

He gave me a hard look. "I guess there's 
wilder cats in it. It must come to this, George. 
I say, you mustn't tell Madam," he adds. 

"Good God!" I cried, "do you mean that 
with fellows such as those I saw yonder, you and 
your friends are going to moke fight against the 
greatest nation and the best army in the world ?" 

"I guess we shall get an awful whipping," 
says Hal, "and that's the fact. But then, 
George," he added, with his sweet kind smile, 
" we are young, and a whipping or two may do 
us good. Won't it do us good, Dolly, you old 
slut ?" and he gives a playful touch widi his whip, 
to an old dog of all tradet that was running by him. 

I did not try to urge upon him (I had done 
so in vain many times previously) our British 
side of the question, the side which appears to 
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me to be the best. He woa accustomed to pnt 
off mj reuoQS bj' eajing, "All might; well, 
brother ; joa specjc aa an Eaglishmon, andlmTe 
caat in jonr lot with your connirj, ta I have 
with mine." To this ailment I own there is 
no answer, and all that remains for the dispn- 
tantB is to fight the matter ont, when the stron- 
gest is in the right. Which had the right in the 
.won of the last centnrj ? The king or the par- 
liament ? The side that was appermost was the 
right, and, on the whole, much more homane in 
their victor; than the Cavaliers wonid have been 
had they wan. Haj, sn^mse we Tories had 



won the daj in Americ*, how ftigfatfol and 
bloodj that triumph would have been I What 
ropes and scaSbldB one imagities; what noble 
hrads laid low 1 A strange feeling this I own — 
I was on the Lojalist side, and yet wanted the 
Whiga to win. My brother Hal, on the other 
hand, who distinguished himself greatly with 
his regiment, never allowed a word of disrespect 
against the enemy whom he appoaei, " The 
officers of the British aniiy,''heiiBedt08ay, "are 
gentlemen : ftt least, I have not beard that they 
are very much changed ainee my time. There 
may be sconndrelB and rufflana among the enc- 
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Majeatj's forces, not call tbem 
rascal can do tbat." And from s name which 
Mr. Lee gave m; brother, and man; of bii rongfa 
horsemen did not nndersCand, Harry <raa often 
called "Cheraleer Baird" in tlie Continental 
army. He was n knight, indeed, witlumt fur 
and withont reproach. 

At for the argament, "Wliat could mch peo- 
ple ta those yon were drilling do against the 
British army?" Hal liad u confident answer: 

"Thejcanbeatthem,"8ayshei "Mr.George, 
that's what ihej can do." 

"Great Hearens I " I cry, "do jon meanvrith 
your company of Wolfe's yon would beulale to 
attack five hundred snch ?" 

" With my company of the 67th I wotild go 
any where. And, agreed with you, that at this 
present moment I know more of soldiering than 
(hey ; bnt pLice me on that op^ ground where 
yon found us, armed as you please, and half a 
dozen of my friends, with riSea, in the woods 
ronnd aboni me; which would get the better? 
Yon know best, Mr, Brsddock's aid^e-campt" 

There was no arguing with such a determina- 
tion as this. " Thou knowest my way of think- 
ing, Hal," I said ; " and having surprised yoo 
nt yoar work, I mnn tell my lord what I luTe 

"Tell him, of coarse. Yon bays seen onr 
connty militia exorcising. You will see as much 
in every colony from here to the Saint Lawrence 
or Georgia. As I am an old soldier, they have 
elected me ColoneL What more nainrsl? Come, 
brother, let us trot <m ; dinner will be ready, and 
Mrs. Fan does not like me to keep it waiting." 
And so we made for his house, which was open 
like all the houses of our Virginian gentleman, 
and where not only every friend and neighbor, 
but every stranger and traveler, was snie to find 
a welcome. 

"80, Mre. Fan," I said, "I have fonod out 
what game my brother has been playing." 

"I trust the Colonel will have plenty i^ 
sport ere long," says she, with a toss of her 
bead. 

My wife tbongfat Harry had been banting, 
and I did not core to nndeceire her, thongh 
what I bad seen and he bad told rae made me 
naturally Toy BDxioiu. 
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WsER my visit to my brother was conclnded, 
and my wile and yonng child had returned to 
our maternal house at Richmond, I made it mj 
bnsincea to go over to onr Governor, then at his 
conntry-hoQse, near Williamsbnrg, and confer 
witb him regarding these open preparations for 
war, which were being made not only in our own 
province, but in every one of the colonies, as 
&i as we conld leam. Geutlcioea, with whose 



names history has since made all the world &- 
miliar, were appointed from Virginia as Dele- 
gates lo the General Congress about to be held in 
Fbiladelphia: In Massachusetts the people and 
the Royal troops were facing each other almost 
in open hostility : in Maryland and Peunsylva- 
nin we flattered onnelves that a mnch more loy- 
al spirit was prevalent : in the Carolinas and 
Georgia the mother country conld reckon upon 
stanch adherents, and a great majority of the 
inhabitants : and it never was to be supposed 
that our own Virginia woold forego its ancient 
loyalty. Wo had bnt few troops in the province, 
bat its gently were proud of their descent from 
tbe Cavaliers of the old times ; and ronnd about 
our Governor were swarms of loud and confident 
Loyalists, who were only eager for the moment 
when they mi^t draw the sword, and scatter the 
rascally rebels before them. Of course, in these 
meetings I was forced lo hear many a hard word 
against my poor Hairy. His wife, all agreed 
(and not without good reason, perhaps], had led 
him to adopt these extreme anti-British ojanions 
which he had of late declared ; and he was in- 
fatnated by his attachment to the gentleman of 
Mount Vernon, it was fiirlher said, whose opin- 
ions my brother always followed, and who, day 
by day, was committing himself &rther in the 
dreadful and desperate course of resistance. 
" This is your &iend," the people abont his Ex- 
cellency said; " thisisihemanyoafiivored, who 
has had your special confidence, and who has re- 
peatedly shared yoor hospitality I" It conld not 
but be owned much of this was tme : thongh 
what some of our eager Loyalists called treach- 
ery was indeed rather a proof of the longing de- 
sire Mr. Washington and other gentlemen had 
not to withdraw from their allegiance to the 
Crown, bnt to iBmaiu fiiithful, and ezhanet the 
very last chance of reconciliation, before they 
risked the other terrible alternative of revolt and 
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separation. Let traitors arm, and villains draw 
the parricidal sword I We at least would remain 
faithful ; the unconquerable power of England 
would be exerted, and the misguided and un- 
grateful provinces punished and brought back to 
their obedience. With what cheers we drank 
his Majesty's health after our banquets! We 
would die in defense of his rights ; we would 
have a Prince of his Royal house to come and 
govern his ancient dominions I In consideration 
of my own and my excellent mother's loyalty, 
my brother's beni^ted conduct should be for- 
given. Was it yet too late to secure him by of- 
fering him a good command ? Would I not in- 
tercede with Mm, who, it was known, had a 
great influence over him ? In our Williamsburg 
councils we were alternately in every state of ex- 
altation and triumph, of hope, of fury against 
the rebels, of anxious expectancy of home suc- 
cor, of doubt, distrust, and gloom. 

I promised to intercede with my brother; and 
wrote to him, I own, with but little hope of suc- 
cess, repeating, and tr3ring to strengthen the ar- 
guments which I had many a time used in our 
conversations. My mother too, used her author- 
icy ; but from this, I own, I expected little ad- 
vantage. She assailed him, as her habit was, 
with such texts of Scripture as she thought bore 
out her own opinion, and threatened punishment 
to him. She menaced him with the penalties 
which must fall upon those who were disobedient 
to the powers that be. She pointed to his elder 
brother's example; and hinted, I fear, at his sub- 
jection to his wife, the very worst argument she 
could use in such a controversy. She did not 
show me her own letter to him; possibly she 
knew I might find &ult with the energy of some 
of the expressions she thought proper to employ; 
but she showed me his answer, from which I 
gathered what the style and tenor of her argu- 
ment had been. And if Madam Esmond brought 
Scripture to her aid, Mr. Hal, io my surprise, 
brought scores of texts to bear upon her in reply, 
and addressed her in a very neat, temperate, and 
even elegant composition, which I thought his 
wife herself was scarcely capable of penning. 
Indeed, I found he had enlisted the services of 
Mr. Belman, the New Richmond clergyman, 
who had lately taken up strong opinions on the 
Whig side, and who preached and printed ser- 
mons against Hagan, who, as I have said, was 
of our faction, in which I fear Belman had the 
best of the dispute. 

My exhortations to Hal had do more success 
than our mother's. He did not answer my let- 
ters. Being still fiirther pressed by the friends 
of the Government, I wrote over most impru- 
dently to say I would visit him at the end of the 
week at Fanny's Mount; but, on arriving, I only 
found my sister, who received me with perfect 
cofdiality, but informed me that Hal was gone 
into the country, ever so fkr toward the Blue 
Mountains, to look at some horses, and was to 
be away— she did not know how long he was to 
be away I 

I knew then there was no hope. ' * My dear, " 



I said, " as far as I can judge from the signs of 
the times, the train that has been laid these jears 
must have a match put to it before long. Harry 
is riding away. God knows to what end." 

"The Loid prosper the righteous cause, Sir 
Georgel" says she. 

''Amen I with all my heart. ' Yon and he 
speak as Americans ; I as an Englishman. . Tell 
him from me, that when any thing in the eonrse 
of nature shall happen to our mother, I have 
enough for me and mine in England, and shall 
resign aU our land here in Virginia to him." 

''You don't mean that, George?" she cries, 
with brightening eyes. " Well, to be soie, it 
is but right and fair," she presently added. 
"Why should yon, who are the eldest bat by 
an hour, have every thing? a palace and lands 
in England — ^the plantation here— the title — and 
children — ^and my poor Hany none? Bat 'tis 
generous of yon all the same — leastwise hand- 
some and proper, and I didn't expect it of yon: 
and yod don't take after your mother in this. 
Sir George, that yon don't, nohow. Give my 
love to sister Theo I" And she offers me a cheek 
to kiss ere I ride away from her door. With 
such a woman as Fanny to guide him, how 
could I hope to make a convert ^yf my brother ? 

Having met with this poor success in my en- 
terprise,! rode back to our Governor, with whom 
I agreed that it was time to arm in earnest, and 
prepare ourselves against the shock that certain- 
ly was at hand. He and his whole Conrt of 
Officials were not a little agitated and excited ; 
needlessly savage, I thought, in their abuse of 
the wicked Whigs, and loud in their shonts of 
Old England forever ; but they were all eager 
for the day when the contending parties could 
meet hand to hand, and they could have an op- 
portunity of riding those wicked Whigs down. 
And I left my lord, having received the thanks 
of His Excellency in Council, and engaged to 
do my best endeavors to raise a body of men in 
defense of the Crown. Hence the corps, called 
afterward the Westmoreland Defenders, had its 
rise, of which I had the honor to be appcnnted 
Colonel, and which I was to command when it 
appeared in the field. And that fortunate event 
must straightway take place so soon as the oonnty 
knew that a gentleman of my station and name 
would take the command of the fbrce. The an- 
nouncement was duly made in the Government 
Gazette, and we filled in oui^ officers readily 
enough; but the recruits, it must be owned, 
were slow to come in, and quick to disappear. 
Nevertheless, friend Hagan eagerly came for- 
ward to ofier himself as chaplain. Madam Es- 
mond gave us our colors, and progressed about 
the country engaging volunteers ; but Uie most 
eager recruiter of all was my good old tutor, lit- 
tle Mr. Dempster, who had been out as a boy 
on the Jacobite side in Scotland, and who went 
specially into the Carolinas, among the children 
of his banished old comrades, who had worn the 
white cockade of Prince Charles, and whom most 
of all showed themselves in this contest still loyal 
to the Crown. 
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Hal's expedition in search of hones led him 
not only so far as the Blue Mountains in our 
colony, but thence on a long journey to Annap- 
olis and Baltimore ; and from Baltimore to Phil- 
adelphia, to be sure; where a second General 
Congress was now sitting, attended by our Vir- 
ginian gentlemen of the last year. Meanwhile, 
all the almanacs tell what had happened. Lex- 
ington had happened, and the first shots were 
fired in the war which was to end in the inde- 
pendence of our native country. We still pro- 
tested of our loyalty to his Majesty; but we 
stated our determination to die or be free ; and 
some twenty thousand of our loyal petitioners 
assembled round about Boston with arms in 
their hands and cannon, to which they had help- 
ed themselves out of the goveiimient stores. Mr. 
Arnold had begun that career which was to end 
so brilliantly, by the daring and burglarious cap- 
ture of two forts, of which he forced the doors. 
Three generals from Bond Street, with a large 
reinforcement, were on their way to help Mr. 
Gage out of his ugly position at Boston. Pres- 
ently the armies were actually engaged; and 
our British generals commenced their career of 
conquest and pacification in the colonies by the 
glorious blunder of Breed's Hill. Here they for- 
tified themselves, feeling themselves not strong 
enough for the moment to win any more glori- 
ous victories over the rebels; and the two ar- 
mies lay watching each other while Congress 
was deliberating at Philadelphia who should 
command the forces of the confederated colo- 
nies. 

We all know on whom the most fbrtnnate 
choice of the nation fell. Of the Virginian reg- 
iments which marched to join the new General- 
in-Chid^, one was commanded by Henry Esmond 
Warrington, Esq., late a Captain in his Majes- 
ty's service ; and by his side rode his little wife, 
of whoso bravery we often subsequently heard. 
I was glad, for one, that she had quitted Vir- 
ginia; for, had she remained after her hus- 
band's departure, our mother would infallibly 
have gone over to give her battle ; and I was 
thankful, at least, that that terrific incident of 
civil war was spared to our fieunily and history. 

The rush of our fiirmers and country-folk was 
almost all directed toward the new Northern 
army ; and our people were not a little flattered 
at the selection of a Virginian gentleman for the 
principal command. With a thrill of wrath and 
fury the provinces heard of the blood drawn at 
Lexington ; and men yelled denunciations against 
the cruelty and wantonness of the bloody British 
invader. The invadei was but doing his duty, 
and was met and resisted by men in arms, who 
wished to prevent him tram helping himself to 
his own ; but people do not stay to weigh their 
.words when they mean to be angiy ; the Colo- 
nists had taken their side; and, with what I 
own to be a natural spirit and ardor, were de- 
termined to have a trial of strength with the 
braggard domineering mother countiy. Breed's 
Hill became a mountain, as it were, which all 
men of the American Continent might behold. 



with Liberty, Victory, Glory, on its flaming 
summit. These dreaded troops could be with- 
stood, then, by farmers and plowmen I These 
famous ofilcers could be out-generaled by Doc- 
tors, Lawyers, and Civilians! Granted that 
Britons could conquer all the world — here were 
their children who. could match and conquer 
Britons! Indeed, I don't know which of the 
two deserves the palm, either for bravery or vain- 
glory. We are in the habit of laughing at our 
French neighbors for boasting, gasconading, and 
so forth ; but for a steady self-esteem, and in- 
domitable confidence in our own courage, great- 
ness, magnanimity — who can compare with Brit- 
ons, except their children across the Atlan- 
tic? 

The people round about ns took the people's 
side for the most part in the struggle, and, truth 
to say. Sir George Warrington found his regi- 
ment of Westmoreland Defenders but very thin- 
ly manned at the commencement, and woefully 
diminished in numbers presently, not only after 
the news of battle f^m the North, but in conse- 
quence of the behavior of my lord our Governor, 
whose conduct enraged no one more than his own 
immediate partisans, and the loyal adherents 
of the Crown throughout the colony. That he 
would plant the King's standard, and summon 
all loyal gentlemen to rally round it, had been 
a measure agreed in countless meetings, and ap- 
plauded over thousands of bumpers. I have a 
pretty good memory, and could mention the 
name of many a gentleman, now a smug officer 
of the United States Crovemment, whom I have 
heard hiccup out a prayer that he might be al- 
lowed to perish under the folds of his country's 
flag ; or roar a challenge to the bloody traitors 
absent with the rebel army. But let by-gones- 
be by-gones. This, however, is matter of public 
history that his Lordship, our .Governor, a peer 
of Scotland, the Sovereign's representative in 
his Old Dominion, who so loudly invited all the 
lieges to join the King's standard, was the first 
to put it in his pocket, and fly to his ships out 
of reach of danger. He would not leave them, 
save as a pirate at midnight to bum and destroy. 
Meanwhile we loyal gentry remained on shore, 
committed to our cause, and only subject to 
greater danger in consequence of the weakness 
and cruelty of him who oug^t to have been our 
leader. It was the beginning of June^ our or- 
chards and gardens were all blooming with plenty 
and snnmier ; a week before I had been over at 
Williamsburg, exchanging compliments with his 
Excellency, devising plans fox future movements 
by which we should be able to make good head 
against rebellion, shaking hands heartily at part- 
ing, and vMic«re out mart the very last words 
upon all our lips. Our little family was gather- 
ed at Richmond^ talking over, as we did daily, 
the prospect of afTatra in the North, the quar- 
rels between our own Assembly and his Excel- 
lency, by whom they had been afresh convened, 
when our ghastly Hagan rushes into our parlor 
and asks, ** Have we heard the news of the Gor- 
emor?" 
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'* Has he dissolved the ABsembly again, and 
put that scoundrel Patrick Henry in irons?" 
asks Madam 'Esmond. 

*<No such thing! His lordship, with his 
lady and family, have left their palace priTately 
at night. They are on board a man-of-war off 
York, whence my lord has sent a dispatch to 
the Assembly, begging them to continue their 
sitting, and announcing that he himself had 
only quitted his goremment house out of fear 
of the fury of the people." 

What was to become of the sheep now the 
shepherd had run away ? No entreaties could 
be more pathetic than those of the gentlemen of 
the House of Assembly, who guaranteed their 
Governor security if he would but land, and im- 
plored him to appear among them, if but to pass 
bills and transact the necessaiy business. No : 
the man-of-war was his seat of Government, and 
my lord desired his House of Commons to wait 
upon him there. This was erecting the King's 
standard with a vengeance. Our Governor had 
left us; our Assembly perforce ruled in his 
stead ; a rabble of people followed the fugitive 
Viceroy on board his ships. A mob of negroes 
deserted out of the plantations to join this other 
deserter. He and his black allies landed here 
and there in darkness, and emulated the most 
lawless of our opponents in their alacrity at 
seizing and burning. He not only invited run- 
away negroes, but he sent an embassador to In- 
dians with entreaties to join his standard. When 
he came on shore it was to bum and destroy : 
when the people resisted, as at Norfolk and 
Hampton, he retreated and betook himself to 
his ships again. 

Even my mother, after that miserable flight 
of our chief, was scared at the aspect of affiurs, 
and doubted of the speedy putting down of the 
rebeUion. The arming of the negroes was, in 
her opinion, the most cowardly blow of all. 
The loyal gentry ^re mined, and robbed, many 
of them, 0f their only property. A score of our 
worst hands deserted from j^chmond and Cas- 
tlewood, and fled to our courageous Governor's 
fleet; not all of them, though some of them, 
were slain, and a couple hung by the enemy for 
plunder and robbery perpetrated while with his 
lordship's precious army. Because her prop- 
erty was wantonly injured, and His Majesty's 
chief officer an imbecile, would Madam Esmond 
desert the cause of Royalty and Honor? My 
good mother was never so prodigiously dignified, 
and loudly and enthusiastically loyal, as after 
she heard of our Governor's lamentable defec- 
tion. The people round about her, though most 
of them of quite a different way of thinking, 
listened to her speeches without unkindness. 
Her oddities were known fiir and wide through 
our province ; where, I am afraid, many of the 
wags among our young men were accustomed 
to smoke her, as the phrase then was, and draw 
out her stories about the Marquis her father, 
about the splendor of her family, and so forth. 
But along with her oddities, her charities and 
kindness were remembered, and many a rebel, 



as she called them, had a sneaking regard for 
the pompous little Tory lady. 

As for the Colonel of the Westmoreland De- 
fenders, though that gentleman's oommaad dwin- 
dled utterly away after the outrageous condnct 
of his chief, yet I escaped from some rerj seri- 
ous danger which might have befiiUen me and 
mine in consequence of some disputes which I 
was known to have had with my Lord Dnn- 
more. Going on board his ship after he had 
burned the stores at Hampton, and issued the 
proclamation calling the negroes to his standard, 
I made so free as to remonstrate with him in re- 
gard to both measures; I implored him to re- 
turn to Williamsburg, where hundreds of ns, 
thousands I hoped, would be ready to defend 
him to the last esrtremity; and in my remon- 
strance used terms so free, or rather, as I sus- 
pect, indicated my contempt for his conduct so 
clearly by my bdiavior, that his lordship flew 

into a rage, said I was a rebel, like all the 

rest of them, and ordered me under arrest there 
on board his own ship. In my quality of militia 
officer (since the breaking out of the troubles I 
commonly used a red coat, to show that I wore 
the King's color) I begged for a oourt-martial 
immediately ; and turning round to two officers 
who had been present during our altercation, de- 
sired them to remember all that had passed be- 
tween his lordship and me. These gentlemen 
were no doubt of my way of thinking as to the 
chiefs behavior, and our interview ended in my 
going ashore unaccompanied by a guard. The 
story got wind among the Whig gentiy, and was 
improved in the telling. I had spoken out my 
mind manfully to the Governor ; no Whig conld 
have uttered sentiments more liberal. When 
riots took place in Richmond, and of the Loyal- 
ists remaining there many were in peril of life, 
and betook themselves to the ships, my moUier^s 
property and house were never endangered, nor 
her family insulted. We were still at the stage 
when a reconciliation was fondly thought }X)6si- 
ble. " Ah I if all the Tories were like you," a 
distingiushed Whig has said to me, " we and 
the people at home should soon come together 
again." This of course was before the famous 
Fourth of July, and that Declaration which ren- 
dered reconcilement impossible. Afterward, 
when parties grew more rancorous, motives 
much less creditable were assigned for my con- 
duct, and it was said I chose to be a Liberal 
Tory because I was a cunning fox, and wished 
to keep my estate whatever way things went. 
And this I am bound to say is the opinion re- 
garding my humble self which has obtained in 
very high quarters at home, where a profound 
regard fbr my own interest has been supposed 
not uncommonly to have occasioned my conduct 
during the late unhappy troubles. 

There were two or three persons in the world 
(for I had not told my mother how I was re- 
solved to cede to my brother all my life-interest 
in our American property) who knew that I had 
no mercenary motives in regard to the condnct 
I pursued. It was not worth while to undeceive 
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othen ; vihaX were life worth, ir a man were I 
forced to feel himself i la piite of nil the calnni- 
nies uitered agaiiut him 1 And I do nol quite ' 
know to thi> present daj how it happened ih&t , 
mf molbei, that notorioui Lojolisl, wB« left for 
aeversl jeon quite undisturbed iu bO' home at 
Cutlewood, a itraj troop or company of Conti- 
nentals heing occosiomillj qooitered upon ber. 
I da not know for certain, I saf, how this piece 
of good fortune happened, though I can giie a 
pretty shrewd gae«8 as t« the cause of it. Mad- 
am Faun;, after a campaign before Boston, came 
back to Fanny's Mount, leaving ber Colonel. 
Mj modest Hal, until tlie conclusioa of the war, 
would accept do hi^ier rank, belieriog that in 
command of a regiment be could be more use- 
ful than in charge of a diriuon. Madam Fan- 
ny, I say, came back, and it was remarkable, 
after ber return, how hier old aspeiity toward my 
mother leemed to be remored, and what an af- 
fection she showed for her and all the property. 
She wBS great fHenda with the Governor and 
some of the most influential gentlemen of the 
new Assembly : W"'"" Esmond was harmless, 
and for her son's sake, who was bravely battlitlg 
for bis country, her errors should be lightly visit- 
ed : I know not how it was, but for years she re- 
mained onhanned, except in respect of heavy 
goTsmmenC requisitiotis, which of course she had 
to pay ; and it was not nntQ the red coad ap- 
peAred about out house tbst mucb Mrioua eril 



CHAPTER XC. 

n WHICH tra BOTH FIOHT AHD SUK IWIT. 

What was the nse of a Colonel without a ra- 
iment? The Governor and Council who bad 
made each a parade of thanks in endowing me 



with mine, were away ont of sight, skulking on 
board ships, with an occasional piracy and ar- 
son on shore. Mj Lord Danmore's block allies 
frigbtened away those of his own blood ; and 
beeides these negroes whom be bad sammoned 
round him in arms, we heard that be bad sent 
an envoy among the Indians of the South, and 
that they were to come down in numbers and 
tomahawk onr people into good behavior. "And 
these are to be our allies!" I say to my mo- 
ther, exchanging ominous looks with ber, and 
remembering, with a ghastly distinctness, tbst 
lavage whose face glared over mine, atid whose 
knile was at my throat when Florae struck him 
down on Braddock's Field. We put our bouse 
of Castlewood into as good a state of defense as 
we could devise ; but, in truth, it wb« more of 
the red men ami the blacks than of the rebels 
we were afraid. I never saw my mother lose 
courage but once, and then when she was r6- 
coimting to us the particulars of oar father's 
death in a foray of Indians more than forty yean 
ago. Seeing some Ggores one night moving in 
front of our house, tiotbing could persuade the 
good lady but that tbey were savages, and she 
sank on her knees crying out, ' ' The Lord hav« 
mercy upon us I The Indians — the Indians I" 

My Lard's negro allies vanished on board his 
ships, or where they could find pay sod plunder; 
bat die painted heroes from the South never 
made tbeir appearance, though I own to have 
looked at my mother's gray head, my wife's 
brown hair, and our little one's golden ringlets, 
with a horrible pang of doubt lest these should 
&I1 the victims of ruffian war. And it was 
we who fought with such weapons, and enlisted 
these allieal But that I dta-e not (so to speak) 
be Betting taj'self up aa inierpteter (^Prorideace 
and pointing out the special finger of Heaven (aa 
many people are wont to do), I would say our 
employment of these Indians, and of tiie German 
' mercenaries, brought their own relribntiau with 
I them in this war. In the field, where the iner- 
oensries were attacked by the Provincials, they 
: yielded, and it was trinmphtng over them that 
i BO raised the spirit of the Continental army ; and 
, the murder of one woman (Miss M'Crea) by a 
\ haU^^oien drunken Indians did more harm to 
the Boyal cause than the loss of a battle or the 
destruction of. regiments. 

Ifow the Indian panic over, Hadom Esmoitd's 
conrage returned ; and she b^an to be serionsly, 
and not unjustly, uneasy at Uie danger which I 
ran myself, and which I brou^t npon others by 
remaining in Virginia. 

" What harm can they do me," says she, " a 
poor iroman ? If I have one son a colonel with- 
out a regiment, I have another with a couple of 
hundred Continentals behind him in Mr. Wash- 
ington's camp. If the Boyalists come, they will 
let me off for your sake'; if the rebels appear, I 
shall have Harry's passport. I dra't wi^, Bir, 
I don't like that your delicate wife and this dear 
little baby should be here, and only increase the 
ruk of all of us ! We most have them away to 
Boston or New York. Don't talk about defend- 
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ing me! Who will think of hurting a poor, 
harmless, old woman? If the rebels come, I 
shall shelter behind Mrs. Fanny's petticoats, and 
shall be much safer without yon in the honse 
than in if This she said, in part, perhaps, 
becanse 'twas reasonable ; more so because she 
would hare me and my family out of the danger : 
and danger or not, for her part felt that she was 
determined to remain in the land where her 
father was buried and she was bom. She was 
liying backward, so to speak. She had seen the 
now generation, and blessed them, and bade them 
farewell. She belonged to the past, and old days 
and memories. 

While we were debating about the Boston 
scheme comes the news that the British have 
evacuated that luckless city altogether, never 
haWng ventured to attack Mr. Washington in 
his camp at Cambridge, though he lay there for 
many months without powder at our mercy ; but 
waiting until he procured ammunition, and seized 
and fortified Dorchester Heights, which com- 
manded the town, out of which the whole British 
army and colony was obliged to beat a retreat. 
That the King's troops won the battle at Bunk- 
er's Hill there is no more doubt than that they 
beat the French at Blenheim ; but through the 
vna their chiefe seem constantly to have been 
afraid of assaulting intrenched Continentals aft- 
erward ; else why, from July to March, hesitate 
to strike an almost defenseless enemy? Why 
the hesitation at Long Ishind, when the Conti- 
nental army was in our hand ? Why that as- 
tonishing timorousness of Howe before Valley 
Forge ; where the relics of a force starving, sick- 
ening, and in rags, could scarcely man the lines, 
which they held before a great, victorious, and 
perfectly appointed army ? 

As the hopes and fears of the contending par- 
ties rose and fell, it was curious to mark the al- 
tered tone of the partisans of either. When the 
news came to us in the country of the evacuation 
of Boston every little Whig in the neighborhood 
made his bow to Madam, and advised her to a 
speedy submission. She did not carry her loy- 
alty quite so openly as heretofore, and flaunt her 
flag in the faces of the public, but she never 
swerved. Every night and morning, in private, 
poor Hagan prayed fot the Royal Family in our 
Dwn household, and on Sundays any neighbors 
were welcome to attend the service, where my 
mother acted as a very emphatic clerk, and the 
prayer for the High Court of Parliament under 
our most religious and gracious King was veiy 
stoutly delivered. The brave Hagan was a par- 
son without a living, as I was a Militia Colonel 
>vithout a regiment. Hagan had continued to 
pray stoutly for King George in Williamsburg, 
long after his Excellency our Grovemor had run 
away ; but on coming to church one Sunday to 
{lerform his duty, he found a corporal's guard at 
the church door, who told him that the Commit- 
tee of Safety had put another divine in his place, 
and he was requested to keep a quiet tongue in 
his head. He told the men to ** lead him be- 
fore their chiefs" (our honest friend always loved 



tall words and tragic attitudes); and according- 
ly was marched through the streets to the Cap- 
itol, with a chorus of white and colored black- 
guards at the skirts of his gown; and had an in- 
terview with Messrs. Henry and the new State 
officers, and confronted the robbers, as he said, 
in their den. Of course he was for making a 
heroic speech before these gentlemen (and was 
one of many men who perhaps would have no 
objection to be made martyrs, so that they might 
be roasted coram poftulo, or tortured in a fuO 
house). But Mr. Henry was determined to give 
him no such chance. After keeping Hagan 
three or four hours waiting in an ante-room in 
the company of negroes ; when the worthy di^ 
vine entered the new chief magistrate's room with 
an undaunted mien, and began a prepared speech 
with, *^ Sir, by what authority am I, a minister 
of the^" ' * Mr. Hagan, " sajrs the other, inter- 
rupting him, ** I am too busy to listen to speech- 
es. And as for King George, he has henceforth 
no more authority in this country than King 
Nebuchadnezzar. Mind you that, and hold 
your tongue, if you please I Stick to King John, 
Sir, and King Macbeth ; and if you will send 
round your benefit-tickets, all the Assembly shall 
come and hear you. Did you ever see Mr. Hagan 
on the boards when you was in London, Gener- 
al?" And so saying, Henry turns round upon 
Mr. Washington's second in command, Genenl 
Lee, who was now come into Vii^nia upon State 
affairs, and our shamefaced good Hagan was 
bustled out of the room, reddening, and almost 
crying with shame. After this event we thoogfat 
that Hagan's ministrations were best confined to 
us in the country, and removed the worthy pastor 
from his restive lamlis in the city. 

The selection of Virginians to the very high- 
est civil and military appointments of the new 
government bribed and flattered many of our 
leading people who, otherwise, and but for the 
outrageous conduct of our government, might 
have remained faithful to the Crown, and made 
good head against the rising rebellion. But, al- 
though we loyalists were gagged and muzzled, 
though the Capitol was in the hands of the 
Whigs, and our vaunted levies of loyal recmits 
so many FalstaflTs regiments for the most part, 
the faiiiiful still kept intelligences with one an- 
other in the colony, and with our neighbors ; and 
though we did not rise, and though we ran away, 
and though in examination before committees, 
trustees, and so forth, some of our frightened 
people gave themselves Republican airs, and 
vowed perdition to kings and nobles; yet wr 
knew each other pretty well, and— according as 
the chances were more or less favorable to na, 
the master more or less hard — ^we concealed our 
colors, showed our colors, half showed our colors, 
or downright apostatized for the nonce, and cried 
*' Down with King George !" Our negroes bore 
about, from house to house, all sorts of messa- 
ges and tokens. Endless underhand plots and 
schemes were engaged in by those who could not 
afford the light. The battle over, the neatrakt 
come and join the winning side, and shout as 
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loudly as the patriots. The ninawa3rs are not 
counted. Will any man tell me that the sign- 
ers and ardent well-wishers of the Declaration of 
Independence were not in a minority of the na^ 
tion, and that the minority did not win ? We 
knew that a part of the defeated army of Massa- 
chusetts was about to make an important expedi- 
tion Southward, upon the success of which the 
very greatest hopes were founded; and I, for 
one, being anxious to make a movement as soon 
as there was any chance of activity, had put 
myself in communication with the ex-GoTemor 
Martin, of North Carolina, whom I proposed to 
join, with three or four of our Virginian gentle- 
men, officers of that notable corps of which we 
only wanted privates. We made no particular 
mystery about our departure from Castlewood ; 
the affairs of Congress were not going so well yet 
that the new government could afford to lay any 
particular stress or tyranny upon persons of a 
doubtful way of thinking. Gentlemen's houses 
were still open ; and in our Southern fashion we 
would visit our friends for months at a time. 
My wife and I, with our infant and a fitting suite 
of servants, took leave of Biadam Esmond on a 
visit to a neighboring plantation. We went 
thence to another fHend^s house, and then to 
another ; till finally we reached Wilmington, in 
North Carolina, which was the point at which 
we expected to stretch a hand to the succors 
which were coming to meet us. 

Ere our arrival, our brother Carolinian Royal- 
ists had shown themselves in some force. Their 
encounters with the Whigs had been unlucky. 
The poor Highlanders had been no more fortu- 
nate in their present contest in favor of King 
Greorge than when they had drawn their swords 
against him in their own country. We did not 
reach Wilmington tmtil the end of May, by which 
time we found Admiral Parker's squadron there, 
with General Clinton and five British regiments 
on board, whose object was a descent upon Char- 
leston. 

The General, to whom I immediately made 
myself known, seeing that my regiment consisted 
of Lady Warrington, our infant, whom she was 
nursing, and three negro servants, received us 
at first with a very grim welcome. But Captain 
Homer, of the Sphinx frigate, who had been on 
the Jamaica station, and received, like all the 
rest of the world, many kindnesses from our dear 
Governor there, when he heard that my wife was 
General Lambert's daughter, eagerly received 
her on board, and gave up his best cabin to our 
service ; and so we were refhgees, too, like my 
Lord Dunmore, having waved our flag, to be 
sure, and pocketed it, and slipped out at the back 
door. From Wilmington we bore away quickly 
to Charleston, and in the course of the voyage 
and our delay in the river, previous to our as- 
sault on the place, I made some acquaintance 
with Mr. Clinton, which increased to a further 
intimacy. It was the King's birthday when we 
appeared in the river : we determined it was a 
glorious day for commencement of the expedi- 
tion. 



It did not take place for some days after, and 
I leave out, purposely, all descriptions of my 
Penelope parting from her Hector, going forth 
on this expedition. In the first place. Hector 
is perfectly well (though a little gouty), nor has 
any rascal of a Pyrrhus made a prize of his wid- 
ow : and in times of war and commotion, are 
not such scenes of woe and terror, and parting, 
occurring every hour ? I can see the gentle face 
yet over the bulwark as we descend the ship's 
side into the boats, and the smile of the in- 
fant on her arm. What old stories, to be sure ! 
Captain Miles, having no natural taste for po- 
etry, you have forgot the verses, no doubt, in 
Mr. Pope's Homer, in which you are described 
as parting with your heroic father; but your 
mother often read them to you as a boy, and 
keeps the gorget I wore on that day somewhere 
among her dressing-boxes now. 

My second venture at fighting was no more 
lucky than my first. We came back to our ships 
that evening thoroughly beaten. The madcap 
Lee, whom Clinton had faced at Boston, now met 
him at Charleston. Lee and the gallant garrison 
there made a brilliant and most successful resist- 
ance. The fort on Sullivan's Island, which we 
attacked, was a nut we could not crack. The fire 
of all our frigates was not strong enough to pound 
its shell ; the passage by which we moved up to 
the assault of the place was not fordable, as those 
o£Bcers found — Sir Henry at the head of them, 
who was always the first to charge — ^who attempt- 
ed to wade it. I>eath by shot, by drowning, by 
catching my death of cold, I had braved before 
I returned to my wife; and our frigate being 
aground for a time and got off with difficulty, 
was agreeably cannonaded by the enemy until 
she got off her bank. 

A small incident in the midst of this unluckv 
struggle was the occasion of a subsequent inti- 
macy which arose between me and Sir Harry 
Clinton, and bound me to that most gallant offi- 
cer during the period in which it was my fortune 
to follow the war. Of his qualifications as a 
leader there may be many opinions, I fear to 
say : regarding a man I heartily respect and ad- 
mire there ought only to be one. Of his per- 
sonal bearing and his courage there can be no 
doubt; he was always eager to show it; and 
whether at the final charge on Breed's Hill, 
when at the head of the rallied troops he carried 
the Continental lines, or here before Sullivan's 
Port, or a year later at Fort Washington, when, 
standard in hand, he swept up the height, and 
entered the fort at the head of the storming col- 
umn, Clinton was always foremost in the race 
of battle, and the King's service knew no more 
admirable soldier. 

We were taking to the water from our boats, 
with the intention of forcing a column to the 
fort, through a way which our own guns had 
rendered practicable, when a shot struck a boat 
alongside of us, so well aimed as actually to put 
three-fourths of the boat's crew hors de combat^ 
and knock down the officer steering, and the 
flag behind him. I could not help crying out, 
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^*Brayo! well aimed!'* for no ninepins eTer| 
went down more heiplesBly than these poor fel- 
lows before the round shot. Then the General, 
tnming round to me, says, rather grimly, '* Sir, 
the behavior of the enemy seems to please you !" 
*< I am pleased, Sir," says I, " that my countiy- 
men yonder should fight as becomes our nation." 
We floundered on toward the fort in the midst 
of the same amiable attentions from small arms 
and great, until we found the water was np to 
our breasts and deepening at every step, when 
we were fain to take to our boats again and pull 
out of harm's way. Sir Henry waited upon my 
Lady Warrington on board the Sphinx after this, 
and was very gracious to her, and mighty face- 
tious regarding the character of tfal humble writ- 
er of the present memoir, whom his Excellency 
always described as a rebel at heart. I pray my 
children may live to see or engage in no great 
reyo].utions — such as that, for instance, raging in 
the country of our miserable French neighbors. 
Save a rery, very few indeed, the actors in those 
great tragedies do not bear to be scanned too 
closely ; the chiefs are often no better than rant- 
ing quacks; the heroes ignoble puppets; the 
heroines any thing but pure. The prize is not 
always to the brave. In our revolution it cer- 
tainly did fall, for once and for a wonder, to the 
most deserving ; but .who knows his enemies 
now ? His great and surprising triumphs were 
not in those rare engagements with the enemy 
where he obtained a trifling mastery ; but over 
Congress ; over hunger and disease ; over luke- 
warm friends, or smiling foes in his own camp, 
whom his great spirit had to meet and master. 
When the struggle was over, and our impotent 
chiefs who had conducted it began to squabble 
and accuse each other in their own defense before 
the nation — ^what charges and counter-charges 
were brought ; what pretexts of delay were urged ; 
what piteous excuses were put forward that this 
fleet arrived too late ; that that regiment mis- 
took its orders ; that these cannon-balls would 
not fit those guns ; and so to the end of the chap- 
ter I Here was a general who beat us with no 
shot at times ; and no powder ; and no money ; 
and he never thought of a convention ; his cour- 
age never capitulated! Through all the doubt 
and darkness, the danger and long tempest of 
the war, I think it was only the American lead- 
er's indomitable soul that remained entirely 
steady. 

Ot course our Charleston Expedition was made 
the most of, and pronounced a prodigious victo- 
ry by the enemy, who had learned (from their 
parents, perhaps) to cry victory if a corporal's 
guard were surprised, as loud as if we had won 
a pitched battle. Mr. Lee rushed back to New 
York, the conqueror of conquerors, trumpeting 
his glory, and by no man received with more 
eager delight than by the Commander-in-Chief 
of the American army. It was my dear Lee and 
my dear General between them, then ; and it 
hath always touched me in the history of our 
early Bevolution to note that simple confidence 
and admiration with which the General-in-Chief 



was wont to regard ofiScers nnd^ him wbo had 
happened previously to serve with the Kind's 
army. So the Mexicans of old looked and won- 
dered when they first saw an armed Spanish 
horseman ! And this mad, flashy hnggt^xt (and 
another Continental general, whose name and 
whose luck afterward were sufficiently notori- 
ous), you may be sure took advantage of the 
modesty of the Commander-in-Chief, and ad- 
vised, and blustered, and sneered, and disobeyed 
orders ; daily presenting fresh obstacles (as if be 
had not enough otherwise!) in the path over 
which only Mr. Washington's astonishing en- 
durance could have enabled him to march. 

While we were away on our South Can^na 
Expedition the fiunous Fourth of July had tak- 
en place, and we and the thirteen Uiuted States 
were parted forever. My own native State of 
Virginia had also distinguished itself by annoano- 
in^ that all men are equally finee ; that all pow- 
er is vested in the people, who have an inaliena- 
ble right to alter, reform, or abolish their farm 
of government ai pleasurej and that the idea of 
a hereditary first magistrate is unnatural and 
absurd! Our General presented me with this 
document fresh from Williamsburg, as we were 
sailing Northward by the Virginia capes, and, 
amidst not a little amusement and langhter, 
pointed out to me the fiuth to which, from the 
Fourth instant, inclusive, I was bound. There 
was no help for it ; I was a Virginian — my god- 
fathers had promised and vowed, in my name, 
that all men were equally free (including, ai 
course, the race of poor Gumbo), that the idea 
of a monarchy is absurd, and that I had the ri^t 
to alter my form of government ai pleasure, I 
thought of Madam Esmond at home, and how 
she would look when these articles of fiuth were 
brought her to subscribe ; how would Hagan re- 
ceive them ? He demolished them in a sermon, 
in which all the logic was on his side, bat the 
United States Crovemment has not, somehow, 
been afiected by the discourse; and when he 
came to touch upon the point that all men be- 
ing free, therefore Gumbo, and Sady, and Na- 
than had assuredly a ri^t to go to Congress, 
*'Tut, tut! my good Mr. Hagan," says my 
mother, ''let us hear no more of this nonsense; 
but leave such wickedness and folly to the 
rebels!" 

By the middle of August we were before New 
York, whither Mr. Howe had brought his army 
that had betaken itself to Halif&x after its in- 
glorious expulsion from Boston. The American 
Commander-in-Chief was at New York, and a 
great battle inevitable ; and I looked forward to 
it with an inexpressible feeling of doubt and 
anxiety, knowing that my dearest brother and 
his regiment formed part of the troops whom 
we must attack and could not but overppwer. 
Almost the whole of the American army came 
over to fight on a small island, where every of- 
ficer on both sides knew tiiat they were to be 
beaten, and whence they had not a chance of es- 
cape. Two frigates, out of a hundred we had 
placed so as to command the enemy's intrenched 
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camp and pcnnt of retreat acnws East Riyer to 
New York, would have destroyed eyeiy bark in 
which he sought to fly, and compelled him to 
lay down his arms on shore. He fought ; his 
hasty levies were utterly overthrown ; some of 
his generals, his best troops, his artillery taken ; 
the remnant huddled into their intrenched camp 
after their rout, the pursuers entering it with 
them. The victors were jcalled back ; the ene- 
my was then pent up in a comer of the island 
and could not escape. " They are at our mercy, 
and are ours to-morrow," says the gentle Gener- 
al. Not a ship wfu set to watch the American 
force ; not a sentinel of ours could see a move- 
ment in their camp. A whole army crossed un- 
der our eyes in one single night to the main land 
without the loss of a single man ; and General 
Howe was suffered to remain in command after 
this feat, and to c(nnplete his glories of Long 
Island and Breed's Hill at Phihidelphia ! A 
friend, to be sure, crossed in the night to say the 
enemy's army was being ferried over, but he Ml 
upon a picket of Germans ; they could not un- 
derstand him: their commander was boozing 
or asleep. In the morning, when the spy was 
brought to some one who could comprehend the 
American language, the whole Ck>ntinental force 
had crossed the East River, and the empire over 
thirteen colonies had slipped away. 

The opinions I had about our chief were by 
no means uncommon in the army ; though, per- 
haps, wisely kept secret by gentlemen under Mr. 
Howe's immediate command. Am I more un- 
lucky than other folks, I wonder ? or why are 
my impmd^it sayings carried about more than 
my nei^bors' ? My rage that such a use was 
made of such a victory waS no greater than that 
of scores of gentlemen with the army. Why 
must my name forsooth be given up to the Com- 
mander-in-Chief as that of the most guilty of the 
grumblers ? Personally, General Howe was per- 
fectly brave, amiable, and good-humored. 

*<So, Sir Geoif^" says he, **you find fimlt 
with me, as a military man, because there was a 
fog alter the battle on Long Island, and your 
friends, ^e Continentals, gave me the slip I Sure- 
ly we took and killed enough of them ; but there 
is no satisfying you gentlemen amateurs !'* and 
he turned his back on me, and shrugged his 
shoulders, and talked to some one else. Ama- 
teur I might be, and he the most amiable of 
men; but if King George had said to him, 
'* Never more be officer of mine," yonder agree- 
able and pleasant Cassio would most certainly 
have had his desert. 

I soon found how our Chief had come in pos- 
session of his information regarding myself. My 
admirable cousin, Mr. William Esmond— who, 
of course, had forsook New York and his post 
when all the Royal authorities fled out of the 
place and Washington occupied it — returned 
along with our troops and fleets ; and, being a 
gentleman of good birth and name, and well ac- 
quainted with the city, made himself agreeable to 
the new-comers of the Royal army, the young 
bloods, merry fiollows, and macaronis, by intro- 



ducing them to play-tables, taverns, and yet 
worse places, with whfch the worthy gentleman 
continued to be familiar in the Old World as in 
the New. Ccthun non animum. However Will 
had changed his air, or whithersoever he trans* 
ported his carcass, he carried a rascal in his skin. 

I had heard a dozen stories of his sayings re- 
garding my family, and was determined neither 
to avoid him nor seek him ; but to call him to 
account whensoever we met ; and chancing one 
day to be at a cofiee-honse in a friend's company, 
my worthy kinsman swaggered in with a couple 
of young lads of the army, whom he found it was 
his pleasure and profit now to lead into every 
kind of dissipation. I happened to know one of 
Mr. Will's young companions, an aid-de-camp 
of General Clinton's, who had been in my close 
company both at Charlestown, before Sullivan's 
Island, and in the action of Brooklyn, where our 
General gloriously led the right wing of the En- 
glish army. They took a box without noticing 
us at first, though I heard my name three or four 
times mentioned by my brawling kinsman, who 
ended some drunken speech he was making by 
slapping his fist on the table and swearing, '* By 

, I will do for him, and the bloody rebel, his 

brother!" 

** Ah ! Mr. Esmond," says I, coming forward 
with my hat on. (He looked a little pale behind 
his punch-bowl.) '^I have long wanted to see 
yon, to set some little matters right about which 
there has been a diflerence between us." 

** And what may those be, Sir ?" says he, with 
a volley of oaths. 

'* You have chosen to cast a doubt upon my 
courage, and say that I shirked a meeting with 
you when we were young men. Our relation- 
ship and our age ought to prevent us from hav- 
ing recourse to tfnch murderous follies." (Mr. 
Will started up looking fierce and relieved.) 
<*Bnt I give you notice, that though I can af- 
ford to overlook lies against myself, if I hear 
from you a word in disparagement of my broth- 
er. Colonel Warrington, of the Continental 
Army, I will hold you accountable." 

*^ Indeed, gentlemen. Mighty fine, indeed. 
You take notice of Sir George Warrington's 
words I" cries Mr. Will over his punch-bowl. 

'* Yon have been pleased to say, " I continued, 
growing angry as I spoke, and being a fool there- 
fore for my pains, *' that the very estates we hold 
in this country are not ours, but of right revert 
to your family!" 

"So they are ours! By George, they're 
ours! I've heard my brother Castlewood say 
so a score of times !" swears Mr. Will. 

"In that case. Sir," says I, hotly, "your 
brother, my Lord Castlewood, tells no more 
truth than yourself. We have the titles at 
home in Virginia. They are registered in the 
courts there ; and if ever I hear one word more 
of this impertinence, I shall call you to account 
where no constables will be at hand to inter- 
fere!" 

" I wonder," cries Will, in a choking voice, 

that I don't cut him into twenty thousand 
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pieces as he stands thm before me with his 
confounded yellow face.' It was my brother 
Castlewood won his money — no, it was his 
l»t>ther ; d — yon, which are yon, the- rebel or 
the other? I hate the ngly faces of both of 
yon, and, hie ! — if you are for the King, show 
you are for the King, and drink his health I" 
and he sank down into his box with a hiccup 
and a wild laugh, which he repeated a dozen 
times, with a hundred more oaths and f ociftsrons 
outcries that I should drink the King's health. 

To reason with a creature in this condition, 
or ask explanations or apologies from him, was 
absurd. I left Mr. Will to reel to his lodgings 
under the care of his young friends, who were 
surprised to find an old toper so suddenly af- 
fected and so utterly prostrated by liquor ; and 
limped home to my wife, whom I found happy 
in possession of a brief letter from Hal, which a 
countiyman had brought in ; and who said not 
a word about the affairs of the Continentals with 
whom he was engaged, but wrote a couple of 
pages of rapturous eulogiums upon his brother's 
behavior in the field, which my dear Hal was 
pleased to admire, as he admired eyery thing I 
said and did. 

I rather looked for a messenger from my ami- 
able kinsman in consequence of the speeches 
which had passed between ns the night before, 
and did not know but that I might be called by 
Will to make my words good; and when ac- 
cordingly Mr. Lacy, our companion of the pre- 
vious evening, made his appearance at an early 
hour of the forenoon, I was beckoning my Lady 
Warrington to leave us, when, with a laugh and 
a cry of ''Oh dear no!" Mr. Lacy begged her 
ladyship not to disturb herself. 

''I have seen," says he, ''a gentleman who 
begs to send you his apologies, if he uttered a 
word last night which could offend you." 

''What apologies? what words ?** asks the 
anxious wife. 

I explained that roaring Will Esmond had 
met me in a coffee-house on the previous even- 
ing, and quarreled with me, as he had done with 
hundreds before. ' ' It appears the fellow is con- 
stantly abusive, and invariably pleads drunken- 
ness, and apologizes the next morning, unless he 
is caned over-night," remarked Captain Lacy. 
And my lady, I dare say, makes a little sermon, 
and asks why we gentlemen will go to idle coffee- 
houses and run the risk of meeting roaring, roist- 
ering Will, Esmonds? 

Our sojourn in New York was enlivened by 
a prqject for burning the city which some ardent 
patriots entertained and partially executed. Sev- 
eral such schemes were laid in the course of the 
war, and each one of the principal cities was 
doomed to fire ; though, in the interests of peace 
and good-will, I hope it will be remembered that 
these plans never originated with the cruel gov- 
ernment of a tyrant King, but were always pro- 
posed by gentlemen on the Continental side, who 
vowed that, rather than remain under the igno- 
minious despotism of the ruffian of Brunswick, 
the fairest towns of America should burn. I 



presume that the sages who were for burning 
down Boston were not actual proprietors in that 
place, and the New York bnmers might come 
from other parts of the country — from Philadel- 
phia, or what not. Howbeit, the British spared 
you, gentlemen, and we pray yon give ns credit 
for this act of moderation. 

I had not the fortune to be present in the 
action on the White Plains, being detained by 
the hurt which I had received at Long Island, 
and which broke out again and again, and took 
some time in the healing. The tenderest of 
nurses watched me through my tedious malady, 
and was eager for the day when I should doff 
my militiarcoat and return to the quiet £ng1ish 
home where Hetty and our good Greneral were 
tending our children. Indeed, I don't know that 
I have yet forgiven myself for the pains and ter- 
rors that I must have caused my poor wife, by 
keeping her separate from her young ones, and 
away from her home, because, forsooth, I wished 
to see a little more of the war then going on. 
Our grand tour in Europe had been all very well. 
We had beheld St. Peter*s at Borne, and the 
Bishop thereof; the Dauj^iness of France (alas, 
to think that glorious head should ever have 
been brought so low!) at Paris; and the right- 
ful King of England at Florence. I had dipped 
my gout in a half-dozen baths and spas, and 
played cards in a hundred courts, as my '* Trav. 
els in Europe" (which I propose to publish after 
my completion of the Hlstoiy of the American 
War) will testify.* And, during our per^ri- 
nations, my hypochondria diminished (which 
plagued me woefully at home), and my health 
and spirits visibly improved. Perhaps it was 
because she saw the evident benefit I had from 
excitement and change that my wife was rec- 
onciled to my continuing to enjoy them ; and 
though secretly suffering pangs at being away 
from her nurseiy and her eldest boy (for whom 
she ever has had an absurd infatuation), the dear 
hypocrite scarce allowed a look of anxiety to ap- 
pear on her fi&ce ; encouraged me with smiles ; 
professed herself eager to follow me ; asked why 
it should be a sin in me to covet honor ? and, in 
a word, was ready to stay, to go, to smile, to be 
sad ; to scale mountains, or to go down to the 
sea in ships ; to say that cold was pleasant, heat 
tolerable, hunger good sport, dirty lodgings de- 
lightful; though she is a wretched sailor, veiy 
delicate about the little she eats, and an extreme 
sufferer both of cold and heat Hence, as I 
willed to stay on yet a while on my native con- 
tinent, she was certain nothing was so good for 
me ; and when I was minded to return home — 
oh, how she brightened, and kissed her infi&nt, 
and told him how he should see the beautiful 
gardens at home, and Aunt Hetty, and grand- 
papa, and his sister, and Miles ! ' ' Miles I " cries 
the little parrot, mocking its mother— «nd crow- 
ing ; as if there was any mighty privilege in see- 
ing Mr. Miles, forsooth, who was under Doctor 
Sumner's care at Harrow^pon-the-Hill, where^ to 

* Neither of these two projected works of Sir Geor^ 
Warrington wer« brought, aa it appean*, to a oompletioo. 
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do the gentlemsD JDsticG, ha showed Chat he could 
eat more tarta than any boy in the school, and 
' took most creditable prizes at footi^oU and hare- 
Mkd-hooiids. 
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It haa always seemed (a me (I speak nn- 
der the correction or military gentlemen) that ' 
the inCrenchmenta of Breed's Hill served the i 
Continental anny ttuoaghout the whole of onr i 
American war. The aUu^ler inSicted upon 
ns fit>m behind those Unes was to sefere, nnd | 
the beharior of the enemy so resolale, that the '■ 
British cbieiii respected the barricades of the 
Americans hereafter ; and were they firing trom 
behind a row of blankets, certain of onr generals ' 
rather Imitated to force them. In the a&air of 
the White Fbuns, when, for a second time, Hr. 
Washington's army was qnite at the mercy of 
the rictors, we snbseqncnCty heard that onr con- 
quering Iroope were held back before a bonieado 
actually composed of com-stalks and straw. An- ' 
other opportunity was given as, and lasted doT' 
ing a whole winter, during which the dwindling 
and dismayed troopa of Congress lay starving 
and niukrmed ander onr gruap, and the magnani- 
mous Mr. Howe left the bmoui camp of Valley 
Forge untouched, while his great, hrave, and | 
peifcclly appointed army fiddled and gambled 
and feasted in Philadelphia. And, by Brno's i 
conntrymen, triumphal archea were erected, 
tonmnmeuts were held in pleasant mockery of 
the Middle Ages, and wreaths and garUnd" of- . 



fered by beantifiil ladiea to thii clement chief, 
with fantastical mottoes and posies annoancing 
that his laurels should be immortal 1 Why have 
my nngrateful countrymen in America oerer 
erected statues to thin general ? They had not 
in all their army an officer who fought thmr hat- 
ties belter ; who enabled them to retrieve their 
errors with such adroitneas ; who took core that 
their defeats ahonld he so little hurtful to them- 
selves ; and when, in the couise of events, the 
stronger force natnially got the uppemiHt, who 
showed such an nntiring lenderiiess, patience, 
and complacency in helping the poor disabled 
opponent on to his legs again. Ah I think of 
eighteen yeare before and the fiery yonng war- 
rior whom England had sent out to fight her 
adversaij on the American continent. Fancy 
him forever pacing ronnd the defenses behind 
which the foe lies sheltered; by night and by 
day alike sleepless and eager ; consnming away 
in bis fierce wrath and longing, and never clos- 
ing his eye, so intent is it in waichiug; land- 
ing the track with untiring scent that pants and 
htrngers for blood and battle ; prowling through 
midnight forests, or climbing silent over preci- 
pices before dawn ; and watching till bis great 
heart is almost worn out, until the foe showa 
bimself at last, when he springs on him and grap- 
ples with bim, and, dying, slays bimi Think 
of Wolfe at Quebec, and hearken to Howe's fid- 
dles as he sits smiling among the dancers at 
PhUadelphUI 

A favorite scheme with our ministen at home 
and some of our generals in America, was to es- 
tablisb a commnnication between Canada and 
New York, by which means tt was hoped New 
England mi^t be cnt off from the neighboring 
colonies, overpowered in detail, and forced into 
submission. Bui^yne was intrusted with the 
conduct of the plan, and he set forth from Que- 
bec, confideoily promising to bring it to a sue- 
cessfol iune. Uis march began in militaiy 
state: the trumpets of bis proclamations blew 
before him ; he bade the cotoniste to remember 
the immense power of England ; and summoned 
the misgttided rebels lo lay down their arms. 
He brought with him a formidable English Ibrce, 
an army of German veterans not less powerful, 
a dreadful band of Indian warriors, and a brill- 
iant train of nrtiUery. It was supposed that the 
people roimd his march would rally to the Royal 
canse and standards. The Conbnental force in 
front of bim was small at first, and Washington's 
army was weakened by the withdrawal of troops 
who were hurried forward to meet this Canadian 
invasion. A British detachment from New York 
was to force its way up the Hudson, sweeping 
away the enemy on the route, and make a junc- 
tion with Burgoyne at Albany. Then was the 
time when Washington's weakened anny should 
have been struck too ; but a greater Power willed 
otherwise : nor am 1, for one, even going to i«- 
gret the termination of the war. As wo loidc 
over the game now, how clear seem the blnnders 
which were made by the losing side I From the 
beginning to the end we were forerer arriving 
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too late. Our supplies and reinfaroements from 
home were too late. Oar troops were in diffi- 
culty) and our succors reached them too late. 
Our fleet appeared off York Town just too late, 
after Comwallis had surrendered. A way of 
escape was opened to Burgojne, but he resolved 
upon retreat too late. I have heard discomfited 
officers in after-days proye infallibly how a dif- 
ferent wind would have saved America to us ; 
how we must have destroyed the French fleet 
but for a tempest or two; how once, twice, 
thrice, but for nightfall, Mr. Washington and 
his army were in our power. Who has not 
speculated, in the course of his reading of his- 
tory, upon the ''Has been" and the ''Might 
have been" in the world ? I take my tattered 
old map-book from the shelf, and see the board 
on which the great contest was played ; I won- 
der at the curious chances which lost it : and, 
putting aside any idle talk about the respective 
bravery of the two nations, can't but see that we 
had the best cards, and that we lost the game. 

I own the sport had a considerable fascination 
for me, and stirred up my languid blood. My 
brother Hal, when settled on his plantation in 
Virginia, was perfectly satisfied with the sports 
and occupations he found there. The company 
of the country neighbors sufficed him ; he never 
tired of looking after his crops and people, taking 
his fish, shooting his ducks, hunting in his woods, 
or ei^oying his rubber, and his supper. Happy 
Hal, in his great barn of a house, under his 
roomy porches, his dogs lying round his feet: 
his friends, the Viigiman Will Wimbles, at free 
quarters in his mansion ; his negroes fiit, lazy, 
and ragged : his shrewd little wife ruling over 
them and her husband, who always obeyed her 
implicitly when living, and who was pret^ speed- 
ily consoled when she died I I say happy, though 
his lot would have been intolerable to me : wife, 
and friends, and plantation, and town life at 
Richmond (Richmond succeeded to the honor 
of being the capital when our Province became 
a State). How happy he whose foot fits the 
shoe wldch fortune gives him 1 My income was 
five times as great, my house in England as 
large, and built of bricks and faced with free- 
stone ; my wife — ^wonld I hav<r changed her for 
any other wife in the world? My children — 
well, I am^'contented with my Lady Warrington's 
opinion about them. But with all these plums 
and peaches and rich fruits out of Plenty's horn 
poured into my lap I fear I have been but an 
ingrate; and Hodge, my gate-keeper, who shares 
his bread and scrap of bacon with a fiimily as 
large as his master's, seems to me to enjoy his 
meal as much as I do, though Mrs. Molly pre- 
pares her best dishes and sweetmeats, and Mr. 
Gumbo uncorks the choicest bottle from the cel- 
lar ! Ah, me I sweetmeats haye lost (heir savor 
for me, however they may rejoice my young ones 
from the nursery, and the perfume of claret palls 
upon old noses ! Our parson has poured out his 
sermons many and many a time to me, and per- 
haps I did not care for them much when he first 
broached them. Dost thou remember, honest 



friend (sure he does, for he has repeated the sto- 
ry over the bottle as many times as his sermons 
almost, and my Lady Warrington pretends as 
if she had never heard it) — ^I say, Joe Blake, 
thou rememberest full well, and with advant- 
ages, that October evening when we scrambled 
up an embrasure at Fort Clinton, and a clubbed 
musket would have dashed these valuable brains 
out, had not Joe's sword whipped my rebrilious 
countryman through the gixcard. Joe wore a 
red coat in those days (the uniform of the bniTv 
Sixty -third, whose leader, the bold SOI, IHI 
pierced with many wounds beside him). He 
exchanged his red for black and my pulpit. His 
doctrines are sound, and his sermons short. We 
read the papers together over our wine. Net 
two months ago we read our old friend Howe's 
glorious deed of the first of June. We were told ^ 
how the noble Rawdon, who fought with us at 
Fort Clinton, had joined the Duke of Tork : and 
to-day his Royal Highness is in full retreat be- 
fore Pichegru : and he and my son Miles hare 
taken Valenciennes for nothing ! Ah, parson ! 
would you not like to put on your old Sixty. 
tbiM coat (though I doubt Mrs. Blake conld 
never make the buttons and button-holes meef 
again over your body) ? The boys were acting 
a play with my militia sword. Oh that I were 
young again, Mr. Blake! that I had not tbe 
gout in my toe ; and I would saddle Bosinante 
and ride back into the world, and feel the pulses 
beat again, and play a little of life's glorious 
game I 

The last *^kit** which I saw played was gal- 
lantly won by our side; though 'tis true that 
even in this parti t&e Americans won the rubber 
—our people gaining only the ground they stood 
on, and the guns, stores, and ships which ther 
captured and destroyed, while our efforts at res- 
cue were too late to prevent the catastiophe im- 
pending over Buigoyne's unfortunate army. Aft- 
er one of those delays which aheaifs were hap- 
pening to retard oar plans and weaken the blows 
which our chiefs intended to deliver, an expedi- 
tion was got under way from New Tork at the 
close of the month of September, 77 ; that, conld 
it but have advanced a fortnight earlier, mi^ 
have saved the doomed force of Bui^yne. i^ 
Di* aliter visitm. The delay here waa not Sir 
Henry Clinton's fault, who could not leaye his 
city unprotected; but the winds and weather 
which delayed the arrival of reinforcements which 
we had long awaited from England. The fleet 
which brought them brought us long and fond 
letters from home, with the very last news of the 
children under the care of their good aunt Het- 
ty and their grandfather. The mothcir's hean 
yearned toward the absent young ones. She 
made me no reproaches ; but I could read her 
importunities in her anxious eyes, her terron 
for me, and her longing for her children. ' ^ Why 
stay longer?" she seemed to say. *' You who 
have no calling to this war, or to draw the sword 
against your countrymen — ^why continue to ish 
peril your life and my happiness?" I nndo'- 
stood her appeal. We were to enter upon no 
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immediate service of danger ; I told her Sir Hen^ 
ry was only going to accompany the expedition 
for a part of the way. I would return with him, 
the reconnoissanoe oyer, and Christmas, please 
Heaven, should see onr family once more united 
in England. 

A force of three thousand men, including a 
couple of slender regiments of American Loyal- 
ists, and New York Militia (with which latter 
my distinguished relative, Mr. Will Esmond, 
went as captain), was embarked at New York, 
and onr armament sailed up the noble Hudson 
Kiver, that presents finer aspects than the Rhine 
in Europe to my mind : nor was any fire opened 
upon us from those beetling clifis and precipitous 
"Palisades," as they are called, by which we 
sailed ; the enemy, strange to say, being for once 
unaware of the movement we contemplated. Our 
first landing was on the eastern bank, at a place 
caUed Yerplanck's Point, whence the Congress 
troops withdrew after a slight resistance, their 
leader, the tough old Putnam (so &mous during 
the war), supposing that our march was to be 
directed toward the Eastern Highlands, by which 
we intended to penetrate to Bujgoyne. Putnam 
fell back to occupy these passes, a small detach- 
ment of ours being sent ibrwajrd as if in pursuit, 
which he imagined was to be followed by the 
rest of our force. Meanwhile, before daylight, 
two thousand men, without artillery, were carried 
over to Stony Point on the western shore, op- 
posite Verplanck's, and under a great hill called 
the Dnnderberg by the old Dutch lords of the 
stream, and which hangs precipitously over it. 
A little stream at the northern base of this 
mountain intersects it from the opposite height 
on which Fort Clinton stood, named not after 
our general, but after one of the two gentlemen 
of the same name who were among the oldest 
and most respected of the provincial gentry of 
New* York, and who were at this moment actu- 
ally in command against Sir Henry. On the 
next height to Clinton is Port Montgomery; and 
behind them rises a hill called Bear Hill ; while 
at the opposite side of the magnificent stream 
stands "Saint Anthony's Nose" — a prodigious 
peak indeed, which the Dutch had quaintly 
christened. 

The attacks on the two forts were almost si- 
multaneous. Half our men were detached for 
the assault on Fort Montgomery, under the brave 
Campbell, who fell before the rampart. Sir 
Henry, who would never be out of dimger where 
he could find it, penonally led the remainder ; 
and hoped, he said, that we should have better 
luck than before the Sullivan Island. A path 
led up to the Dunderberg so narrow as scarcely 
to admit three men abreast, and in utter silence 
our whole force scaled it, wondering at every 
rugged step to meet with no opposition. The 
enemy had not even kept a watch on it; nor 
were we descried until we were descending the 
height, at the base of which we easily dispersed 
a small force sent hurriedly to oppose us. The 
firing which here took place rend^ed all idea of 
a surprise impossible. The fort was before us. 

Cc 



With such anns as the troops had in their hands 
they had to assault ; and silently and swiftly, in 
the face of the artillery playing upon them, the 
troops ascended the hilL The men had orders 
on no account to fire. Taking the colors of the 
Sixty-third, and bearing them aloft. Sir Henry 
mounted with the stormers. The place was so 
steep that the men pushed each other over the 
wall and through the embrasures; and it was 
there that Lieutenant Joseph Bhike, the father 
of a certain Joseph Clinton Blake, who looks 
with the eyes of affection on a certain young 
lady, presented himself to the living of Warring- 
ton by saving the life of the unworthy patron 
thereof. 

About a fourth part of the garrison, as we are 
told, esc^)ed out of the fort, the rest being killed 
or wounded, or remaining our prisoners within 
the works. Fort Montgomery was, in like man- 
ner, stormed and taken by our people ; and, at 
nifi^t, as we looked down from the heights where 
the Idng's standard had been just planted, we 
were treated to a splendid illumination in the 
river below. Under Fort Montgomery, and 
stretching over to that lofty prominence, called 
St. Anthony's Nose, a boom and chain had been 
laid with a vast cost and labor, behind which 
several American frigates and g^leys were an- 
chored. The fort being taken, these ships at- 
tempted to get up the river in the darkness out 
of the reach of guns which they knew must de- 
stroy them in the morning. But the wind was 
unfavorable, and escape was found to be impos- 
sible. The crews therefore took to the boats, 
and so landed, having previously set the ships 
on fire, with all their sails set ; and we beheld 
these magnificent pyramids of flame burning up 
to the heavens and reflected in the waters below, 
until, in the midst of prodigious explosions, they 
sank and disappeared. 

On the next day a parlementaire came in from 
the enemy, to inquire as to the state of his troops 
left wounded or prisoners in our hands, and the 
Continental officer brought me a note, which gave 
me a strange shock, for it sliowed that in the 
struggle of the previous evening my brother had 
been engaged. It was dated October 7, from 
Miyor-General George Clinton's divisional head- 
quarters, and it stated briefly that " Colonel H. 
Warrington, of the Virginia line, hopes that Sir 
Greorge Warrington escaped unhurt in the assault 
of last evening, from which the Colonel himself 
was so fortunate as to retire without the least 
iijury. " Never did I say my prayers more heart- 
ily and gratefully than on that night, devoutly 
thanking Heaven that my dearest brother was 
spared, and making a vow at the same time to 
withdraw out of the fratricidal contest into 
which I only had entered because Honor and 
Duty seemed imperatively to call me. 

I own I felt an inexpressible relief when I had 
come to the resolution to retire and betake my- 
self to tho peaceful shade of my own vines and 
fig-trees at home. I longed, however, to see my 
brother ere I returned, and asked, and easily ob- 
tained, an errand to the camp of the American 
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G«iMf«I Clinton from our own chief. The head' u a Bmall let-aff Bgainit the diraster of Bnr- 
quarten of hit dinsion were now gome miles np gojne which eiuaed imniedistelj, and which obt 
Ute h<er, and a boat and a flag of trace quicUj , advance vmt niterlj inadequate to relierc Mm 
btODght me to the point where his oat pickets than one secret messenger was diipstcbcd to him 
receired me on the shore. My hrother was reiy , who never reached him, and of whom wa ncfcr 
soon with me. He had only lately joined G«n- learned the fate. Of one wretch who offered to 
eral Clinton's dirisioa with letters from head- carry intelligence to him, and whom Sir Hemy 
qnartert at Philadelphia, and he chanced to hear , dispatched with a letter of his own, «« beard I^ 
aAer the attack on Fort Clinton that I had been miserable doom. Falling in with some of tbc 
present during the aSair. We passed a brief ' troops of General George Clinton, who happened 
delightful night together ; Mr. Sady, who always to be in red unitorm (part of the priiti of a Biit- 
Ibllowed Hal to the war, cooking a feast in honor ' ish ship's cargo, donbtless, which had been takcD 
of both his masten. There was bat one bed of by American privateeis), the spy thon^t be w*> 
Btnw in the hnt where we had quarters, and Hal in the English army, and adTvnoed toward tbe 
and I slept on it, side by side, as we had done sentries.' He fonnd his mistake too late. Bii 
when we were boys. We had a hundred things \ letter was discorered npon him, and be bad to 
to say regarding past tJmes and present. His ' die for bearing it. In (en days afl«r ilio snccea 
kind bean gladdened when I told him of my re- ' at the Forts occorred the great disaater at Smn- 
soIto to retire to my acres and to take off the I toga, of which wo carried the dismal partinilan 
red coat which I wore : he flung his arms roond in the fleet which bore ns home. I &m afraid 
it. "Praised be God t" said he. " O Heavens, I my wife was unable to monrn for it. Sbe had 
George i think what might have happened bad her children, her father, her tisler to n 
we met in the affair two nights ago!" And he 
tnrned qniie pale M tbe thoaght. He eased my 
mind with respect to our mother. She was a 
bitter Tory, t6 be mre, but the Chief had ^ven 
special injanctJODS r^arding her safety. "And 
Fanny" (Hal's wilfe) " watches over her, and she 
is as good as a company 1" cried the enthniiastie 
hosband. '' Isn't she clever f Isn't she hand- 
some ? Isn't she good f" cries Hal ; never, fbr- 
mnately, waiting for a reply to these ardent 
queries. " And to think that I was nearly mar- 
rying Maria once I Oh mercy ! what an escape 
I had]" he added. "Hagsu pisysforthe King, 
every morning and night at Castlenood, but they 

bolt the doors, and nobody hears. Gracious 

powen I his wife is sixty if she is a day j and, O 

Geoi^! the quantity she drinks is . . 

But why tell the failings of onr good coi 

am pieced to think she lived to drink the health | 

of KingGeorgelong after his Old Dominion hid I 

passed forever from his sceptre. 

The morning came when my brief mission to ! 

the camp was ended, and the truest of friends ' 

and fondest of brothers accompanied me to my | 

boat, which lay waiting at the river-side. We ' 

exchanged an embrace at partiiig, and his hand : 

held mine yet for a moment ere I stepped into ' 

the barge which bore me rapidly down the stream. i 

" Shall I see thee once more, dearest and beat ' 

companionof my youth?" I thought. "Among' 

onr cold Engli^men, can I ever hope to meet I 

with a fMend like thee ? When hadst thou ever 

a thoaght that was not kindly and generous f 

When a wish, or a possession, bnt for me yoa 
■ would sacrifice it? How brave ate you, and 

how modest ; how gentle, and how strong ; how 

simple, unscifiBh, and hnmble ; how eager to see 

others' merit ; how diffident of yonr own t " He 

stood on the shore till his figure grew dim before 

me. There was that in my eyea which prevented 

me from seeing him longer. 



Brilliant as Sir Henry's 



IS had been. 



CHAPTER XCU. 



Need I describe, young folks, the delights of 
the meeting at home, and the mother's happiorft 
with all her brood once more under her fond 
wings? It was wrote in her face and acbnoKl- 

edged on her knees. Ourboasowealargeea 



«B« achieved, as usual, loo late: and served but ' for all, but Aunt Het^ would not atay i: 
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She said, £eurly, that to resign her motherhood 
over the elder children, who had been hers for 
nearly three years, cost her too great a pang ; 
and she conld not bear for yet a while to be with 
them, and to submit. to take only the second 
place. So she and her fiither went away to a 
honse at Bnry St. Edmonds, not far fi:om ns, 
where they lived, and where she spoiled her eld- 
est nephew and niece in private. It was the 
year after we came home that Mr. B , the 
Jamaica planter, died, who left her the half of 
his fortune ; and then I heard, for the first time, 
how the worthy gentleman had been greatly en- 
amored of her in Jamaica, and, though she had 
refused him, had thus shown his constancy to 
her. Heaven knows how much property of Aunt 
Hetty's Monsieur Miles hath already devoured I 
the price of his commission and outfit ; his gor- 
geous uniforms ; bis play-debts and little trans- 
actions in the Minories ; do yon think, Sirrah, 
I do not know what human nature is ; what is 
the cost of Pall Mall taverhs, petits soupers, 
play-— even in moderation — at the Cocoa-tree; 
and that a gentleman can not purchase all these 
enjoyments with the five hundred a year which I 
allow him ? Aunt Hetty declares she has made 
up her mind to be an old maid. *' I made a 
vow n^er to many until I could find a man as 
good as my dear father," she said ; *' and I never 
did, Sir George. No, my dearest Theo, not 
half as good ; and Sir George may put that in 
his pipe and smoke it.'* 

And yet when the good General died (calm, 
and full of years, and glad to depart), I think it 
was my wife who shed the most tears. ** I weep 
because I think I did not love him enough,** said 
the tender creature: whereas Hetty scarce de- 
parted firom her calm, at least outwardly and be- 
fore any of us ; talks of him constantly still, as 
though he were alive ; recalls his merry sa3rings, 
his gentle, kind ways with his children (when 
she brightens up and looks herself quite a girl 
n^Ain), and sits chceifally looking up to the slab 
in church which records his name and some of 
his virtues, and for once tells no lies. 

I had fancied, sometimes, that my brother 
Hal, for whom Hetty had a juvenile passion, al- 
ways retained a hold of her heart ; and when he 
came to see us, ten years ago, I told him of this 
childish romance of Het*s, with the hope, I own, 
that he would ask her to replace Mrs. Fanny, 
who had been gathered to her fathers, and re- 
garding whom my wife (with her usual propens- 
ity to consider herself a miserable sinner) always 
reproached herself, because, forsooth, she did not 
regret Fanny enough. Hal, when he came to 
ns, was plunged in grief abont her loss; and 
vowed that the world did not contain such an- 
other woman. Our dear old General, who was 
still in life then, took him in and housed him, 
as he had done in the happy early days. The 
women played him the very same tunes which 
he had heard when a boy at Oakhurst. Every 
body's heart was very soft with old recollections, 
and Harry never tired of pouring out his griefs 
and his recitals of his wife's virtues to Het, and 



anon of talking fondly abont his dear Aunt 
Lambert, whom he loved with all his heart, and 
whose praises, you may be sure, were welcome 
to the faithful old husband, out of whose th(9UghtB 
his wife's memory was never, I believe, absent 
for any three waking minutes of the day. 

General Hal went to Paris as an American 
Greneral Officer in his blue and yellow (which 
Mr. Fox and other gentlemen had brought Into 
fashion here likewise), and was made much of at 
Versailles, although l^e was presented by Mon- 
sieur le Marquis de LaAiyette to the most Chris- 
tian King and Queen, who did not love Mon- 
sieur le Marquis. And I believe a Marquise 
took a fancy to the Virginian General, and 
would have married him out of hand, had he 
not resisted, and fled back to England and War- 
rington and Bury again, especially to the latter 
place, where the folks would listen to him as he 
talked abont his late wife with an endless pa- 
tience and sympathy. As for us, who had 
known the poor paragon, we were civil, but not 
quite so enthusiastic regarding her, and rather 
puzzled sometimes to answer our children's ques- 
tions abont Uncle Hal's angel wife. 

The two Generals and myself, and Captain 
Miles, and Parson Blake (who was knocked over 
at Monmouth, the year after I left America, and 
came home to change his coat, and take my liv- 
ing), used to fight the battles of the Revolution 
over our bottle; and the parson used to cry, 
<* By Jupiter, General (he compounded for Ju- 
piter when he laid down his military habit), yon 
are the Tory, and Sir George is the Whig I He 
is always finding fault with our leaders, and yon 
are forever standing up for them ; and when I 
prayed for the King last Sunday, I heard you 
following me quite loud." 

'^ And so I do, Blake, with all my heart. I 
can't forget I wore his coat," says Hal. 

''Ah, if Wolfe had been alive for twenty 
years more!" sap Lambert. 

" Ah, Sir," cries Hal, " you should hear the 
General talk about him .'" 

" What General ?" says I (to vex him). 

**My General," says Hal, standing up and 
filling a bumper. ''His Excellency General 
George Washington t" 

" With all my heart," cry I ; but the parson 
looks as if he did not like the toast or the claret. 

Hal never tired in speaking of his General ; 
and it was on some such evening of friendly 
converse that he told us how he had actually 
been in disgrace with this Greneral whom he 
loved so fondly. Their difference seems to have 
been about Monsieur le Marquis de Lafiiyette 
before mentioned, who played such a fine part 
in history of late, and who hath so suddenly dis- 
appeared out of it. His previous rank in our 
own service, and his acknowledged gallantry 
during the war, ought to have secured Colonel 
Warrington's promotion in the Continental 
army, where a whipper-snapper like M. de La- 
fayette had but to arrive and straightway to be 
complimented by Congress with the rank of Ma- 
jor-General. Hal, with the freedom of an old 
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soldier, had expraesed lumself Bomewhat con- 
temptnously reganLing eome of the appointments 
made by Congress, ¥dth whom all sorts of mis- 
erable* intrigoes and cabals were set to woik hy 
unscmpulons officers who were greedy of pro- 
motion. Mr. Warrington, imitating perhaps in 
this the example of his now iUnstrioiis friend of 
Monnt Vernon, affected to make the war en gen- 
tilkomme ; took his pay, to be sure, but spent it 
upon comforts and clothing for his men, and as 
for rank, declared it was a matter of no earthly 
concern to him, and thatiie woold as soon serve 
as colonel as in any higher grade. No donbt he 
added contemptuons remarks regarding certain 
General Officers of Congress army, their origin, 
and the caoses of their adyancement : notably 
he was Tcry angry aboat the sndden promotion 
of the young French lad Just named — ^the Mar- 
quis, as they loved to call him — ^in the Bepub- 
lican army, and who, by-the-way, was a pro- 
digious favorite of the Chief himself. There 
were not three officers in the whole Continental 
force (after poor madcap Lee was taken prisoner 
and disgraced) who could speak the Marquis's 
language, so that Hal could judge the young 
Mi^or-General more closely and familiarly than 
other gentlemen, including the Commander-in- 
Chief himself. Mr. Washington good-natured- 
ly rated friend Hal for being jealous of the 
beardless commander of Auvergne; was him- 
self not a little pleased by th6 filial regard and 
profound veneration which the enthusiastic young 
nobleman always showed for him; and had, 
moreover, the very best politic reasons for treat- 
ing the Marquis with friendship and favor. 

Meanwhile, as it afterward turned out, the 
Commander-in-Chief was most urgently press- 
ing Colonel Warrington's promotion upon Con- 
gress; and, as if his difficulties before the enemy 
were not enough, he being at this hard time ^ 
winter intrenched at Valley Forge, commanding 
five or six thousand men at the most, almost 
without fire, blankets, food, or ammunition, in 
the face of Sir William Howe's army, which was 
perfectly appointed, and three times as numer- 
ous as his own ; as if, I say, this difficulty was 
not enough to try him, he had further to en- 
counter that cowardly distrust of Congress, and 
insubordination and conspiracy among the offi- 
cers in his own camp. During the awftd winter 
of 77, when one blow struck by the sluggard at 
the head of the British forces might have ended 
the war, and all was doubt, confusion, despair 
in the opposite camp (save in one indomita- 
ble breast alone), my brother had an interview 
with the Chief, which he has subsequently de- 
scribed to me, and of which Hal could never 
speak without giving way to the deepest emotion. 
Ml, Washington had won no such triumph as 
that which the dare-devil coun^ of Arnold and 
the elegant imbecility of Bnrgoyne had procured 
for Gates and the northern army. • Save in one 
or two minor encounters, which proved how 
daring his bravery was, and how unceasing his 
watchfulness, General Washington had met with 
defeat after defeat from an enemy in all points 



his superior. The Congress mistmsted him. 
Many an officer in his own camp hated hhn. 
Those who had been disappointed in ambition, 
those who had been detected in peenlatioo, those 
whose selfishness or incapacity his honest ers 
had spied out — ^were all more or less in leagie 
against him. Grates was the Chief toward whom 
the malcontents turned. Mr. Gates was the ouIt 
genius fit to conduct the war ; and with a vaia- 
gloriousness which he afterward genero usl y own- 
ed, he did not refuse the homage which was paid 
him. 

To show how dreadful were the tnmbles and 
anxieties with which General Washington had 
to contend, I may mention what at this time 
was called the '* Conway CabaL" A oertaiii 
Irishman — a Chevalier of St. Louis, and an of- 
ficer in the French service — arrired in Amcrics 
early in the year 77 in quest of military em- 
plo3rment. He was speedily appointed to the 
raidL of brigadier ; and could not be contented, 
forsooth, without an immediate promotion lo be 
major-general. 

Mr. C. had friends at Congress, who, as th« 
General-in-Chief was informed, had promised 
him his speedy promotion. General Washing- 
ton remonstrated,, representing the injustice ai 
promoting to the highest rank the youngest brif^ 
adier in the service ; and while the matter wa^ 
pending, was put in possession of a letter frtna 
Conway to Greneral Gates, whom he compliment- 
ed, saying, that '^ Heaven had been determined 
to save America, or a weak general and had coun- 
selors would have ruined it." The General in- 
closed the note to Mr. Conway, without a wofd 
of comment ; and Conway ofiiered his resigns- 
tion, which was refused by Congress, who ap- 
pointed him Inspector-General of the army, witb 
the rank of Major-GenenJ. 

'* And it was at this time," says Harry (witli 
many passionate exclamations indicating hi* 
rage with himself and his admiration of !m 
leader), '* when, by Heavens, the glorious Chid* 
was oppressed by troubles enough to drive tai 
thousand men mad — that I must interfere with 
my jealousies about the Frenchman t I had not 
said much ; only some nonsense to Greene and 
Cadwalader about getting some frogs against the 
Frenchman came to dine with us, and having a 
bagful of Marquises over from Paris, as we were 
not able to command ourselves; but I should 
have known the Chiefs troubles, and that he had 
a better head than mine, and might have had 
the grace to hold my tongue. 

*'For a while the General said nothing, but I 
could remark, by the coldness of his demeanor, 
that something had occurred to create a schism 
between him and me. Mrs. Washington, who 
had come to camp, also saw that something was 
wrong. Women have artAil ways of soothing 
men and finding their secrets out. I am not 
sure that I should have ever tried to leara the 
cause of the Generars displeasure, for I am as 
proud as he is, and besides" (says Hal), ** when 
the Chief is angry, it was not pleasant comingnear 
him, I can promise you." My brother was in- 
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deed subjugated by Yob old friend, and obeyed 
him and bowed before him as a boy before a 
schoolmaster. 

<' At last/* Hal resumed, "Mrs. Washington 
found oat the mystery. ' Speak to me after din- 
ner, Colonel Hal,' says she. *■ Come oat to the 
parade-groond, before the dining-honse, and I 
will teU yoa all.' I left half a score of general 
officers and brigadiers drinking round the Gen- 
erars table, and found Mrs. Washington waiting 
for me. She then told me it was the speech I 
had made about the box of Marquises with which 
the General was offended. ' I should not have 
heeded it in another,' he had said> ' but I never 
thought Harry Warrington would have joined 
against me.' 

*'I had to wait on him for the word that 
night, and found him alone at his table. * Can 
your Excellency giye me five minutes' time ?' I 
said, with my heart in my miouth. ' Yes, sure- 
ly. Sir,' says he, pointing to tiie other chair, 
* will you please to be seated ?' 

*' * It used not always to be Sir and Colonel 
Warrington, between me and your Excellency,' 
I said. 

*' He said, calmly, * The times are altered.' 

'* ' £t nos mutamur in illis,' says I. ' Times 
and people are both changed.' 

*' ' Tou had some business with me?' he asked. 

'* * Am I speaking to the Commander-in-Chief 
or to my old friend ?' I asked. 

* * He looked at me grayely. ' Well — ^to both. 
Sir. Pray sit, Harry.' 

<< *If to General Washington, I tell his Ex- 
cellency that I and many officers of this army 
are not well pleased to see a boy of twenty made 
a major-general oyer us, because he is a Mar- 
quis, and because he can't speak the English 
language. If I speak to my old friend, I have 
to say that he has shown me very little of trust 
or friendship for the last few we^ ; and that I 
have no desire to sit at your table, and have im- 
pertinent remarks made by others there of the 
way in which his Excellency turns his back on 
me.' 

<** Which charge shall I take first, Harry?' 
he asked, taming his chair away from the table, 
and crossing his legs as if ready for a talk. ' Tou 
are jealous, as I gather, about the Marquis?' 

'* < Jealoos, Sir!' says I; 'an aid-de-camp oi 
Mr. Wolfe is not jealous of a Jack-a-dandy who, 
five years ago, was being whipped at school !' 

'**Toa yourself declined higher rank than 
that which you hold,' says the Chief, turning a 
little red. 

'* * But I never bargained to have a Macaroni 
Marquis to command me I' I cried ; ' I will not, 
for one, carry the young gentleman's orders; 
and since Congress and your Excellency chooses 
to take your generals out of the nursery, I shall 
humbly ask leave to resign and retire to my 
plantation.' 

*' 'Do, Harry; that is true friendship!' says 
the Chief, with a gentleness that surprised me. 
' Now that your old friend is in a difficulty 'tis 
sarely the best time to leave him.' 



*»*Sir!'saysI. 

** 'Do as so many of the rest are doing, Mr. 
Warrington. £t iu. Brute, as the play says. 
Well, well, Harry ! I did not think it of you ; 
but, at least, you are in the fiishion.' 

" ' You asked which chai^ you should take 
first?' I said. 

'**0h, the promotion of the Marquis? I 
recommended the appointment to Congress, no 
doubt ; and you and other gentlemen disapprove 
it.' 

'"I have spoken for myself. Sir,' says L 

'* ' If you take me in that tone, Colonel War- 
rington, I have nothing to answer!' says the 
Chief, rising up very fiercely, 'and presume 
that I can recommend officers for promotion 
without asking your previous sanction.' 

'"Being on that tone. Sir,' says I, 'let me 
respectfully offer my resignation to your Excel- 
lency, founding my desire to resign upon the 
fiLCt that Congress, at your Elxcellency's recom- 
mendation, offiers its highest commands to boys 
of twenty who are scarcely even acquainted with 
our language.' And I rise up and make his 
Excellency a bow. 

" 'Great Heavens, Harry!' he cries — (about 
this Marquis's appointment ; he was beaten, that 
was the fact, and he could not reply to me}— 
' can't you believe that in this critical time of 
our affidrs there are reasons why special favors 
should bo shown to the first Frenchman of dis- 
tinction who comes among us ?' 

'"No doubt, Sir. If your Excellency ac- 
knowledges that Monsieur de Lafayette's merits 
have nothing to do with the question.' 
' " ' I acknowledge or deny nothing, Sir!' says 
the General, with a stamp of his foot, and look- 
ing as though he could be terribly angry if he 
would. 'Am I here to be catechised by you? 
Stay. Hark, Hany ! I speak to you as a man 
of the world — ^nay, as an old friend. This ap- 
pointment humiliates you and others, you say ? 
Be it so! Must we not bear humiliation along 
with the other burdens and griefs for the sake 
of our country ? It is no more just, perhaps, 
that the Marquis should be set over you genUe- 
men than that your Prince Ferdinand or your 
Prince of Wales at home should have a com- 
mand over veterans. But if in appointing this 
young nobleman we please a whole nation, and 
bring ourselves twenty millions of allies, will 
yon and other gentlemen sulk because we do 
him honor ? Tis easy to sneer at him (though, 
believe me, the Marquis has many more merits 
than yiou allow him) ; to my mind it were more 
generous as well as more polite of Harry War- 
rington to welcome this stranger for the sake of 
the prodigious benefit our country may draw 
from him — ^not to laugh at his peculiarities, but 
to aid him and help his ignorance by your ex- 
perience as an old soldier : that is what I would 
do— that is the part I expected of thee— for it is 
the generous and the manly one, Hany; but 
you choose to join my enemies, and when I am 
in trouble you say you will leave mo. That is 
why I have been hurt — ^that is why I have been 
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cold. I thought I might count on your friend- 
8hip~-«nd — and yon can tell whether I was right 
or no. I relied on jou as on a brother, and you 
come and tell me you will resign. Be it so ! 
Being embarked in this contest, byXxod's will I 
will see it to an end. You are not the firsts 
Mr. Warrington, has left me on the way.* 

" He spoke with so much' tenderness, and as 
he spoke his face wore such a look of unhappi- 
ness, that an extreme remorse and pity seized 
me, and I called out I know not what incoher- 
ent expressions regarding old times, and vowed 
that, if he would say the word, I never would 
leave him. You never loved him, George, " says 
my brother, turning to me, *' but I did beyond 
all mortal men; and, though I am not. clever 
like you, I think my instinct was in the right. 
He has a greatness not approached by other 
men — " 

** I don't say no, brother," said I, " now." 
'* Greatness, pooh!" says the Parson, growl- 
ing over his wine. 

"We walked into Mrs. Washington's tea- 
room lurm in arm," Hal resumed ; *' she looked 
up quite kind and saw we were friends. * Is it 
ail over, Colonel Harry ?' she whispered. . * I 
know he has applied ever so often about your 
promotion — " 

'' ^I never will take it,' says I. 'And that 
is how I came to do pencmcej* says Harry, telling 
me the story, 'with Lafayette the next winter.' 
(Hal could imitate the Frenchman very well.) 
' I will go weez heentf* says I. ' I know the way 
to Quebec, and when we are not in action with 
Sir Guy, I can hear his Excellency the M^or- 
General say his lesson.' There was no fight, 
you know : we could get no army to act in Can- 
ada, and returned to head-quarters; and what 
do you think disturbed the Frenchman most? 
The idea that people would laugh at him, be- 
cause his command had come to nothing. And 
so they did laugh at him, and almost to his face 
too, and who could help it ? If our Chief had 
any weak point it was this Marquis. 

' ' After our little difference we became as great 
friends as before — if a man may be said to be 
friends with a Sovereign Prince, for as such I 
somehow could not help regarding the General : 
and one night, when we had sate the company 
out, we talked of old times, and the jolly days 
of sport we had together both before and after 
Braddock's ; and that pretty duel you were near 
having when we were boys. He laughed about 
it, and said he never saw a man look more wick- 
ed and more bent on killing than you did : ' And 
to do Sir George justice, I think he has hated 
me ever since,' says the Chief. 'Ah!' he add- 
ed, ' an open enemy I can &ce readily enough. 
Tis the secret foe who causes the doubt and an- 
guish ! We have sat with more than one at my 
table to-day to whom I am obliged to show a 
face of civility, whose hands I must take when 
they are offered, though I know they are stab- 
bing my reputation, and are eager to pull me 
down from my place. You spoke but lately of 
being humiliated because a junior was set over 



yon in command. What humiliation is jooi^ 
compared to mine, who have to play the fans 
of "welcome to these traitors ; who have to bea? 
the neglect of Congress, and see men who baT? 
insulted me promoted in my own army ? If I 
consulted my own feelings as a man, would I 
continue in this command ? Tou know vh&h- 
er my temper is naturally warm or not, t&i 
whether as a private graitleman I should be likt- 
ly to suffer such slights and ontrages as are pa 
upon me daily ; but in the advancement of tb: 
sacred cause in which we are enga^ged we h^^<! 
to endure not only hardship and danger, bs: 
calumny and wrong, and may God giTc r> 
strength to do our duty!' And then the G& 
eral showed me the papers regarding the a&s 
of that fellow Conway, whom Congress jsn- 
moted in spite of the intrigue, and down whrer 
black throat John Cadwalader sent the best btf. 
he ever fired in his life. 

" And it was here," said Hal, concloding b' 
story, **as I looked at the Chief talking at ni^' 
in the silence of the camp, and Tcmemberd 
how lonely he was ; what an awfiil respooab i- 
ity he carried ; how spies and traitois were cit- 
ing out of his dish, and an enemy lay in friH^.i 
of him who might at any time OTerpower his:. 
that 1 thought, ' Sure this is the greatest wm£ 
now in the world; and what a wretch I am i^ 
think of my jealousies and annoyances, vshik 
he is walking serenely under his immes^ 
cares!'" 

"We talked but now of Wolfe," said I- 
"Here, indeed, is a greater than Wolfe. T.> 
endure is greater than to dare ; to tire out b(i«> 
tile fortune ; to be daunted by no difi&cnlty ; t > 
keep heart when all have lost it ; to go thitni^ 
intrigue spotless ; and to forego even ambinct 
when the end is gained. Who can say this b 
not greatness, or show the other KTigiishTMn 
who has achieved so much ?" 

" I wonder, Sir George, you did not take Mr. 
Washington's side, and wear the hlue and bo^ 
yourself," grumbles Parson Blake. 

"You and I thought scarlet most becomiii£ 
to our complexion, Joe Blake !" says Sir Georfie. 
"And my wife thinks there would not hsf^ 
been room for two such great men on one ^dc' 
" Well, at any rate you were better than (tax 
odious, swearing, crazy General Lee, who waf 
second in command!" cries Lady, Warringtcs. 
" And I am certain Mr. Washington never coukl 
write poetry and tragedies as you can I Wba: 
did the General say about Georgc^s tragedies^ 
Harry ?" 

Harry burst into a roar of laughter 0n whid. 
of course, Mr. Miles must join his uncle). 

" Well," says he, " it's a fact that Hagan 
read one at my house to the General and Mrs 
Washington and several more, and they all feD 
sound asleep I" 

" He never liked my husband, that is Uie 
truth!" says Theo, tossing up her head, "aod 
'tis all the more magnanimous of Sir George to 
speak so well of him." 

And then Hal told how, his battles over, bis 
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conntry freed, his great work of liberation com- 
plete, the Greneral laid down his yictonons sword, 
and met his comrades of the armj in a last adien. 
The last British soldier had quitted the shore 
of the Republic, and the Commander-in-Chief 
proposed to leave New York for Annapolis, where 
Congress was sitting, and there resign his conu 
mission. About noon, on the 4th December, a 
barge was in waiting at Whitehall Ferry to con- 
vey him across the Hudson. The chiefs of the 
army assembled at a tavern near th» ferry, and 
there the General joined them. Seldom as he 
showed his emotion, outwardly, on this day he 
could not disguise it. He filled a glass of wine, 
and said, '*I bid you farewell with a heart full 
of love and gratitude, and wish your latter days 
may be as prosperous and happy as those past 
have been glorious and honorable." Then he 
drank to them. ''I can not come to each of 
you to take my leave,'* he said, *'but shall be 
obliged if you will each come and shake me by 
the hand." 

General Knox, who was nearest, came for- 
ward, and the Chief, with tears in his eyes, em- 
braced him. The others came, one by one, to 
him, and took their leave without a word. A 
line of infantry was formed from the tavern to the 
ferry, and the Greneral, with his officers follow- 
ing him, walked silently to the water. He stood 
up in the barge, taking off his hat, and waving 
a farewell. And his comrades remained bare- 
headed on the shore till their leader's boat was 
out of view. 

As Harry speaks very low, in the gray of even- 
ing, vrith sometimes a break in his voice, we all 
sit touched and silent. Hetty goes up and kiss- 
es her father. 

**Tou tell U8 of others. General Harry," she 
says, passing a handkerchief acrosa her eyes, 
'* of Marion and Sumpter, of Greene and Wayne, 
and Bawdon and Comwallis, too, but yon never 
mention Colonel Warrington.'* 

*' My dear, he will tell yon his story in pri- 
vate!" whispers my wife, clinging to her sister, 
*'and you can write it for him." 

But it was not to be. My Lady Theo and 
her husband, too, I own, catching the infection 
from her, never would let Harry rest until we 
had coaxed, wheedled, and ordered him to ask 
Hetty in marriage. He obeyed, and it was she 
who now declined. "She had always," she 
said, '* the truest regard for him fiDm the dear 
old times when they had met as almost children 
together. But she would never leave her fiither. 
When it pleased God to take him, she hoped she 
would be too old to think of bearing any other 
name but her own. Harry should save her love 
always as thto best of brodiers ; and as George 
and Theo have such a nursery full of children," 
adds Hester, *' we Inust show our love to them, 
by saving for the young ones." She sent him 
her answer in writing, leaving home on a visit 
to friends at a distance, as though she would 
have him to understand that her decision was 
final. As such Hal received it. He did not 
break his heart. Copid's arrows, ladies, don't 



bite veiy deep into the tough skins of gentlemen 
of our age ; though, to be sure, at the time to 
which I write, my brother was still a young man, 
being little more than fifty. Aunt Het is now 
a staid little lady with a voice of which years 
have touched the sweet chords, and a head which 
Time has powdered over with silver. There are 
days when she looks surprisingly young and 
blooming. Ah me, my dear, it seems but a little 
little while since the hair was golden brown, and 
the cheeks as fresh as roses ! And then came 
the bitter blast of love unrequited which wither- 
ed them ; and that long loneliness of heart which 
they say follows. Why should Theo and I have 
been so happy, and thou so lonely ? Why should 
my meal be garnished with love and spread with 
plenty, while yon solitary outcast shivers at my 
gate? I bow my head humbly before the Dis- 
penser of pain and poverty, wealth and health ; 
I feel sqmetimes as if, for the prizes which have 
fallen to the lot of me unworthy, I did not dart 
to be grateful. But I hear the voices of my 
children in their garden, or look up at their mo- 
ther from my book, or perhaps my sick-bed, and 
my heart fills with instinctive gratitude toward 
the bountiful Heaven that has so blessed me. 



Since my accession to my uncle's title and 
tate my intercourse with my good cousin. Lord 
Castlewood, had been very rare. I had always 
supposed him to be a follower of the winning side 
in politics, and was not a little astonished to hear 
of his sudden appearance in opposition. A dis- 
appointment in respect to a place at Court, of 
which he pretended to have had some promise, 
was partly the occasion of his rupture with the 
Biinistry. It is said that the most August Per- 
son in the realm had flatly refused to receive 
into the R-y-1 Household a nobleman whose char- 
acter was so notoriously bad, and whose exam- 
ple (so the August Objector was pleased to say) 
would ruin and corrupt any respectable fiunily. 
I heard of the Castlewoods during our travels in 
Europe, and that the mania for play had again 
seized upon his lordship. His impaired fortunes 
having been retrieved by the prudence of his wife 
and fiither4n-law, he had again begun to dissi- 
pate his income at hombre and lansquenet. 
There were tales of malpractices in which he had 
been discovered, and even of chastisement inflict- 
ed upon him by the victims of his unscrupulous 
arts. His wife's beauty and freshness fiided ear- 
ly ; we met but once at Aix-UuChapelle, where 
Lady Castlewood besought my wife to go and 
see her, and afflicted Lady Warrington's kind 
heart by stories of the n^lect and outrage of 
which her unfortunate husband was guilty. We 
were willing to receive these as some excuse and 
palliation for the unhappy lady's own conduct. 
A notorious adventurer, gambler, and spadcu" 
sin, calling himself the Chevalier de Barry, and 
said to be a relative of the mistress of the French 
king, but afterward turning out to be an Irish- 
man of low extraction, was in constant attend- 
ance upon the earl and countess at this time, and 
conspicuous for the audacity of his lies, the ex- 
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trayaganoe of his play, and somewhat mercenaiy 
gallantTy toward the other sex, and a ferodons 
bravo courage, which, however, failed him on 
one or two awkward occasions, if common report 
said true. He subsequently mairied, and ren- 
dered miserable a lady of title and fortune in En- 
gland. The poor little American lady's inter- 
ested union with Lord Castlewood was scaraely 
more happy. 

I remember our little Miles's infantile envy 
being excited by learning that Lord Castlewood's 
second son, a child a few months younger than 
himself, was already an ensign on the Irish es- 
tablishment, whose pay the fond parents regular- 
ly drew. This piece of preferment my lord must 
have got for his cadet while he was on good terms 
with the minister, during which period of fevor 
Will Esmond was also shifted off to New York. 
While I was in America myself, we read in an 
English journal that Captain Charles Esmond 
had resigned his commission in his Majesty's 
service, as not wishing to take up arms against 
the countrymen of his mother, ^e Countess of 
Castlewood. **It is the doing of the old fox, 
Van den Bosch," "Madame Esmond said; ''he 
wishes to keep his Virginian property safe, what- 
ever side should win !*' I may mention, with re- 
spect to this old worthy, that he continued to re- 
side in England for a while after the declaration 
of Independence, not at all denying his sympathy 
with the American cause, "but keeping a pret^ 
quiet tongue, and alleging that such a very old 
man as himsdfwas past the age of action or mis- 
chief, in which opinion* the Government con- 
curred, no doubt, as he was left quite unmolested. 
But of a sudden a warrant was out after him, 
when it was surprising with what agility he 
stirred himself and skipped off to France, whence 
he presently embarked upon his return to Vir- 
^ia. 

The old man bore the worst reputation among 
the Loyalists of our colony ; and was nicknamed 
** Jack the Painter" among them, much to his 
indignation, after a certain miscreant who was 
hung in England for burning naval stores in our 
ports there. He professed to have lost prodig- 
ious sums at home by the perBocution of the Gov- 
ernment, distinguished himself by the loudest 
patriotism, and the most violent religious out- 
cries in Virginia^ where, nevertheless, he was 
not much more liked by the Whigs than by the 
party who still remained faithful to the Crown. 
He wondered that such an old Tory as Madam 
Esmond of Castlewood was sufiered to go at 
large, and was forever crying out against her 
among the gentlemen of the new Assembly, the 
Governor, and officers of the State. He and Fan- 
ny had high words in Richmond one day, when she 
told him he was an old swindler and traitor, and 
that the mother of Colonel Henry Warrington, 
the bosom friend of his Excellency the Com- 
mandor-in-Chief, was not to be insulted by such 
a little smuggling slave-driver as him ! I think 
it was in the year 1780 an accident happened, 
when the old Register Office at Williamsburg 
was burned down, in which was a copy of the 



fbrmal assignment of the Virginia property fhmi 
Francis Lord Castlewood to my grandfatlier, 
Henry Esmond, Esquire. ''Oh," says Famy, 
"of course this is the work of Jack the Painter ! " 
And Mr. Van den Bosch was for prosecuting her 
for libel, but that Fanny took to her bed at tids 
juncture, and died. 

Van den Bosch made contracts with the new 
Government, and sold them bargains, as liie 
phrase is. He supplied horses, meat, fonge, all 
of bad quality ; but when Arnold came into Vir- 
ginia (in the King's service) and burned ri^t 
and left, Van den Bosch's stores and tobaeeo- 
houses somehow were spared. Some secret Whigs 
now took their revenge on the old rsjical. A 
couple of his ships in James's River, his stores, 
and a quantity of his cattle in their stalls were 
roasted amidst a hideous bellowing; and he got 
a note, as he was in Arnold's company, saying 
that friends had served him as he served othen ; 
and containing '< Tom the Glazier's oomplimenta 
to brother Jack the Painter." Nobody pitied 
the old man, though he went well-nigh mad at 
his loss. In Arnold's suite came the HonoraUe 
Captain William Esmond, of the New York 
Loyalists, as Aid -de -Camp to the General. 
When Howe occupied Philadelphia, Will was 
said to have made some money keeping a gam- 
bling-house with an officer of the dragoons of 
Anspach. I know not how he lost it. He could 
not have had much when he consented to be- 
come an aid*de-camp of Arnold. 

Now the King's officers having reappeared in 
the prorince. Madam Esmond thought fit to open 
her house at Castlewood and invite them thither 
— and actually received Mr. Arnold and his 
suite. " It is not for me," she said, " to reftue 
my welcome to a man whom my Sovereign has 
admitted to grace." And she ^rew her house 
open to him, and treated him with great though 
frigid respect while he remained in the district. 
The Greneral gone, and his precious aid-de^camp 
with him, some of the rascals who followed in 
their suite remained behind in the house ^fdxen 
they had received so much hospitality, insulted 
the old lady in her hall, insulted her people, and 
finally set fire to the old mansion in a frolic of 
drunken ftuy. Our house at Richmond was not 
burned, luckily, though Mr. Arnold had fired 
the town ; and thither the undaunted old lady 
proceeded, surrounded by her people, and never 
swerving in her loyalty in spite of her ill usage. 
"The Esmonds," she said, "were accustomed 
to Royal ingratitude." 

And now Mr. Van den BoFch, in the name 
of his grandson and my Lord Castlewood, in 
England, set up a claim to our prop e rty in Vir- 
ginia. He said it was not my lord's intention to 
disturb Madam Esmond in her enjoyment of the 
estate during her life, but that his father, it had 
alwajTB been understood, had given his kinsman 
a life-interest in th^ place, and only continued it 
to his daughter out of generosity. Now my lord 
proposed that his second son should inhabit Vir- 
ginia, for which the 3roung gentleman had al- 
ways shown the warmest sympathy. The ootcvy 
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against Van den Boech was so great that he 
would h»T6 been tarred and feathered had he le- 
mained in Virginia. He betook himself to 
GongreflB, represented himself as a martyr ra- 
ined in the cause of liberty, and prayed for com- 
pensatlon for himself and justice for his grand- 
son. 

My mother li?ed long in dreadful apprehen- 
sion, having in tmth a secret which she did not 
like to disclose to any one. Her titlet ipere 
hwmad! the deed of assignment in her own 
house; the copy in the Registry at Richmond, 
had alike been destroyed— by chance? by tU- 
lainy? who oonld say? She did not like to 
confide this trouble in writing to me. She 
opened herself to Hal, after the surrender at 
York Town, and he acquainted me with the hct 
in a letter by a British ofScer returning home on 
his parole. Then I remembered the nnlncky 
words I had let slip before Will Esmond at the 
Cofiee-honse at New York ; and a part of this 
iniquitous scheme broke npon me. 

As for Mr. Will : there is a tablet in Casde- 
wood Ghuroh, in Hampshire, inscribed Dolot et 
decontm est pro patrut mori, and announcing that 
''This marble is placed by a mourning brother, 
to the memory of the Honomble William Es- 
mond, Esquire, who died in North America, in 
the serrice of his King.*' But how ? When, 
toward the end of 1781, a revolt took place in 
the Philadelphia Line of the Congress Army, 
and Sir Henry Clinton sent out agents to the 
mutineers, what became of them? The men 
took the spies prisoners, and proceeded to judge 
them, and my brother (whom they knew and 
loved, and had often followed under fire), who 
had been sent from camp to make terms with the 
troops, recognised one of the spies, just as exe- 
cution was about to be done upon him; and the 
wretch, with horrid outcries, groveling and kneel- 
ing at Colonel Warrington's feet, besought him 
for mercy, and promised to confess all to him. 
To confess what ? Harry turned away sick at 
heart. Will's mother and sister never knew the 
truth. They always fancied it was in action he 
was killed. 

As for my lord Earl, whose noble son has 
been the intendant of an illustrious Prince, and 
who has enriched himself at play with his R — ^1 
master: I went to see his lordship when I heard 
of this astounding design against our property, 
and remonstrated with him on the matter. For 
myself, as I showed him, I was not concerned, 
as I had determined to cede my ri^t to my 
brother. He received me with perfbct courtesy ; 
smiled when I spoke of my disinterestedness; 
said he was sure of my afiectionate faeUngs to- 
ward my brother, bnt what must be his toward 
his son ? He had always heard from his father, 
he would take his Bible-oath of that: that, at 
my mother's death, the p r op ei'i y vonld return to 
the head of the family. At the story of the ti- 
tle which Colonel Esmond had ceded he shrugged 
his shooldetB, and treated it as a fable. '* On ns 
Jint pa$ tie ceM Jblie$ d/" says he, offisring me 
snuff, '' and your gnmdfiithGr was a man of 



prit I My little grandmother was Uprise of him : 
and my father, the most good-natui«d soul alive, 
lent them the Virginian property to get them out 
of the way I Cetoit un scandaUj mon chery wi 
joH petit Mcandalel" Oh, if my mother had 
but heard him I I might have been disposed to 
take a high tone : but he said; with the utmost 
good-nature, '* My dear Knight, are yon going 
to fight about the character of our grandmother, 
aUme ekme ! ■ Come, I will be fair with you ! 
We will compromise, if youi like, about this 
Virginian property I" And his lordship named 
a sum greater than the actual value of the es- 
tate. 

Amazed at the coolness of this worthy, I 
walked away to my cofiee-house, where, as it 
happened, an old friend was to dine with me, 
for whom I have a sincere regard. I had felt a 
pang at not being able to give this gentleman 
my living of Wairington-on-Waveney, but I 
coM not, as he himself confessed honestly. His 
life had been too loose, and his example in my 
village could never have been edifying : besides, 
he would have died of ennui there, after bdng 
accustomed to a town life; and he had a pros- 
pect finally, he told me, of settling himself most 
comfortably in London and the Church.* My 
guest, I need not say, was my old friend Samp- 
son, who never fSouled to dine with me when I 
came to town, and I told him of my interview 
with his old patron. 

I could not have United upon a better confi- 
dant. ' *" Gracious powers I " says Sampson, * *• the 
man's roguery bea^ all belief! When I was 
secretary and factotum at Castlewood, I can take 
my oath I saw more than once a copy of the deed 
of assignment by the late lord to your grand- 
father : ' In consideration of the love I bear to 
my kinsman^ Henry Esmond, JSsq.j husband of 
my dear mother Rachel^ Lady Viscountess Dom^ 
ager of Castlewood^ /,' etc.— so it ran. I know 
the place wheie 'tis kept — ^let us go thither as 
fitft as horses will carry us to-morrow. There 
is somebody there — ^never mind whom. Sir George 
-*-who has an old regard for me. The papers 
may be there to this veiy day, and O Lord, O 
Lord, but I shall be thankful if I can in any 
way show my gratitude to yon and your glorious 
brother I" His eyes filled with tears. He was 
an altered man. At a certain period of the port- 
wine Sampson always alluded with compunction 
to his past life, and the change which had taken 
place in his conduct since the awfid death of his 
friend Doctor Dodd. 

Quick as we were, we did not arrive at Cas- 
tlewood too soon. I was looking at the fbnnt- 
ain in the court, and listening to that sweet, sad 
music of its plashing, y&Adti my grandfiither teUs 
of in his Memoires, and peo|^ng the place with 
by-gone figures, with Beatrix in ho: beauty; 
with my Lord Francis in scarlet, calling to his 
dogB and mounting his gray hone; with the 
young page of old who won the castle and the 

* He iru the second Incnmbent of Lady Whittlesea*! 
Chapel, May Fair, and manrtod Elisabeth, nikt (^ Her- 
mann Yoeleker, Ek^, the eminent brairer. 
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heiresa — wLen Sampton comes muning down to 
me with an old Tolmae, in rough calf bound, in 
hii hand, containing drans of letten, copies of 
agreements, and radons irritinga, Bome by a sec- 
retaijof mir Lord Francii, <ome in the slim hand- 
writing of hia wife my gnindmotller, some bear- 
iiig the gignatnre of the lait lord ; and here wag 
a co)>f of the assignmeat, tart enough, aa it had 
been sent to my grandjlitber in Virginia. "Vic- 
toria, Victoria!" cries Sampeon, shaking my 
hand, embracing eveiy body. " Here is a guinea 
for theo, Betty. We'll have a bowl of punch at 
the Three Castles to-night 1" As wo were talk- 



ing the wheels of poaiHchaisee were beaid, and a 
coaple of carriaj^ drove into the court, contain- 
[Dg my lord and a ftiend, and their serrants in 
the next vehicle. His lordship looked only a 
little paler than usual at seeing me. 

" What procures me the honor of Sir George 
Warrington's vieit? and pray, Mr. Sampson, 
what do you do hereT" says my lord. I think 
he had forgotten the existence of this book, or 
had never seen it ; and when he ofered to tako 
his Bible-oath of what he had heard ttom his fo- 
ther, bad simply volunteered a peijury. 

I was shaking hands with his cotapanion, ft 
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nobleman with whom I had the honor to serre 
in America. " I came," I said, '* to convince 
myself of a fact, abont which you were mistaken 
yesterday; and I find the proof in your lord- 
ship^s own house. Tour lordship was pleased to 
take your lordship's Bible-oath that there was no 
agreement between your father and his mother 
relative to some property which I hold. When 
Mr. Sampson was your lordship's secretary, he per- 
fectly remembered having seen a copy of such an 
assignment, and here it is." 

** And do yon mean. Sir George Warrington, 
that unknown to me you have been visiting my 
papers ?" cries my lord. 

^' I doubted the correctness of your statement, 
though backed by your lordship's Bible-oath," I 
said, with a bow. 

*»Thi8, Sir, is robbery! Give the papers 
back !" bawled my lord. 

** Bobbery is a rough word, my lord. Shall 
I tell the whole story to Lord Bawdon ?" 

' ' What, is it about the Marquisate ? Connvj 
connu, my dear Sir George I We always called 
you the Marquis in New York. I don't know 
who brought the story from Virginia." 

I never had heard this absiurd nickname be- 
fore, and did not care to notice it. *' My Lord 
Castlewood," I said, ''not only doubted, but 
yesterday laid a claim to my property, taking his 
Bible-oath that—" 

Castlewood gave a kind of gasp, and then 
said, ''Great Heaven 1 Do you mean, Sir 
George, that there actually is an agreement ex- 
tant? Yes. Here it is — my father's hand* 
ivriting, sure enough I Then the question is 
clear. Upon my o — , well, upon my honor as 
a gentleman! I never knew of such an agree- 
ment, and must have been mistaken in what my 
father said. This paper clearly shows the prop- 
erty 15 yours : and not being mine — ^why, I wish 
you joy of it !" and he held out his hand with 
the blandest smile. 

'^And how thankful you will be to me, my 
lord, for having enabled me to establish the 
right !" says Sampson, with a leer on his face. 

"Thankful? No, confound you. Not in 
the least !" says my lord. " I am a plain man ; 
I don't disguise from my cousin that I would 
rather have had the property than he. Sir 
George, you will stay and dine with us, a large 



party is coming down here shooting. We ought 
to have you one of us !" 

" My lord," said I, buttoning the book under 
my coat, " I will go and get this document copied, 
and then return it to your lordship. As my 
mother in Virginia has had her papers burned, 
she will be put out of much anxiety by having 
this assignment safely lodged." 

"What, have Madam Esmond's papers been 
burned ? When the deuce was that ?" asks my 
lord. 

" My lord, I wish you a very good afternoon. 
Gome, Sampson, you and I will go and dine' at 
the Three Casdes." And I turned on my heel, 
making a bow to Lord B., and from that day 
to this I have never set my foot within the haUs 
of my ancestors. 

Shall I ever see the old mother again, I won- 
der ? She lives in Bichmond, never having re- 
built her house in the country. When Hal was 
in England we sent her pictures of both her 
sons, painted by the admirable Sir Joshua Rey- 
nolds. We sate to him, the last year Mr. John- 
son was alive, I remember. And the Doctor, 
peering about the studio, and seeing the image 
of Hal in his uniform (the appearance of it caused 
no little excitement in those days), asked who 
was this? and was informed that it was the 
famous American General — General Warring- 
ton, Sir George's brother. "General WhoT 
cries the Doctor, "General Where f Pooh! I 
don't know such a service!" and he turned his 
back and walked out of the premises. My wor- 
ship is painted in scarlet, and we have replicas 
of both performances at home. But the picture 
which Captain Miles and the girls declare to be 
most like is a family sketch by my ingenious 
neighbor, Mr. Bunbury, who has drawn me and 
my lady with Monsieur Gumbo following us, and 
written under the piece, "Sir Gbobgb, mt 

LaDT, AND THEIR MASTER." 

Here my master comes ; he has poked out all 
the house-fires, has looked to all the bolts, haa 
ordered the whole male and female crew to their 
chambers ; and begins to blow my candles out, 
and says, "Time, Sir George, to go to bed! 
Twelve o'clock!" 

" Bless me ! So indeed it is." And I close 
my book, and go to my rest, with a blessing on 
those now around me asleep. 
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Why hare I alluded to this man? I have alladed to him, reader, because I think I see in 
him an intellect profoonder and more nniqne than his contemporaries have yet recognized; 
because. I regard him as the first social regenerator of the day — ^as the very master of that 
working corps who would restore to rectitude the waiped system of things ; because I think 
no commentator on his writings has yet found the comparison that suits him, the tenns which 
rightly characterize his talent. They say he is like Fielding; they talk of his wit, humor, 
comic powers. He resembles Fielding as an eagle does a Tulture ; Fielding could stoop on 
carrion, but Thackeray never does. His wit is bright, his humor attractive, but both bear 
the same relation to his serious genius that the mere lambent sheet-lightning, playing under 
the edge of the summer cloud, does to the electric death-spark hid in its womb. — " Cubreb 
Bell, Author of Jane Eyrt^ SMrley, ViUette, and The Professor. 
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